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A 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HC^OUBABLE 

THE  COUNTESS    OF   BLESSINGTON. 

Madam, 

I  FEEL  a  mingled  sentiment 
of  pride  and  pleasure  in  being  permitted 
to  inscribe  to  jour  Ladyship  the  following 
Pages.  I  would  offer  them  as  a  slight 
tribute  to  the  well-earned  popularity  of 
one  of  the  most  pleasing  and  talented 
Writers  of  the  day.  Any  further  remark 
would  be  superfluous;  the  merit  of  your 
Ladyship's  productions,  being  too  univer- 
sally acknowledged  to  need  any  eulogy  of 
mine.  I  can  only  express  a  sincere  wish,  that 
the  Authoress  of  SHrathern  may  live  long  to 
present  to  the  World  many  more  of  those 


u 


admirable  works  of  fiction,  which,  while 
they  direct  their  quiet  polished  satire 
against  the  frivolities  of  the  devotees  of 
fashion,  are  untainted  by  one  dash  of  ma- 
levolence ;  and,  at  the  same  time,  render 
better  the  hearts  of  all  those  who  rise 
from  their  perusal. 


I  have  the  honour  to  be. 

Madam, 

Your  Ladyship's  humble  obedient  Servant, 

THE  AUTHOR. 


CHAPTER  L 

It  was  the  memorable  year  1791.    The  eye  of 
England,  the  fears  of  Europe,  the  curiosity  of  the 
world,    were    directed    to  ona  Country — that 
Country  was  France.    Already  had    anarchy, 
with  the  emblems  of  liberty  blazing  on  her  lying 
front,  trampled  on  the  hearth,  and  the  altar. 
The  fair  flag  of  the  Bourbon  had  stooped  to 
the  bloody  tri-color.    The  talents,  the  energies, 
the  passions  of  Frenchmen,  had  been  forced  into 
intense,  and  unnatural  action :  crude  theories  of  po- 
litical perfectabihty,  with  daring  sophistries  dig- 
nified by  the  name  of  philosophy,  proclaimed  that 
the  ancient  and  entire  order  of  thmgs  was  to  pass 
away.    Titles  had  ceased  to  be :  the  throne  of  the 
Capets  (for  the  shadow  of  royalty  only  remained) 
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had  come  down  like  an  avalanche,  burying  all 
who  were  once  proud  and  mighty  in  its  ruins. 
The  mad  populace  laughed  at  law;  ten  thousand 
furies  were  abroad,  and  each  entered,  like  a 
demon  of  old,  into  the  bosom  of  a  sans-'culotte. 

From  France  a  voice  went  forth — an  echo  into 
other  lands ;  it  was  as  if  a  moral  pestilence  rode 
the  universal  winds.  England,  strong  in  her 
matchless  constitution,  and  the  spirit  of  lo)raIty 
which,  on  all  occasions,  had  displayed  itself  for  the 
House  of  Hanover,  had,  perhaps,  less  to  fear  from 
French  propagandism,  than  any  other  European 
Nation.  Yet  in  England,  in  1791,  the  seeds  of 
the  Revolutionary  principle  were  saidio  be  taking 
root;  secret  societies  and  clubs,  in  imitation  of  the 
Jacobin,  Cordelier,  and  others  in  France,  were 
daily  forming.  Priestly  wrote,  and  Price  ful- 
minated from  his  pulpit.  Loyalists  took  the 
alarm;  the  merchant  grew  oneaty  in  his  counting- 
house,  and  the  landed  proprietor  felt  himself  in- 
secure in  his  country  mansion.  In  short,  a  panic 
far  greater,  it  must  be  confessed,  than  the  oc- 
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CBsion  warranted,  seized  all  ranks  and  orders  of 
peoide,  sa^e  only  that  class  which  has  nothing 
to  lose  by  a  natioftal  convulsion. 

On  a  certain  morning  in  the  early  part  of  the 
year  above  name4»the  Oxford  Coach  was  slowly 
progressixig  towards  town.  The  outside  passen- 
gers included  a  meagre  sharp^visaged  school- 
master, an  obese  farmer,  a  poor  curate  with  be- 
nevolent face  and  thread-bare  coat,  together 
with  a  foreign  gentleman  whose  swarthy  visage 
and  bent  brows,  excited  in  the  minds  of  his  com- 
panions certain  suspicions  as  to  his  identity  and 
occupation. 

But  we  must  attach  ourselves  to  the  inside 
party,  although  it  numbered  but  two;  indeed 
Jthe  younger  person  claims  our  especial  .notice, 
since  his  virtues  and  errors,  his  misfortunes  and 
successes  in  life,  will  occupy  much  of  our  atten- 
tion in  the  following  pages. 

Archer  Clive  had  completed  hi9  college  stu- 
dies, and  bidden  adieu  that  morning  to  the  old 
grey  walls  of  Alma  Mater.    Though  he  had 
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gained  high  collegiate  honours,  both  as  a  mathe- 
matician and  a  linguist,  he  was  not  one  of  those 
pedants  who  conceive  all  knowledge,  all  phi- 
losophy, and  all  literary  excellence,  to  lie  within 
the  magic  circle  of  classic  lore.    He  could  do 
homage  to  the  '  mighty  men  of  Greece,'  and 
fully  appreciate  their  immortal  creations ;  yet  he 
drank,  with  not  less  delight,  from  the  well  of 
modem  literature.    The  beautiful  subtleties  of 
Aristotle,  and  the  divine  theories  of  Plato,  had 
not  so  fascinated  his  mind  as  to  prevent  his  re^ 
garding  a  Bacon  as  their  equal,  or  a  Newton  as 
their  superior;  and  perhaps, — although  in  the 
schools  such  an  avowal  might  be  deemed  heresy 
— he  preferred  in  some  respects,  Gibbon  to  Thu> 
cydides,  Shakspeare  to  Sophocles,  and  Milton 
to  the  blind  "  old  man  of  Scio.'' 

Clive  had  entered  his  twenty-third  year ;  in 
his  person  he  was  tall,  but  though  possessed  of 
great  muscular  power,  that  grossiSreiS,  which 
too  frequently  is  the  concomitant  of  physical 
strength,  was  entirely  absent  from  bis  appear- 
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ance.  Without  faultless  beauty  of  feature, 
tbere  was  a  loftiness  of  expression  in  his  face, 
and  an  unstudied  dignity  in  his  manner,  which, 
whether  they  be  inherent  in  the  aristocratic 
classes,  or  are  indeed  the  light  of  the  mind 
within  reflected  on  the  material  surface,  rendered 
him  superior  to  most  with  whom  he  might  come 
in  contact. 

Having  premised  thus  far,  we  would  acquaint 
the  reader  with  our  hero's  actual  position  in  life, 
and  a  knowledge  of  which  will  be  indispensably 
necessary,  if  he  desires  to  understand  our  story. 
The  fiuher  of  Archer  Clive  had  been  a  member 
of  an  ancient  and  noble  house ;  but  that  father 
was  a  younger  son.    Moreover,  he  had  the  im- 
prudence to  marry  a  lady  whose  beauty  and  wit 
were  her  chief  dower ;  yet  he  had  lavished  on 
her  a  love  which  men,  who  have  mixed  much  in 
the  world  of  fashion,    and  tasted  the  Circean 
cup  of  pleasure,  have  seldom  to  bestow.    The 
tale  is  soon  told.    The  young  beauty  proved 
faithless;  a  second  passion  for  a  man  in  every 
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rei^ct  unwortby  of  her,  triumphed  over  her 
principles  of  honour ;  in  a  word,  she  disgraced 
her  husband,  and,  blind  to  a  future  of  infamy 
and  remorse,  fled  with  her  betrayer. 

Oh !  who  may  tell  the  tortures  of  a  dishon- 
oured yet  doting  husband ! — she,  who  has  leaned 
on  his  breast,  and  whom  he  believed  all  truth 
and  love,  shedding  around  him  an  atmosphere  of 
light  and  joy — ^how  in  an  instant  is  the  sun  of 
her  beauty  quenched  in  darkness! — ^what  a 
dream  to  awake  from !— the  lares  and  petuUes 
of  domestic  worship  are  shivered  on  the  hearth 
for  ever :  the  love  he  had  felt  turns  not  to  hatred 
but  madness !  and  the  hopes  he  had  cheriaiied 
are  fiery  scorpions  writhing  around  and  eating 
ihto  his  heart.  What  compensation  can  the 
law  give  ?  What  avails  Vengeance  on  the  man 
who  has  wrecked  his  peace  1  He  may  gabi 
what  the  world  calls  satisfaction,  and  spill  his 
etiemy'fif  blood ;  but  still  on  his  life's  broad  pic* 
ture  the  ''  damned  spot''  remains;  mocking 
tMtboty  points  to  what  he  has  lost    The  bank- 
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rapt  merchant  knows  qo.such  agoay^  for  he  loay 
again  grqnr  riqh;  but  the  husband,  whose  trea- 
sure is  gone,  what,  ^t  sh^l  bring  back,  to  him 
the  young  ajBTection  ivpd  purity  of  his  once  be- 
loved?— eTen  repentfvnce^  and  tet^s  of  remorse 
shed  by  her,  will,  but  aggravate  bis  misiery. 

Mr.  CUve  left  his  child,  and.  wandered  over 
the  Continent  in  seajrch  of  his  mortal  be;  he 
f(Huid  his  wife,  ojuds  A^'m  at  last:  they  were 
^<lil)g  in  Pad^,  under  an  assumed  name ;  and 
the  two  Englishmen  fir^  encountered  each  other 
iu  a  gambUag-honse  in  the  Falio^Royal.  A 
hostile  meeting  W93  the.  inevitable  result^  and 
the  satisfaction  which  Mz.  Clive  wa^.  doomed  to 
receive  for  his  unparimeled  wrongs,  was  a 
bullet  in  bis^  own  heai:tp  A  week  ^ubsequ^nt 
to  (hat  event,  the  following  paragrapl^i  extiracted 
b)m  a  French  paper,  appealed  in  a  leading 
London  Joumaji: — 

"  Yesterday,  in  th^  Bois-dj^-Boulogne,  a  meet- 
ing took  plac^  between  two  {IngUab  gentlemen, 
and  which,  ^19.  are  gri^^v^d  tp  statei  waa  attended 
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with  fatal  results.  A  Colonel  Singleton,  we 
understand,  had  eloped  with  the  wife  of  Mr. 
Clive,  the  brother  of  the  distinguished  Whig 
Nobleman,  Lord  Elthanii  and  this  duel  was,  of 
course,  a  necessary  sequel  to  that  affair.  The 
military  gentleman  received  his  antagonist's 
shot  in  his  right  side,  while  Mr.  Clive  fell 
mortally  wounded :  the  latter  died  on  the  ground, 
and  the  Colonel,  we  learn,  lies  in  so  dangerous 
a  state,  that  but  slight  hopes  axe  entertained  of 
his  recovery.  To  add  to  these  distressing  cir- 
cumstances, and  to  deepen  the  tragedy,  the  beau- 
tiful but  erring  lady  is  reported,  during  a  fit 
of  distraction,  to  have  poisoned  herself." 

As  may  be  conceived,  the  noble  brother,  and 
each  member  of  the  family,  were  shocked  at  the 
events  detailed.  The  body  of  Clive,  the  poor 
victim  of  the  laws  of  honour,  was  brought  to 
England,  and  deposited  beside  a  long  line  of 
ancestors  in  the  family  vault  in  H — shire. 

A  younger  son,  with  a  fortune  as  limited  as 
his  ideas  were  expanded,  it  was  found  that  Mr. 
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CUyb  had  left  no  proyision  for  his  only  child ; 
00  the  contrary,  he  had  died  deeply  involved. 
Lord  Eltham,  however,  very  liberally  came 
fiirwardj  and  liquidated  his  brother's  debts. 
His  little  nephew,  he  also  received  into  his 
own  hoase,  and,  under  the  melancholy  circum- 
stances, resolved  to  educate  him,  and  treat  him, 
in  every  respect,  as  though  he  were  his  own 
son.  More  than  twenty  years  had  passed,  and 
the  child  had  now  grown  to  a  man.  Archer 
Cli7e  knew  his  own  unfortunate  history ;  but 
among  all  the  feelings  which  past  occurrences 
and  his  peculiar  situation  elicited,  none  were 
stronger  than  the  gratitude  and  almost  filial  af- 
fection which  he  entertained  for  his  generous 
imcle. 

•*  Church,  bar,  or  army,  then,  my  young 
Mend  Y*  asked  Clive*s  travelling  companion,  who 
had  been  putting  sundry  questions  to  our  hero. 
The  speaker  was  a  man  apparently  between 
fifty  and  sixty  years  of  age ;  his  face  was  by 
IN)  means   handsome,   but  the  piercing  eyes, 
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no8&  slightly  teHrou^sS,  and  the  firmly  complrdsded 
lips,  gave  to  hii^  countenance  such  spirit,  such 
a  watrant  for  intellectual  shrewdness,  accom- 
panied by  an  ejtpression  so  mild,  so  thoroughly 
good-natured,  that  no  one  could  behold,  or 
converse  with  him  for  five  minutes,  without 
feeling  wurm  esteem  mingle  with  his  admiration. 

''  I  believe  I  am  to  be  neither  soldier,  lawyer, 
nor  priest,  sir ;"  answered  Clive. 

"  Then  I  presume  your  father  does  not  move  in 
that  sphere  of  life  which  necessitates  his  son  to 
embrace  a  profession  as  a  mains  of  livelihood. 
Am  I  correct  t" 

"  I  have  no  father  \"  said  Ae  young  man,  in  a 
low  and  saddened  tone  of  voice ;  '^  but  since  you 
appear  to  take  in  me  an  interest,  which  I  kttow 
not  why  I  should  have  excited,  I  Will  inform 
Jim  at  once,  that  mty  name  is  Clite,  and  that  I 
am  retiirnk(g  to  my  Uncle  in  town.  Lord  El- 
tham." 

The  elderly  gentlaaaB  expressed  no  surprise ; 
he  was  one  who  Would  have  been  quite  at  hk 
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ease  vith  lords,  maiqoises,  dukes,  or  the  king 
himself:  he  merely  elevated  his  eyebrows,  and 
glanced  at  his  companion  with  a  shade  more  of 
curiosity  than  he  had  previously  evinced. 

"Ah,  Lord  Eltham — excellent  character — 
stanch  Whig — hates  the  French  democrats — 
could  speak,  if  he  would  only  exert  himself. 
Faith!  I  wish  we  had  him  on  the  opposition 
benches  in  the  Lower  House." 

Clive  bowed,  in  acknowledgment  of  the  com- 
pliment paid  his  Uncle. 

"  Probably  you  are  a  member  of  the  honoura- 
ble house  you  name,  and  you  will  not  be  sur- 
prised that  I  do  not  recognise  your  face,  when  I 
tell  you  that,  enthusiastic  as  I  am  in  my  love  of 
politics,  I  have  not,  owing  to  my  various  studies, 
entered  the  House  of  Conmions  three  times  in 
my  life.'* 
The  benevolent  gentleman  smiled. 
"  You  have  acted  wisely.    If  you  intend  being 
a  member  of  the  legislative  body  of  this  country ; 
idthough  I  will  not  say,  in  imitation  of  Pytha«- 
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goras,  '  let  a  half  dozen  years  elapse  before  you 
open  your  lips ;'  yet  ere  you  commence  your  Par* 
liamentary  career,  .study  well  the  ground-work 
of  our  noble  Constitution ;  examine  each  comer- 
stone,  each  pillar  of  the  beautiful  fabric.  Let 
Montesquieu  and  Delolme  be  your  guides  through 
the  labyrinth  of  general  national  laws^  and  poli- 
tical institutions.  We  live  in  a  dangerous  time, 
my  young  friend;  this  is,  indeed^  an  eventful 
epoch ;  the  demon  of  revolution  and  anarchy  is 
abroad ;  he  is  ready  to  light  his  torch  in  every 
city,  and  every  town; — God  preserve  us  from 
the  threatened  conflagration !" 

"  Here  is  water  to  quench  the  revolutionary 
blaze :"  said  Clive,  drawing  a  slender  volume 
froih  his  pocket — "  it  is  Burke's  Reflections.** 

The  old  gentleman's  face  assumed  an  ex- 
tremely waggish  expression.  , 

"  His  *  Reflections  on  the  French  Revolu- 
tion'— pshaw !  read  not  the  book ;  it  is  a  weak  de- 
fence of  a  good  cause ;  a  faint  attack  upon  strong 
iniquity.  Assuredly,  you  can  see  nothing  to 
admire  in  Mr.  Edmund  Burke." 
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*'  I  see  80  much,  Sir,  that  I  consider  him  the 
fcremost  noan  of  this  age.    To  say  nothing  of 
these  admirable  '  Reflections*  what  work  of  the 
present  day  displays  such  critical  acumen,  and 
correct  taste,  as  his  *  Essay  on  th^  Sublime  and 
Beautiful*  ] — ^Then,  for  his  transcendent  genius 
as  an  Orator  1  Sheridan  may  be  the  more  bril- 
liant wit;  and,  in  lucid  reasoning,  caustic  biting 
sarcasm,  our  young  Premier  may  be  his  rival ; 
but  do  not  all  allow  that,  in  passionate  energy, 
in  overwhelming  eloquence,  which  captivates 
while  it  carries  away  tlie  soul,  Burke  is  unap* 
proacbable  1  He  is,  for  power  and  beauty,  De- 
mosthenes and   Cicero  combined.      You  may 
smile  at  my  fervour,  but  I  long  to  sit  in  the 
Senate-house,  almost  as  much  to  hear  that  great 
man,  as  to  advance,  by  any  humble  efforts  of  my 
own,  the  welfare  of  my  country," 

"  Sir/'  said  the  stranger,  with  some  asperity, 
'^  your  encomiums  are  immeasurably  overwrought; 
you  permit  your  feelings  to  lay  prostrate  your 
judgment.     Burke  is  not  the  man  you  believe 
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him  to  be.  Even  bis  old  friend  Fox  has  pro- 
nounced his  works  puerile,  and  his  late  oratorical 
displays,  eloquent  nothings ;  ^  while  the  Ex- 
Governor  General  of  India,  Mr.  Warren  Hast- 
ings, believes  him  the  greatest  monster  (Heaven 
save  the  ipark !)  that  crawls  upon  the  earth." 

At  this  moment  the  coach  stopped,  and  the 
guard,  opening  the  door,  informed  the  elderljr 
gentleman,  with  great  deference  in  his  manner, 
that  they  had  arrived  at  ■  and  his  groom 
and  horses  were  waiting.  The  worthy  man 
turned  towards  Clive,  and  shook  him  by  the  hand. 

"  Ours  has  been  but  a  brief  acquaintance,  yet 
I  trust  it  will  not  end  here :  your  uncle  is  a  man 
tor  whom  I  entertain  the  most  profound  respect 
I  have  a  son  jUst  your  age ;  if,  therefore,  you  will 


*  The  MTere  aDimadvenionB  of  Fox  in  the  House  on 
Burke's  *'Refleetioiis  on  the  French  Revolution,"  preceded 
but  a  ihMC  time  the  final  rupture  whieh  took  plaoe  betwee 
these  two  oelehrated  men,  who  during  so  many  yei^v  hiul 
been  bound  together  by  the  closest  ties  of  friendship.  That 
Borke  originated  the  fionoos  iupeaehment  of  Warren  Haatin^i 
is  too  weU  known  to  need  a  OQmment* 
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nm  down  next  week  to  my  re^ence,  which  is 
but  a  short  distance  from  this  place,you  can  angle, 
botanize,  or  play  at  single-stick  with  him,  as  your 
whim  directs.  I  ensure  you  a  warm  welcome, 
and  a  fair  Iwttle  of  Burgundy." 

He  stepped  nimbly  out  of  the  coach,  and  mount- 
ing a  very  beautiful  blood  horse,  cantered  off,  fol- 
lowed by  his  groom.  The  coach  was  again  in 
motion  before  Clive  glanced  at  the  card  which 
the  stranger  had  deposited  in  his  hand;  what  was 
his  sorprise,  as  well  as  delight,  when  he  read  on 
that  card — Edmund  Burke  * 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Lord  Eltham's  town  house  was  in  Grosvenor 
Square ;  he  was  a  nobleman  of  the  old  school^ 
carefully  treading  in  the  footsteps  of  his  ances- 
tors, and  cherishing  that  pride  of  blood  which, 
whether  a  foible  or  a  virtue,  attaches  itself  in  no 
country,  perhaps,  more  strongly  than  in  England, 
to  the  patrician  order. 

His  lordship  was  an  Antiquarian^  and  a  great 
lover  of  the  fine  arts.  He  had  a  museum  of 
Indian  antiquities,  and  a  gallery  of  paintings. 
With  such  delight  was  he  wont  to  dwell  on  events 
of  by-gone  days,  and  with  such  intense  care  did 
he  treasure  up  old  coins,  antique  weapons,  and 
black-letter  hooks,  esteeming  them  the  most  pre- 
cious legacies  bequeathed  by  time,  that  the  su- 
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perficial  too  often  judged  him  to  be  a  man  of 
weak,  or  at  least  frivolous  intellect :  they  could 
not  see  beneath  the  little  firoth  which  overlaid 
the  surface,  or  they  would  have  discovered  a 
mind,  stroi^,  deep,  and  dear,  with  many  a  pearl 
enshrined  there  of  wisdom  and  of  goodness. 

It  was  about  six  o'clock^  and  Lord  Eltham  "trna 
seated  in  his  drawing-rOom.    Like  most  elderly 
gentlemen,  who  live  at  their  ease,  he  was  fond 
of  his  dinner ;  and  the  hour,  so  welcome  to  the 
votary  of  gastronomic  pleasures,  was  fast  ap* 
preaching.    His  Lordship  was  dressed,  not  in 
the  prevailing  fashion,  but  in  the  mode  which 
had  nearly  gone  out ;  for  he  was  as  much  op- 
posed   to    innovations  in  dress  as  to  violent 
changes  in  the  institutions  of  his  country.    He 
retained  the  full-bottomed  and  powdered  wig, 
the  long  embroidered  waistcoat  with  huge  flaps, 
and  the  ample  broad-skirted  coat;  his  stockings, 
encasing  very  handsome  calves,  were  of  flesh- 
coloured  silk ;  buckles,  set  with  stones  of  great 
value,  glittered  at  his  knees,  and  on  his  shoes ; 
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his  shirt-frill,  of  the  finest  Mechlin  lace,  pro* 
jected  so  far  from  his  bosom  that  he  could  with 
some  difficulty  see  over  it.  We  must  complete 
this  description  of  his  toilet  by  stating,  thaJt  he 
wore  at  his  side  a  long  straight  diamond-hilted 
sword. 

Sitting  near  him,  and  gazing  on  his  calm  be- 
nevolent face,  was  a  girl  whose  identity,  to 
judge  by  the  stiong  resemblance  which  hei 
countenance  bore  to  that  of  the  peer,  could  not 
be  mistaken.  Her  figure  was  tall,  and  of  sylph- 
like slendemess;  she  wore  a  robe  of  white  satin 
embroidered  with  flowers;  and  her  head,  from 
w^hich  the  brown  ringlets  fell  in  rich  profusion 
on  her  neck,  was  encircled  by  a  bandeau  of  pearls. 
Yet  tastefully,  beautifully,  as  she  was  attired, 
and  exquisitely  developed  as  was  her  form,  this 
fair  girl,  when  she  stood  or  walked,  exhibited  ^. 
defect  of  a  very  melancholy  description.  The 
marked  lameness  which  accompanied  every  mo- 
tion, was  not  the  result  of  an  accident;  she  ha4 
been  bom  with  an  imperfect  limb ;  and  no  sur- 
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^ual  skill  had  succeeded  in  effecting  even  a  par- 
tial cure.  Yes,  Minda  Clive  was  considered  by 
lier  £tiend8  unfortunate,  pitied  by  her  bJihex, 
and  despised  by  her  nioUier.  Yet  they  who 
could  have  regarded  that  gentle  girl,  the  open 
intellectual  brow,  the  faultless  statue-like  fea^ 
tares,  the  soft  deep  blue  eyes,  while  light  from 
the  soul  within  seemed,  with  every  uttered 
word,  to  be  reflected  on  the  expressive  face — 
they  who  could  have  regarded  her  without  sen* 
timents  of  admiration,  as  well  as  love,  must  have 
had  tasteless  minds,  and  cold  hearts. 

Minda  held  her  father's  hand;  meek,  though 
not  wanting  feminine  spirit,  and  taciturn  to  sad- 
ness, hers  was  a  nature  to  lean  on  another  for 
protection,  and  to  love  ardently  without  exacting 
a  return  of  afiEsction.  And  yet  Lord  Eltham 
did  love  his  child,  and  the  more  tenderly,  the 
more  intensely,  in  proportion  as  he  beheld  her 
slighted  and  repulsed  by  others. 

"  You  are  not  well  to-day,  Minda  —  your 
hand  trembles." 
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The  girl  did  not  immediately  answer^  but,  a^ 
was  her  wont,  fixed  her  eyes  with  a  wistful 
expression  on  the  amiable  old  man.  He  mecha*^ 
nically  drew  her  nearer  to  him,  and  kissed  her 
forehead. 

''  I  am  quite  Well,  father,  I  am  only  thinks 

ing-" 

"  Of  what,  child  r 

^'  That  were  you  not  so  kind  to  me — ^had  I 
not  you  to  love,  how  very  miserable  I  should 
be." 

"  Now,  my  dear  Minda,  do  not  indulge  these 
desponding  thoughts.  You  are  bom  to  be 
happy!  Heaven  designed  every  creature  to 
have  its  portion  of  bliss.  Ay,  child" — and 
Lord  Eltham  proceeded  with  a  gaiety  of  manner 
he  rarely  manifested ;  **  you  have  now  sprouted 
into  womanhood,  and  I  shall  have,  no  doubt, 
very  soon  to  recommend  to  you  a  lover.  I  could 
wish  to  see  you  wedded  to  a  man  worthy  of 
you.*' 

The  last  words  had  an  extraordinary  effect 
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upon  her  to  whom  they  were  addressed.  Her 
cheek  bomed,  and  the  next  instant  her  whole 
hce  became  white  as  ashes. 

''Father!"  she  cried  with  vehemence,  and 
bitterness;  "look  at  me!  am  I,  the  poor  lame 
girl,  deformed  from  my  birth — am  I  to  dream  of 
marriage? — who^  forsooth,  will  admire, — who 
will  love— who  will  wed  me? — Oh!  do  not 
deride  me! — do  not  make  me  feel  more  agony 
than  the  cold  contemptuous  looks,  the  sneers 
of  others,  inflict !" 

The  proud  and  sensitive  girl  paused  for  a 
moment — ^yes,  pride  had  mingled  with  the  feel- 
ings of  bitterness  which  wrung  her  spirit ;  but 
the  ebullition  was  speedily  over;  softened  feel- 
ings rushed  back  upon  her  heart,  and  leaning 
on  her  father's  shoulder,  she  burst  into  tears. 

Minda  had  scarcely  recovered  her  self-pos- 
session, when  a  lady  of  a  very  imposing  ap- 
pearance entered  the  room ;  she  was  dressed  in 
the  most  recherchS  style  of  the  period ;  her  hair, 
tiuned  over  a  ''cushion,*'  rose  to  a  majestic 
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height ;  a  ooif  of  Flanders  bee  being  attadied 
to  the  apex  of  this  powdered  pyramid,  hu^ 
down  her  back ;  her  gown,  a  rich  cherry-coloured 
sarcenet  that  rustled  as  she  moved,  trailed  on 
the  floor ;  white  silk  mittens  were  drawn  up  to 
her  elbows;  a  diamond  of  the  finest  water 
flashed  on  her  noble  expansive  forehead;  and 
an  her  hand  she  carried  a  splendid  mother-of- 
pearl  fan. 

This  showy  personage,  a  Juno  in  her  proud 
features  and  haughty  carriage,  was  followed  by 
a  thin,  starch-faced  individual,  who,  half  friend, 
half  dependent,  kept  close  behind  her,  and 
watched  her  every  movement  Lady  EUlham, 
for  such  was  the  distinguished  dame,  deposited 
herself  and  her  sarcenet  gown  upon  an  em- 
bossed velvet  sofa;  and  as  she  slowly  &nned 
herself,  (for  quick  motions  on  most  occasions 
she  studiously  avoided,  as  being  derogatory  to 
her  dignity),  Miss  Smirk,  her  companion  and 
toady,  placed  her  ghost-like  person  on  the  ex- 
treme edge  of  a/auieuil  opposite. 
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Lady  Eltham  was  the  peer's  second  wife, 
and  Hinda's  step-mother ;  she  had  one  child  of 
her  own,  the  heir  to  the  title,  and  the  estates  of 
the  fiunily;  and  her  antipathy  for  Minda  formed 
a  striking  contrast  to  the  love  which  she  la- 
vished on  her  hopeful  son.  She  now  regarded 
her  hnshand,  for  several  minntes,  in  profound 
silence ;  she  also  honoured  her  daughter-in-law 
with  one  of  her  most  searching  glances. 

"  So,  tears  again  1  a  scene  I  suppose ;  Oh ! 
liow  I  abominate  these  scenes!  What  griev- 
ance,  child,  has  your  imagination  conjured  up  to 
tell  your  father  now? — but,  stay!  I  want  to 
hear  nothing;  .1  am  absolutely  bored  and  teased 
to  death,  by  your  vile  temper,  and  eternal  com- 
plaints.* 

"Don't  speak,  dear  Miss  Clive! — ^you  see 
her  ladyship  is  much — much  fatigued,  and 
flushed.  Allow  me,  my  lady:* — and  Miss 
Smirk  presented  to  her  honoured  patroness  a 
golden  vinaigrette,  which  the  toady,  for  the 
especial  use  of  her  ladyship's  nerves,  always 
carried  about  her  person. 
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*'  Have  we  any  company  to  dinner  to-day» 
Lord  Eltham  V 

'*  No  one  is  coming,  that  I  am  aware  of, 
unless  my  friend,  Benjamin  West  drops  in, 
or  my  nephew  should  arrive  from  Oxford — I 
rather  expect  the  latter.'* 

"  Oh,  you  do — ^you  know  more  of  your  ne- 
phew's movements,  or,  at  least,  are  more  inter- 
ested in  them,  than  those  of  your  own- son. 
Very  well — I  never  find  fault — do  as  you 
choose,  and  let  me  do  as  /  choose.  Lord  El- 
tham :''  and  the  amiable  lady  fanned  her  heated 
face  with  a  celerity  that  threatened  to  in- 
fringe the  rules  which  her  self-dignity  pre- 
scribed. 

*  My  dear  Lydia/*  said  his  lordship,  moving 
uneasily  in  his  chair,  "^  for  the  hundredth  time 
must  I  declare  that  the  interest  which  I  take  in 
the  fortunes  and  welfare  of  the  orphan  son  of 
my  brother,  does  not  interfere  with  my  duty 
and  affection  as  a  parent;  therefore  I  hope, 
when  Archer  comes  back,  nothing  will  be  said 
calculated  to  wound  his  feelings." 
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"Oh,  DO,  certainly  not!  Miss  Smirk,  you 
will  behaye  with  the  most  profound  respect  to 
his  lordship's  nephew,  who  will  return  from 
college,  no  doubt,  classical  as  a  Person,  and 
learned  as  an  Erasmus.^ 
'  Certainly,  my  lady ;'  lisped  the  spinster. 
An  ill-repressed  titter  was  indulged  in  by 
the  two  ladies ;  but  now  a  shuiBing  step,  and  a 
sadden  coughing  were  heard  at  the  drawing- 
room  door. 

*  Bless  my  heart !   here*s  the  doctor !"   ex- 
claimed Lady  Eltham. 

"  ^4h!  I  forgot;  I  did  yesterday  at  Brookes's 
ask  Bushby  to  dinner/' 

"  Well,  at  all  events  I  would  rather  see  him 
than  your  lordship's  new  friend  Benjamin  West 
Esquire,  R.A.,  sign-daul)er  in  ordinary  to  his 
Majesty.  His  great  pictures  are  like  the  man 
himself,— staring  but  stupid ;  ambitious  but  low ; 
aping  sublimity  of  character,  but  floundering  in 
the  lowest  depths  of  the  ridiculous — ha!  ha!  ha!" 
aod  her  ladyship  laughed,    and  Miss  Smirk 
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laughed  also,  stating  that  sally  to  be  the  keenest 
and  wittiest  thing  she  had  heard  for  a  twelve- 
month. 

With  a  sonorous  "  Doctor  Bushby ! "  from  the 
powdered  footman,  that  gentleman  made  his  ap- 
pearance. The  Doctor  was  a  small  meagre  man 
on  the  wrong  side  of  fifty ;  his  shoulders  were  so 
narrow  that  his  handsome  laced  coat  hung  upon 
him  in  a  hundred  folds  and  creases ;  his  legs — 
apologies  for  those  members,  so  calfless  they 
seemed  to  be,  and  so  shrivelled — were  cased  in 
black  tights,  and  silver  clocked  stockings ;  his 
high«heeled  shoes  were  surmounted  by  immense 
square  steel  buckles.  With  respect  to  his  upper 
man,  his  visage  was  long,  and  a  large  hooked 
nose,  and  mouth  turned  down  at  the  corners, 
gave  to  the  countenance  a  remarkably  solemn 
expression.  His  head  was  disproportionately 
large  for  a  body  of  such  limited  pretentions ;  it 
was  also  full  of  angles,  developing,  as  phrenolo* 
gists  would  say,  all  the  greater  and  higher 
qoaliHes  of  the  soul ;  while,  as  if  the  owner  were 
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proad  of  the  physical  display,  this  immense 
receptacle  of  wit  and  learning  was  only 
partially  covered  by  a  small  scratch-wig,  from 
which,  however,  a  queue  descended,  a  half  a 
jard  in  length. 

"  Glad  to  see  you,  doctor,"  said  Lord  Eltham, 
advancing,  and  taking  his  hand.  Lady  Eltham, 
also,  offered  her  two  fingers,  while  Miss  Smirk 
cmtseyed,  and  endeavoured  to  force  her  sharp 
vinegar  features  into  an  amiable  smile,  which 
smile  the  philosophic  doctor  returned  by  a  cer- 
tain glance,  or  ogle,  meant  to  convey  more  than 
might  be  imagined  by  an  indifferent  spectator. 

We  do  not  intend  to  persecute  our  readers  by 
detailing  tlie  high-flown  compliments,  and  recon- 
dite speeches  made  by  Doctor  Bushby ;  suffice  it 
to  say  that  for  many  years  he  had  been  the  par- 
ticular and  esteemed  friend  of  hotd  Eltham. 
They  agreed  in  their  general  ideas  and  pursuits ; 
and  this  sympathy  was  continued  to  the  present 
hoar,  save  on  one  point — a  bone  of  contention, 
or  apple  of  discord,  had  recently  been  thrown 

c2 
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between  them — it  was  the  subject  of  the  French 
Revolution :  here  they  were  opposed ;  here  they 
had  drawn  the  daggers  of ''  wordy  war," — "  I  am 
just  come  from  Brookes's/'  said  the  doctor,  "  and 
I  have  very  melancholy  news  to  tell  your  lord- 
ship; that  is  if  you  have  not  seen  the  last  French 
Papers." 

"  I  never  contaminate  my  mind  by  perusing  the 
French  prints^  Doctor  Bushby,  and  that  you 
know  very  well.*' 

"  Good ;  I  am  not  forestalled  then : — the  great 
champion  of  liberty,  the  grand  mover  of  the  Re- 
volution, the  Orator,  the  Statesman^  the  Philos- 
opher— Mirabeau  is  no  more." 

**  An  excellent  thing,  too,  unprincipled  repro- 
bate as  he  was.'' 

"  They  have  awarded  him  the  greatest  hon- 
ours that  man  can  receive.  His  remains  have 
been  borne  from  his  house  in  the  ChaussSe  fTAntin 
in  a  manner  resembling  a  triumph  more  than  a 
fimeral.  It  has  been  voted  in  the  assembly,  by 
acclamation,  that  the  church  of  St.  GSnevidve 
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shall  be  conTerted  into  a  receptacle  for  the  re- 
mains of  illustrious  men,  to  be  named  the 
Pantheon ;  and  there  the  dust  of  Mirabeau  is  to 
rest" 

**  Alas ! "  sighed  Lord  Eltham,  "  to  what  is 
the  world  come ;  when  men  whose  deeds  have 
produced  only  anarchy  and  misery — men  who 
have  been  pre-eminent  in  nothing  save  vice  and 
villainy — receive  such  honours  at  the  hands  of 
their  countrymen ;— I  am  sick  of  France,  her 
mad  demagogues,  her  blood-thirsty  factions,  and 
her  infidel  philosophy ! " 

"  Pardon  me,  your  Lordship,  if  I  say  your 
remarks  are  of  too  sweeping  a  nature.  Bad 
men  exist  in  every  nation,  nor  does  France  claim 
to  be  exempt  from  some  violent  and  evil  doers  ; 
yet  is  she,  upon  the  whole,  a  wonderful  country  4 
a  coontry  of  great  physical  energy,  and  high  in- 
tellectual advancement — bless  me,  what's  that 
palling  at  my  coat  ?'*  Lady  Eltham's  poodle  was, 
indeed,  violently  tuggbg  at  the  laced  garment  of 
the  learned  man,  and  the  philosopher  had  some 
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difficulty  in  driving  him  off,  "  I  would  name, 
your  Lordship,  the  Abb6  Sidyes,  and  the  Mar- 
quis Condorcet,  wonderftd  men,  with  whom  I 
have  just  opened  a  correspondence :  then  there 
are  Fouch6,  Danton,  that  enlightened  patriot 
Lafayette,  Freron,  and,  and — '* 

**  Mr.  Archer  Clive !''  announced  the  footman 
at  the  drawing-room  door ;  and  Lord  Eltham,  re- 
joicing to  escape  from  the  pillory  in  which  the 
political  Doctor  had  placed  him,  hurried  forwards 
to  welcome  home  his  favourite  nephew.  The 
greeting  was  equally  warm  on  either  side,  but 
that  fervour  was  not  participated  in  by  her  La- 
dyship: the  look  she  gave  the  young  man,  as 
she  extended  to  him  her  hand,  had  been  a  curious 
study  for  those  who  love  to  watch  the  workings 
of  the  less  amiable  passions ;  it  was  an  expres- 
sion of  malice  and  jealousy,  mingled  with  intense 
hatred.  Miss  Smirk,  observing  her  patroness's 
demeanour,  considered  it  her  duty  to  assume 
likewise  as  black  a  countenance  as  possible. 
The  learned  Doctor  scrutinized  the  young  Oxo- 
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Biaa  from  head  to  foot>  and  when  he  perceived, 
(or  the  twentieth  time  io  his  life«  how  small  was 
the  region  of  the  cerebral  organs,  compared  with 
his  own  mighty  occiput^  he  drew  the  natural  in* 
ferenoe,  that  little  wit,  and  less  learning,  could 
ItMlge  there;  and  a  smile,  between  self-compla- 
cency and  contempt,  curled  his  lip,  and  played 
in  his  small  twinkling  eyes. 

GUye  approached  Minda  with  the  easy  air  of 
an  old  familiar  friend ;  but  there  was  an  embar- 
rassment in  the  girl's  manner,  a  timid  shrinking, 
as  it  were,  into  herself,  and  a  withdrawing  of  her 
eyes  from  his  gaze,  which  might  scarcely  have 
been  accounted  for,  had  not  her  general  de- 
meanoar  been  at  all  times  peculiarly  bashful, 
and  unobtrusive. 

Clive  was  soon  in  earnest  conversation  with 
the  peer,  and  among  the  first  things  which  he 
detailed,  was  his  rencounter  in  the  Oxford  stage 
with  the  celebrated  Burke.  Doctor  Bush  by 
dropped  the  subject  of  French  politics,  and 
laughed,  punned,  and  spouted  Greek;  playing 


34  THE  EVENTFUL  EPOCH; 

at  one  time  with  his  laced  shirt-frill,  and,  at 
another,  passing  his  hand  over  his  expansive 
brow,  as  if  to  draw  attention  to  his  massive 
cranium. 

Lady  Eltham,  meanwhile,  sat  fanning  herself, 
her  invariable  practice  when  in  an  ill  humour ; 
Miss  Smirk's  eyes  were  fixed  on  two  silver 
knitting  needles,  and  sundry  threads  of  purple 
and  green  silk,  which  she  was  teasing  into  the 
shape  of  a  purse ;  and  thus  they  remained  until 
dinner  was  announced. 

Her  ladyship,  with  her  lofty  pyramid  of  hair, 
pearls,  and  powder,  and  leaning  on  the  arm  of 
the  gallant  Doctor  Bushby,  moved  with  a  stately 
step  out  of  the  room ;  Lord  Eltham,  and  the 
inestimable  Miss  Smirk,  followed;  and  Clive 
drew  Minda  towards  him;  but  as  she  walked 
silently  by  his  side,  her  eyes  for  a  moment  were 
raised  to  his  face,  with  an  expression  of  sadness 
which  excited  his  interest,  while  it  pained  his 
heart ;  and  he  felt  her  slight  arm  tremble  within 
his  own. 
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CHAPTER  IIL 

Ik  introducing  Minda  Clive  to  the  reader's  no- 
tice, we  have  given  a  brief  description  of  her 
person,  but  have  by  no  means  done  justice  to 
her  character;  and  since  she  will  occupy  a  pro- 
minent position  in  our  narrative,  we  wish  to 
dwell,  with  more  than  usual  minuteness,  on  the 
tnits  of  a  disposition  of  a  peculiar  kind,  and  the 
elements  of  a  mind  of  no  common  order. 

Minda,  being  without  sisters,  and  having 
little  taste  for  the  gay  society  in  which  her 
parents  moved,  was,  in  a  manner,  isolated  from 
ladies  of  her  own  rank  and  age.  Though  beau- 
tifiil  as  regarded  her  figure,  and  her  classically- 
moulded  features,  she  laboured  under,  that  in- 
curable defect  to  which  we  have  already  alluded. 

c5 
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No  particle  of  vanity  entered  into  her  nature, 
and  yet  (we  utter  not  a  contradiction),  Minda 
Clive  was  proud;  ahe  was  proud  of  the  antiquity 
of  her  family,  and  the  superiority  which  educa- 
tion and  mind  confer.  She  did  not,  however, 
assume  that  independence  of  the  opinions  and 
judgments  of  others,  which  the  proud  too  com- 
monly arrogate  to  themselves.  On  the  contrary, 
she  possessed  an  extreme  sensitiveness  as 
respected  the  praise,  neglect,  or  ridicule  of 
those  whom  she  knew;  and  this  feeling,  daily 
strengthening  in  its  morbidity,  was  her  torture 
in  society,  and  not  a  little  embittered  her' 
solitary  hours.  With  a  heart  overflowing  with 
the  tenderest  sentiments,  and  yearning  to  bestow 
its  affections  on  others,  she  considered  herself, 
with  the  solitary  exception  of  her  father,  beloved 
by  none.  She  was  not  ambitious  of  the  triumphs 
accorded  to  beauty,  or  of  being  the  cynosure  of 
admiring  eyes,  yet  she  was  not  proof  aeainst 
the  world's  pity  or  contempt  She  believed  that, 
ungraceful,  deformed  as  she    was,  she  could 
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oerer  be  an  object  of  love  to  the  other  sex ;  in 
a  word,  that  people  despised  her ;  and  this  con- 
▼icdon  was  the  secret  cause  of  her  despondency 
of  spiiity  and  that  inclination  which  she  ever 
e?inoed  of  shunning  new,  as  well  as  familiar 
hoes. 

We  may  have  traced  some  of  the  shadows 
which  darkened  Minda's  character,  yet  it  was  not 
without  redeeming  light  and  sun-shine.  With  all 
her  reserve,  and  constitutional  melancholy,  there 
were  moments  when  she  displayed  an  exube- 
rance of  animal  spirits.  Every  thing  which 
she  looked  upon,  from  a  beautiful  scene  of 
oatore  to  her  little  chirping  canary  bird,  was 
an  object  to  her  of  interest  and  love.  There 
was  an  eternal  gushing  in  her  breast  of  bright, 
pure,  and  warm  thoughts ;  no  selfish  calculation, 
no  desire  of  seeing  others  humbled;  no  deceit 
found  place  there.  She  was  keenly  alive  to  all 
that  was  lofty  or  beautiful  in  the  world  of  mind. 
The  tongue  of  the  orator,  the  pencil  of  the 
artist^  and  the  impassioned  song  of  the  poet, 
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channed  and  fascinated  her,  giving  birth  to  an 
enthusiasm  which  colder  natures  might  consider 
as  bordering  on  extravagance.  She  was,  in 
short,  a  being  of  the  most  acute  sensibility,  and 
ardent  aspirations;  one  of  those  who  know  no 
middle  course,  but  whose  fervid  feelings  must 
render  them  either  extremely  happy,  or  inex- 
pressibly miserable. 

Minda  was  alone  in  a  small  room  which  we 
may  call  her  boudoir.  It  was  tastefully  deoo- 
rated,  but  there  was  a  classic  and  antique  air 
about  it  which  might  not  altogether  have  capti- 
vated the  fashionable  admirer  of  gaudy  furni- 
ture, and  French  bijouterie.  Yet  the  rich  Per- 
sian carpet,  and  crimson  embroidered  ottomans 
might  have  charmed  an  eastern  sultana.  A 
buhl  cabinet  curiously  carved,  and  some  three 
centuries  old,  contained  her  choice  books.  Busts 
of  her  favourite  poets  stood  on  small  marble 
pedestals;  and  the  walls  were  adorned  with 
mirrors  and  paintings,  some  of  the  latter  being 
by  her  own  hand. 
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It  was  about  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening ;  her 

&ther,  mother,  and  brother,  were  at  the  King's 

Theatre ;  but  she  took  more  delight  in  holding 

oommmiion  with  the  souls  of  the  departed  great, 

as  U^ing  and  breathing  in  their  works,  than  in 

hearing  the  most  briUiant  notes  of  the  cantairice, 

or  witnessing   the  most  approved  p<u  of  the 

ianseuie.    She  was  sitting  at  a  table,  bending 

oyer  a  volume;  a  shaded  silver  lamp  poured 

its  soft  rays  on  her  fair  head,  and  the  flowing 

folds  of  her  white  dress.     She  sat  motionless, 

her  jewelled  hand  buried  in  her  hair,  and  her 

eye  on  the  historian's  page.     The  shadow  of 

her  delicate  form  might  have  been  traced  on 

the  opposite  wall;  and  so  placid,  yet  full  of 

intense  thought,  was  her  look;  so  angelic,  almost 

infantine,  was  the  smile  which  at  times  softened 

over  her  still  classic  features,  that  she  seemed 

the  realization  of  some  ideal  beauty,  the  embo. 

diment  of  some  spiritual  dream. 

That  Minda's  temperament  was  a  poetical 
one,  needs   scarcely    be   said.    Every    young 
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and  ardent  spirit  must,  in  a  greater  or  less 
degree,  bend  to  the  influence  of  the  imagination. 
And  what  is  poetry  but  the  gushing  forth  of 
the  golden  streams  of  fancy  1  Yet  it  was  the 
more  grave  and  reflective  authors,  whose  works 
were  in  accordance  with  Minda's  taste.  Not 
the  coarse  and  licentious  old  dramatists;  not 
Cowley  teeming  with  conceits,  nor  Shenstone 
all  flowers  and  sentimentality;  but  poets  of 
a  healthy  and  vigorous  order  were  her  favour- 
ites. She  loved  to  revel  in  meads^  and  woods, 
and  "  &ery  palaces,'*  with  dreamy  Spenser ;  to 
look  through  the  windows  of  the  human  breast, 
and  anatomize  the  heart  with  Shakspeare;  to 
visit  angel-peopled  Paradise,  with  Milton :  K- 
borious  Pope  she  respected,  but  Thomson  and 
Cowper  were  the  objects  of  her  ceaseless  ad- 
miration. 

Oh !  age  of  youth !  happy  spring-time  of  life ! 
that  hath  the  freshness  of  the  soul  unseared  by 
the  burning  breath  of  after  passions! — sweet 
thoughts  and  innocent  pleasures,  hang  like  dew- 
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drops  about  the  heart,  until  the  sun  of  time  and 
experience  drink  them  up.  It  is  in  youth  that 
the  song  of  the  poet,  and  the  tale  of  the  ro- 
mandst,  yield  us  such  exquisite  pleasure 
never  to  be  known  in  succeeding  years.  It  is 
the  time  of  golden  dreams,  irrepressible  hopes, 
and  enthusiasm,  the  parent  of  high  deeds.  Ah  ! 
who  would  wish  those  winged  and  elysian  hours 
to  flee  away !  who  would  desire  to  pass  to  that 
time,  made  dull  and  dreary  by  corroding  cares 
and  the  '*  usages  of  the  world !'' 

Minda  closed  her  volume,  and,  approaching 
the  window,  drew  aside  the  silk  curtains.  It 
was  a  serene  and  lovely  night ;  the  moon  was 
pouring  down  her  silver  and  tremulous  beams 
on  the  clustering  trees  which  adorned  the  centre 
of  the  square;  and  as  the  girl  slightly  elevated 
the  sash,  the  passing  wind  brought  to  her  gra- 
tified senses  the  rich  perfume  of  the  golden 
laburnum  blossoms.  Human  life  seemed  to 
stand  still,  and  in  the  midst  of  that  vast  teeming 
metropolis,  she  appeared  to  be  the  only  living 
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being.  From  contemplating  the  hushed  picture 
around,  she  turned  her  eyes  towards  the  hea* 
vens;  the  bright  multitudinous  stars,  those  my- 
riad flaming  suns,  beautified  and  spiritualized 
by  distance,  drew  away  and  enchained  her 
imagination.  As  a  woman,  whose  heart  is 
perhaps,  on  all  occasions,  more  susceptible  of 
impressions  from  sublime  objects  than  man's, 
Minda  felt  the  spell  of  the  wondrous  and  glo- 
rious scene.  But  the  stars,  at  that  moment, 
spoke  to  her  soul  but  one  language,  while  they 
deepened  and  softened  a  feeling  which  had  long 
tyrannized  over  her ;  which  had  turned  her  late 
quiet  hours  into  perturbation,  and  the  pleasure 
she  had  derived  from  books  in^to  restless  dreams 
of  unattainable  happiness — dreams  vague  and 
without  hope,  yet  not  the  less  cherished  and 
absorbing. 

Minda,  the  poor  child  of  misfortune,  loved — 
ay,  and  she  was  one  to  love  with  a  devotion, 
an  abandonment,  of  which  hearts,  chilled  and 
hackneyed  in  the  world,  can  form  but  a  feeble 
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coDceptioD. — Brought  up  under  tbe  same  roof 
with  Archer  Clive,  and  seeing  in  him  tbe  only 
person  beside  her  &ther,  whose  notice  did  not 
safest  ideas    of  pity  so  humiliating  to  her 
proud  spirit,  the  sentiments  she  had  long  enter- 
tained for  him  were  those  of  grateful,  sisterly 
affection.     But  there  is  a  limit,  passing  which 
sach  an  attachment  will   merge  into  passion. 
So  was  it  with  Lord  Eltham's  daughter;    the 
boy,  the  playmate  of  her  childhood,  was  now 
a  man.    The  girlish  glee,  and  open-hearted  joy^ 
which  she  once  felt  at  meeting  him,  were  con- 
Terted  to  a  strange  adoration;    and  her  eyes 
drooped  before  him  with  a  sense  of  timidity, 
bordering  on  fear. 

Clive  had  now  returned,  after  an  absence  df 
several  months,  and  his  presence  had  revived 
every  feeling  which  her  too  credulous  fancy  told 
ber  she  had  conquered.  Her  warm  imagination 
invested  him  with  every  attribute  that  can  dig- 
nify man.  In  society,  or  in  solitude,  she  saw 
only  his  image ;  his  name  trembled  on  her  lips 


44  THE  EVENTFUL  EPOCH,' 

when  she  breathed  prayers  to  heaven ;  it  seemed 
as  though  she  had  existence  given  her  only 
to  think  of,  and  love,  him;  her  sensitive  doting 
heart,  if  we  may  be  allowed  the  metaphor,  was 
a  planet  attached  to  the  sun  of  its  worship, 
happy  to  fill  its  urn  with  the  undying  light 
of  love,  and  revolve  on  its  obedient  path  for 
ever. 

Minda  closed  the  curtains  of  her  window,  and 
stepped  back  into  the  room.  Joy  for  an  instant 
irradiated  her  countenance.  Did  she  yield  to  a 
dream  of  hope  1  did  she  imagine  that  her  deep, 
bidden,  unutterable  affection  might  one  day  be 
requited?  She  moved  between  the  burning 
lamp,  and  a  mirror,  and  her  eye  involuntarily 
caught  the  motion  of  her  figure  as  she  passed 
along:  she  started,  as  one  thought— the  con- 
viction of  her  deformity,  came  like  an  ice  bolt 
on  her  heart.  The  airy  palaces  which  Hope  had 
reared  melted  away;  a  sudden  pang,  a  faints 
ness  oppressed  her,  and,  with  a  low  hysterical 
laugh,  she  sank  into  a  chair. 
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"I,  miserable  being  that  I  azn,  daring  to 
lovel  and  hoping  to  awaken  a  corresponding 
feeliDg! — no,  I  may  be  pitied  or  spurned,  neg- 
lected or  loathed,  but  never — never  loved  !** 

She  stooped  her  head  on  her  hands,  and 
her  fail  hair,  in  that  downward  posture,  es- 
caping from  its  jewelled  bandeau,  fell  from 
her  forehead,  descending  almost  to  the  floor,  as 
a  ?eil:  and  there  she  remained,  that  discon- 
solate one,  murmuring  to  herself  inarticulate 
words,  and  sobbing  in  brokenness  of  heart. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

*^  I  TELL  you  again,  Lord  Eltham,  this  nephew 
of  yours,  this  Archer  Clive,  shall  continue  no 
longer  beneath  our  roof.  If  you  are  determined 
to  insult  your  own  children— yes,  insult  them. 
Lord  Eltham,  by  lavishing  the  regard  due  to 
your  own  offspring  upon  an  interloping,  de* 
signing  coxcomb,  it  shall  not  be  done  before  my 
eyes.  I  hope  I  speak  plainly— I  trust  you 
fully  understand  me,  Lord  Eltham." 

The  individual  to  whom  the  foregoing  words 
were  addressed,  was  ensconced  in  his  green 
moroccoed  high-backed  library  chair.  His  books 
were  around  him,  and,  treasured  in  glass  cases, 
or  displayed  upon  a  portion  of  the  walls,  might 
have  been  seen  countless  relics  of  by-gone  times. 
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and  articles  of  yirtu— annour  of  the  middle 
ages;  painted  vases  from  the  Etrurian  sepul- 
chres; mutilated  statues  from  Hercidaneum; 
with  rbgs  and  coins,  reptiles  and  insects,  and 
all  the  Ceunily  of  nameless  wonders  so  dear  to 
the  virtuoso^  and  antiquary.  The  room,  which 
maj  be  termed  either  a  library  or  museum,  was 
the  noble  lord's  favourite  retreat,  where  half 
his  life  had  been  passed  in  happy  delicious 
dreamings. 

Lord  Eltham  was  now  glancing  along  the 
walls,  ever  and  anon  playing  with  his  sword- 
handle,  his  changeful  countenance  indicating 
great  perplexity  and  distress  of  mind.  His 
handsome  lady,  some  fifteen  years  younger  than 
himself,  continued  to  sit  opposite  to  him,  her 
hands  crossed  on  her  stomacher,  her  lips  firmly 
compressed,  and  her  eyes  bent  on  him  with  an 
expression  in  which  resolution  was  blended  with 
defiance. 

"  My  dear  Lydia,"  said  Lord  Eltham  in  his 
blandest  tone,  and  his  manner  was  always  par- 
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ticularly  mild ;  **  I  assure  you  that  you  entirely 
mistake  my  sentiments  regarding  my  nephew. 
I  admit  I  am  much  attached  to  bim;  his  poor 
father  died  under  very  melancholy  circum- 
stances,  and  I  thought  it  as  much  my  duty,  as 
for  the  honour  of  the  family,  to  adopt  and  edu- 
cate the  boy.  His  mother — Heaven  rest  her 
soul !— " 

"  Yes,  Heaven  rest  her  soul! — ^she  was  a  very 
excellent  woman,  was  she  not,  Lord  Eltham  J** 

"Lydial" 

"  Mrs.  Clive,  I  say,  was  a  very  exemplary 
virtuous  wife." 

"  Do  not  jest — the  subject  is  a  serious  and 
a  melancholy  one;  but  you  are  well  acquainted 
with  the  unhappy  story.  Cyril  Clive  slumbers 
in  our  family  vault;  his  wretched  wife  died 
on  a  foreign  shore,  and  the  orphan ** 

"  Cease,  I  beg  of  you !  your  sentimental 
nonsense  tires  me  to  death;  vou  wish  to  lead 
me  away  from  the  topic  under  discussion,  but 
you  will  not  succeed  in  your  design.    Your  son 
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has  borne  with  the  coxcombry,  atad  intrusion  of 
this  Archer  Cliv'e  long  enough,  and  he  and  I 
demand  that,  without  delay,  the  fellow  be  ex- 
peDed  t)>e  house." 

"  And,  wherefore,  Lydia !  in  what  has  Archer 
Q&Ddedr 

"Lord  Eltham,  your  obstinacy  and  your 
prosiiig  will  drive  me  mad.  I  hare  stated  my 
wishes,  and  condescended — ^yes,  Lord  Eltham, 
condescended  to  reason  with  you.  The  young 
man,  I  say,  must  go !" 

The  old  nobleman  meditated  for  a  few  mi- 
nutes. His  nephew  bad  only  that  morning  been 
sorreying,  and  arranging  with  him,  the  cu- 
rioaities  in  his  museum.  Clive  was  fond  of 
literature  and  science,  and  Lord  £ltham  had 
promised  himself  many  happy  hours  in  his  com- 
pany. EQs  son  had  no  relish  for  the  belles  lettres, 
or  fine  arts,  being  entirely  devoted  to  the  pur- 
suit of  pleasure. 

It  is  no  wonder^  therefore,  that  Lord  Eltham 
shoold  hav§  felt  an  increasing  attachment  for 
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one  wbofe  tastes  were  so  much  in  accordance  with 
his  own.  A  tear  stood  in  his  eye,  yet  his  resolu'^ 
tion  was  taken,  and  he  spoke  in  a  decisive  tone. 

"  My  dear  Lydia,  although  I  could  have 
wished  it  otherwise,  your  desire  shall  be  at- 
tended to.  Archer,  since  his  presence  is  so 
disagreeable  to  you  and  my  son,  shall  reside  in 
my  house  no  longer." 

"  Thank  you — ^I  will  go  then  at  once,  and  give 
Hatfield  instructions  to  pack  up  his  wardrobe.'* 

"  Stay !  we  must  not  send  him  forth  unpro- 
vided for,  an  outcast  upon  the  world.  The 
honour  of  my  family  forbids  that  aiiy  of  its 
members  should  be  beggars." 

"Pshaw!  the  honour  of  your  family!  when 
will  you  cease  dinning  that  ridiculous  phrase 
into  my  ears !  But  I  suppose  we  must  allow  the 
fellow  something,  since  his  spendthrift  father 
did  not  leave  a  shilling  behind  him.  However, 
he  has  about  a  hundred  a-year,  has  he  not?  in 
right  of  his  mother." 

"  Yes,  and  which  the  creditors  could  not  ap- 
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piopriate  to    themselves ;  but,  of  course,  that 

aiDoimt  would  not  defray  the  expense  even  of 

a  horse  and  groom/' 
"  Very  well ;  he  must  not  keep  a  horse  and 

groom,  then.'* 

"  Now,  Lydia,  you  allow  your  antipathy  to 
influence  you  too  far.  You  would  even,  I  see, 
in  this  matter,  totally  lose  sight  of  the  honour 

of  my ^pardon  me;   I  vrish,  Lady  Eltham, 

fiir  no  secrets,  and,  also,  no  dissensions  to  exist 
between  us ;  yet,  on  this  point,  I  must  be  per* 
mitted  to  exercise  my  own  judgment,  as  well  as 
inclination.  I  am  desirous  that  Archer  should 
live  in  the  style  of  a  gentleman,  and  that  he 
should  not,  by  a  betrayal  of  poverty,  disgrace 
the  family  of  the  Clives.  I  will  not,  at  present, 
assgn,  or  make  over  to  him,  any  property,  such 
a  measure  being  dependent  on  his  future  good 
conduct;  but  I  shall  allow  him  an  annuity ;  and 
which  ought  not,  I  conceive,  to  be  less  than — say 
fifteen  hundred  a  year." 

The  lady  commenced  fanning  herself,  the  ra* 

VOL.  I.  D 
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pidity  of  which  process,  we  have  elsewhere 
observed,  usually  kept  pace  with  the  excite<- 
ment  or  anger,  under  which  she  laboured.  She 
rose  from  her  chair — again  seated  herself — ^threw 
back  her  head,  and  coughed  an  impatient  and 
peculiar  cough.  WosiB.  at  length  fell  from  her 
scornful  and  quivering  lips; 

"  Fifteen  hundred  a  year  ?  give  away  fifteen 
httjidred  pounds  a  year  ?  and  bestow  the  sum 
on  such  a  paltry,  worthless  sycophant — wretch, 
1  may  add.  Lord  Eltham,  for  he  is  a  wretch^  and 
a  swindler,  so  t^  deceive  you,  and  play  upon 
your  generosity.  But  listen  to  me — I  am  your 
lawfully  wedded  and  faithful  wife — I  am  the 
mother  of  one  of  whom  you  may  well  be  proud — '* 

'*  My  dearest  Lydia,  compose  yourself !"  said 
the  kind-hearted  man,  stooping  forwards,  and 
taking  his  wife's  hand ;  but  Lady  Eltham  re- 
pulsed himi  drawing  herself  up  indignantly  in 
her  chair. 

*'  I  was  about  to  appeal  to  your  feelings,  my 
lord,  as  a  wife  and  a  mother,  but  such  a  pro- 
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eeeding,  I  oa^t  to  ham^  well  ktno^my  T^ould  be 
usdeaa.  You  are  of  a  disposition  nlobt  ooM  and 
lieaideaB,  at  Icsast  towards  ibe  m^mbet^  of  yout 
owB  fiunily;  and,  therefore,  I  nvifse  M  CotP- 
Imt  to  tell  70a,  im  plam  wotds;  fliM  neVet 
wUle  I  live-— nevei"  wUle  I  ciUi  «^e  my  vbice 
to  inTeigfa  against  such  ifljustioe,  shikll  Ardher 
Clire  be  allowed  fifteen  hundred  a  feAltV 

"  Must  the  young  man  wtia^t  bi^ead  ?  Must 
we  bind  him  an  apprentice  ti^^  sdm^  chift,  or 
tndel  Ljrdia,  yoa  know  my  r^nt^roll  is 
serenty  thoasand  per  anniufl,  and  tbatiiiostdf 
the  estates  being  entailed^  nlust  descend  to  Hde- 
tor.  Surely  the  aimiiity  whieh  I  hare  proposed 
will  never  be  missed  by  us^  and  if  we  hnv^  no 
other  considemtion  than  the  honour " 

An  impatient  gesture  from*  her  ladyship-  ht^ 
bade  a  completion  of  the  anticipated  sentence; 
she  was,  neverthelesSi  considerably  mdliHed,  the 
cause  of  the  happy  charige  being  the  allusion  to 
the  fottanate  ctfcumstanoes  con&ected  with  the 
fiitare  prospects  of  her  fitvourfte  soii. 

d2 


54  THE  EVENTFUL  EPOCH; 

'*  Let  us  bring  this  discussion  to  a  close,  Lord 
Eltfaam ;  I  by  no  means  object  to  your  nephew's 
having  an  allowance;  indeed,  I  am  ready  to 
consent  to  anything  reasonable ;  but  one  half  the 
sum  you  have  mentioned,  I  insist,  will  be  very 
handsome,  nor  will  the  world  expect — and  that 
consideration  is  everything — ^that  you  should 
allow  your  nephew  a  farthing  more.'* 

**  Lydia,  be  cannot  live,  as  I  wish  him  to  live, 
on  such  an  income,  especially  if  he  is  to  have  a 
seat  in  the  House.  Yet,  in  deference  to  your 
opinion,  and  that  peace  and  good  will  may  con* 
tinue  between  us,  I  consent  to  reduce  the  sum 
to  nine  hundred  pounds  per  annum,  which,  added 
to  his  mother's  little  property,  will  make  just  a 
thousand ;  and  now,  my  dearest  Lydia,  I  trust 
the  matter  is  settled.*' 

Lady  Eltham,  though  wishing  secretly  to  con- 
tinue the  conflict,  thought  it  prudent,  as  certain 
considerations  forced  themselves  on  her  mind, 
to  acquiesce  in  her  husband's  views ;  and  after 
making   several  solemn  protests,  that  she  was 
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ever  fond  of  peace,  and  never,  on  any  occa^ 
sioD,  acted  so  as  to  provoke  dissension,  the 
liberal-minded  lady  passed  out  of  the  library, 
in  search  of  Hatfield,  being  bent  on  taidng 
tlie  necessary  steps  for  the  immediate  expul- 
ooD  of  the  obnoxious  party. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Archer  Clive,  having  resided  in  the  house  of 
his  uncle  nearly  from  infiuicy^  could  not  help 
feeling  a  certain  attachment  to  the  spot,  and  all 
those  nameless  ties  which  bind  us  to  our  home. 
The  old  domestics,  each  familiar  room,  seemed 
to  have  claimed,  by  custom,  a  place  in  his  in- 
terest and  his  heart.  He  was  now  in  the  apart- 
ment which,  for  many  years,  he  had  called  his 
own,  and  was  surrounded  by  trunks,  packages  of 
books,  and  other  paraphernalia,  indicative  of  a 
departure.  A  grey-headed  man  was  carefully 
arranging  and  making  up  his  wardrobe,  and  as, 
from  time  to  time,  he  glanced  at  Clive,  he  was 
heard  to  sigh,  while  a  tear  trickled  down  his 
cheek. 
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**  Master  Archer^'^  said  the  oM  servant,  as  he 
pmaei  his  task,  "  I've  now  been  my  lord's 
tiiet  Ibcty  years  oome  Christmas,  and  a  kinder 
mster,  a  better  Christian,  the  world  never  pro^ 
diced. — I  am  v^  sorry  you're  to  be  parted  from 
Mm.' 

"  Dont  grieve,  Hatfield,  I  beg  of  you." 
"  Pve  danced  you  on  my  knee,-  and  carried 
joa  OB  my  back  in  the  snow,  many's  the  time 
down  at  the  Hall.  I  couldn't  love  you  more 
voe  you  my  own  son ; — but  there>  'tis  quite  na- 
toial  that  you  shouldn't  care  any  thing  for  an  old 
man  like  me." 

Ciive  took  the  hand  of  the  faithful  fello#  for 
whom  he  entertained  a  sincere  regard.  He 
thanked  him  fer  his  kindntts,  and  the  attention 
he  had  received  ftmn  him  on  all  occasions ;  and 
then  the  poor  man,  moVed  by  the  condescension, 
as  h^  oonsideted  it,  of  his  lordriup*s  nephew, 
cried  outright  But  an  authoritative  voice,  call- 
ing upon  Hatfield,  was  now  heard  in  the  gallery, 
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and  the  next  moment  the  Honourable  Mr.  Hec- 
tor Clive  stood  in  the  door-way.  He  was  a  tall 
young  man,  with  an  inclination  to  stoop ;  had 
long  straight  hair,  approximating  in  its  hue  to 
red ;  and  thin  moustachoes  of  the  same  attractive 
colour  garnished  his  thick  lips :  arrogance  and 
conceit  were  stamped  on  his  physiognomy. 

"  So  Hatfield,  you  are  here,  are  you?  I 
thought  as  much,  you  lazy  scoundrel !  why  did 
you  not  come  when  I  called  V* 

The  old  serving-man  looked  at  him  without 
speaking. 

"  Hatfield  was  engaged  at  the  moment  with 
roe,  Mr.  Clive,  or  certainly  he  would  have  wai- 
ted on  you." 

"  And  who  is  me;  a  very  important  personage, 
no  doubt.  Come  Hatfield,  clear  the  room  in- 
stantly of  all  this  confounded  rubbish,  for  I  want 
to  bring  in  Chloe  and  her  pups — d'ye  hear  1" 

Archer's  cheek  burned,  but  he  restrained  his 
rising  passion. 
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"  TUs  room,  Mr.  Clive,  has  been  mine  for. 
tome  ten  years,  and,  until  I  am  fidrly  out  of  it, 
mine  I  shall  still  consider  it  to  be." 

"  Insolent!  ycfa  never  had  claim  or  title  to  a 
room,  or  any  thing  else  here;  and  your  presence, 
I  most  add,  has  only  been  tolerated  for  a  long 
time  past,  by  extreme  forbearance  on  my  part : 
jou  know  you  are  a  pauper,  living  upon  the 
charity  of  others ;  but  I  will  not  expose  you  be- 
fate  a  meniaL  Go !  and  be  thankful  that  you 
bave  been  treated  so  leniently — that  you  are 
not  for  your  confounded  impertinence  to  me, 
horsewhipped  from  the  doors." 

Ardier  Clive  could  bear  much;  but  there  is  a 
limit  beyond  which  the  most  calm  and  self-go- 
verned cannot  place  a  rein  u^n  their  passions. 
With  blood  that  boiled  in  his  veins,  the  in- 
salted  man  strode  up  to  the  son  of  Lady  Eltham: 

"Retire!  your  insults  may  tempt  me  too  fiir — 
begone !  or  though  you  are  my  uncle's  son — "  the 
sadden  choking  in  the  throat — the  swelling  of 
the  veins  on  the  forehead — and  the  trembling  of 
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hia  whole  frame,  eyineed  a  fury  wfaicb,  now 
aroused,  threatened  to  be  attended  by  some  feaiw 
fill  act. 

Bullies  are  evef  oewavds,  and  a  most  egregious 
eoward  a^  heart  was  the  Honourable  HedoF 
CKve.  Howeyer,  like  the  doughty  captain  in 
the  playv  he  stormed  and  gasconaded^  caBed  hard 
names,  and  went  trough  the  catalogue  of  hia 
mosfe  approyed  oaths-.  He  threatened  to  horse- 
whip the  old  valet^  and  cause  him  to  be  dis- 
charged ;  re*introduced  the  subject  of  hi»  Cfaloe 
and  her  pups,  and  thm,  forcing  bis  voice  into 
what  he  conceived  to  be  contemptuous  laughter, 
sht^Iled  back  through  the  gallery,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  was  seen,  and  heard'  no  more. 

Meantime  Minda  had  shut  herself  in  her  room. 
She  ard^tly  desired^  and  ygt  dreaded  to  speak 
to  Clive  prior  to  his  quitting  the  house.  Her 
instinctive  delicacy  led  her  to  &ar  that,  by  word 
or  look,  she  might  betray  to  him  the  secret  of  the 
passion  whidi  was  consuming  her  heart ;  and  to 
lose  his  respect  would  add  to  die  pangs  which 
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slie  already  experienced.  Yam  #a8  h^r  en- 
deavour to  r^ad ;  her  thoughts  were  far  distant 
fioBi  the  Yofoine  that  laj  open  before  her^  while 
tesn,  one  bj  one^  W6r6  silenftfy  diopiping  oh  the 
page. — A  knodk  at  the  door  caused  her  to  start. 

«'  Please^  Misb,"  said  Lady  Eltham's  maid 
who  appeared,  "  here  is  Mr.  Ardhei  Clive ;  the 
cairiage  is  wtiting  for  faiin,  and  he  desires  me  to 
say  that  he  wishes  to  see  you  before  he  leaves/' 
Ifinda  rose  without  hesitation,  and,  smothering 
her  feelings,  walked  with  a  firm  step  into  the 
outer  room.  She  extended  her  hand  in  a  frank 
and  lively  manner  to  dive,  and  yet  she  trem- 
bled like  an  aspen. 

That  smile — ^those  tones  of  gaiety — ^how  much 
at  variance  were  they  with  all  she  felt  withix^ ! — 
they  were  the  mask  which  anguish  wore — ^the 
siraggle  of  a  heart  that  Was  breaking. 

"  So,  you  dare  disturb  me,  Archer,  amidst  my 
important  studies ; — Ah !  false  knight,  you  go — 
wa  shall  no  more  read  together — argue  together 
..HMr— nor — "  her  bursting  emotions  prevented 
ber  from  proceeding. 
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"  Nay,  Minda,  we  shall  meet  often." 

"  That  is  not  very  probable ;"  faltered  the 
girli  looking  in  his  face,  her  forced  merriment 
suddenly  at  an  end. — "  You  have  been  treated 
ill.  Archer ;  I  know  it,  I  feel  it.'' 

''  Your  esteem,  and  the  kindness  of  my  uncle, 
more  than  make  amends  for  any  mortification 
which  recently  I  may  have  endured." 

''  You  must  not  think  ill  of  me ;"  said  Minda, 
in  a  low  hesitating  tone,  half  turning  away  her 
head:  "  but  I  would,  ere  you  go,  discharge  a 
debt  of  gratitude  which  I  owe  you ;  yet  I  have 
only  poor  thanks  to  offer.  From  my  earliest 
childhood,  you  have  been  in  kindness  my  more 
than  friend,  my  more  than  brother;  when  others 
neglected,  or  despised  me,  you  have  never  made 
me  feel  my  misfortune,  or  wounded  my  pride : 
you  have  at  all  times  lent  a  patient  ear  to  my 
inquiries  on  subjects  too  deep  for  my  understan- 
dbg ;  and  if  ever  I  have  known  happiness,  I  owe 
it  chiefly  to  you.  We  have  been  thrown  much 
together — ^it  will  not  be  so  again.    You  will  now 


OR,  THE  FORTUNES  OF  ARCHER  CLIVE.       63 

mix  in  the  gay  world,  and,  among  new  and 
brighter  faces,  will  probably  soon  forget  me ;  but 
I  shall  pray  for  your  success,  your  welfare,  and 
ooDsole  mjrself  for  the  companion  I  have  lost,  by 
lecnrring  to  the  scenes  of  the  past." 

"  Archer  clasped  the  poor  girl's  hand,  and 
kissed  her  forehead — it  was  the  kiss  of  a  Brother. 

"  Now,  Minda,  do  not  suppose  I  can  ever 
forget  you.  Though  I  may  not  again  meet  you 
within  these  walls,  why  should  old  friends  like 
08  be  separated  1 1  am  neither  a  monk,  nor  are  you 
a  nun :  you  cannot,  it  is  true,  visit  me  alone  at  my 
lodgings,  but  you  can  accompany  Lord  Eltham, 
who  has  promised  occasionally  to  favour  me 
with  a  call." 

"  No,  no,  I  shall  not  do  that'' 

"  Then,  if  the  time  should  ever  arrive,  when 
I  might  prevail  upon  some  obliging  lady  to  take 
compassion  on  my  state  of  solitary  bachelorhood, 
how  proud  and  rejoiced  I  shall  be  to  be  honoured 
by  the  company  of  my  fair  cousin." 

A  flush  came  over  Minda's  countenance,  l^ut 
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the  next  moment  it  was  exchanged  fot  a  deadlj 
pallor.  Yet  she  did  not  weep,  she  did  not  shrk, 
but  turning  her  face  from  the  light,  pressed  Clire's 
hand,  and,  without  uttering  another  word  except 
a  hurried  farewell,  hastened  back  to  her  room. 
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CHAPTER  VL 

In  ow  of  those  quiet  streets  situated  a  little  to 
the  north  of  Cavendish- Square,  and  which, 
though  they  may  not  be  considered  within  the 
porheus  of  supreme  ton,  bear  the  character  of 
Ingh  respectability,  inasmuch  as  they  are  prin* 
cipally  tenanted  by  physicians,  wealthy  City 
merchants,  and  coimtry  M.  P.'s  —  in  one  of 
those  retired  streets.  Archer  Clive  had  domi- 
ciled himself.  He  had  a  handsome  suite  of  rooms, 
with  necessary  accommodation  for  his  yalet,  and 
stabling  for  his*  horses ;  yet  in  adopting  a  rather 
expensive  style  of  living,  he  yielded  to  Lord 
Ehham's  desire,  more  than  he  consulted  his  own 
inclination.  Clive,  in  fact,  was  peculiarly 
ntnated;  being  entirely  dependent  on  his  uncle, 
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he  was  reluctant  to  oppose  any  wish  the  latter 
might  express.  He  had  every  reason  to  believe  that 
Lord  Eltham  had  made  no  will,  and  consequently 
he  felt  how  precarious  was  the  annuity  he 
enjoyed.  One  thing,  however,  was  certain ;  he 
must  achieve  his  own  fortunes,  and  carve  out  for 
himself  a  path  that  should  eventually  place  him 
in  a  position  above  the  chance  of  disgracing  the 
noble  family  to  which  he  belonged. 

Clive  had  finished  his  solitary  dinner,  and  was 
lounging  in  his  chair.  All  was  quiet  in  the  house, 
and  equally  so  in  the  street,  except  that  at  a 
distance  were  heard  the  plaintive  notes  of  an 
organ,  accompanied  by  the  voice  of  the  wandering 
Italian.  His  head  was  thrown  back,  and  his 
eyes  were  fixed;  he  appeared  to  be  watching 
the  lines  of  light  as  they  fell  obliquely,  (for  the 
sun  was  setting,)  through  the  crimson  damask 
curtains  of  his  room.  But  he  observed  not  the 
motes  dancing  in  the  ray,  emblematic  of  human 
follies.  He  saw  nothing  in  the  apartment, .  the 
external  senses  having  merged,  as  it  were,  their 
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limctioDS,  in  the  busy  engrossing  action  of  the 
mind.  He  was  thinking  of  countless  things, 
such  as  will  crowd  on  the  restless  brain  of  youth; 
and  among  other  subjects  of  contemplation,  were 
bis  own  future  prospects  and  position  in  the 
world.  He  was  now  fairly  launched  on  the 
great  sea  of  life ;  whether  calms  or  storms  awaited 
bim»  who  might  say  ?  he  had  entered  the  arena> 
and  was  about  to  struggle  for  a  name,  for  the 
applause  of  his  fellow  men.  Nevertheless  his 
onward  course  was  imsettied;  the  path  before 
Urn  was  involved  in  mists. 

Which  should  he  choose  1  arms,  the  church, 
the  law  1 — each  profession,  it  was  true,  was  open 
to  him ;  but  to  one  only,  if  we  may  so  speak,  the 
needle  of  his  desires  pointed — ^it  was  the  profes- 
skm  of  a  statesman.  Yet  no  man  lives  by  being 
a  Member  of  Parliament ;  a  seat  in  the  legis- 
lative assembly  of  any  county,  ought  rather  to 
be  a  result,  than  the  means,  of  wealth  and  influ- 
ence. Clive,  then,  before  entering  the  House, 
considered  it  absolutely  necessary  that  he  should 
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employ  bis  ^net^gfies  m  some  ^^y  ot  other,  m 
order  to  render  hituself  itidepttident  of  Lord 
Elthani,  who,  however  gei^rotist  at  present, 
might  be  induced,  by  unforeseen  eitt^iKtiStCifKM, 
to  withdratf  or  Suspend  his  bounty. 

These  were  the  cogitations  which  now  agitated 
his  mind ;  and  as  they  who  possess  lively  fkncied 
are  ever  too  prone  to  draw  parallels,  hib  thoughts 
reverted  to  an  individual  who,  at  all  tinier, 
seemed  to  him  an  example  and  a  titodel  of  whitt 
a  statesman  ought  to  be.  Burke  waft  bat  the 
son  of  an  obscure  Irish  Attorney  ;^^what  was  he 
now  ?  he  enjoyed  an  Eutopean  celebrity ;  senates 
trembled  before  him,  and  his  n^me  Would  des- 
cend to  posterity  covered  with  renown.  As  the 
scion,  then,  of  a  noble  houde,  has  hot  Olive 
greater  advantages  than  were  possessed  by  the 
poor  pupil  of  Abraham  Shackleton  of  Ballitofe  ? 
does  he  not  feel  the  immortal  spirit  stir  within 
him,  panting  to  assuage  her  thirst*  at  the  fountain 
of  knowledge  and  philosophy  ?  shall  he  not  rise 
above  merfe  fortuitous  rank  and  station  ?  and  may 
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oot  Us  name,  one  day,  be  eoonded  through 
"  Fame's  brazea  throat  1» 

C!li¥e,  in  fats  exciteineiit,  rose  mediaiiicaUy 
fito  his  chttbr ;  Us  cheek  i^owed,  his  ejres  flashed, 
udhis  bieast  heayed; — and  thus  he  stood,  with 
the  too  sanguine  ardour  of  youth,  anticipating 
gisiy..^  study  tat  the  analyzer  of  human  im- 
psiaQS — an  instaaee  how  the  nind  ever  rushes 
fiomthe  present  togra^  the  fiitore;  and  how 
hope  and  fimc7  wiU  soar  upwards  in  the  morning 
of  hfe  as  SB  the  wings  of  an  eagle. 

"  Bal  ha  I  Ardier,  how  do  you  do!  I  make 
mjmit,  you  see,  quite  at  home^  intruding  into 
jrour  little  box  here  without  even  announcing 
myself.  In  sober  truths  my  hd,  I  am  just  oome 
to  see  how  yoa  get  on  in  your  new  domicile,  and 
to  tike  a  quiet  glass  of  wine  with  you." 

Clive  sprang  towards  his  excellent  uncle,  and 
kiod  patron,  bidding  him  an  affectionate  welcome. 
After  a  few  casual  remarks,  they  seated  them- 
•eltes,  and  Lord  Eltham,  who  had  left  his  own 
taUe,  at  which  that  day  he  had  happened  to 
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have  no  company^  sipped  bis  Nephew's  Madeira 
with  a  zest  and  satisfaction  he  had  not  experienced 
for  a  long  time  before.  In  spite  of  Clive's 
efTortSi  however,  to  be  cheerful,  there  was  a 
certain  restraint  and  dejection  in  his  manner  that 
the  Peer  could  not  but  notice,  and  which  he 
naturally  concluded  had  its  origin  in  the  position 
in  which  he  was  placed,  with  regard  to  his 
fiEtmily,  and  the  events  that -had  recently  trans- 
pired. 

''  Now  my  dear  Archer,  you  must  not  imagine, 
because  I  am  pleased  and  happy  at  seeing  you 
so  comfortably  lodged  here,  that  I  do  not  sincerely 
lament — I  mean,  that  I  do  not  disapprove  of  the 
manner  in  which  you  have  been  treated  by  cer- 
tain members  of  my  family ;  the  truth  is — *'  his 
lordship  was  evidently  confused^  and  com* 
menced  dividing  a  pear  with  great  celerity,  and 
then  as  speedily  emptied  the  contents  of  his 
glass. 

'*  Look  you.  Archer,  between  ourselves,  it  is 
of  no  use  masking  the  truth,  or,  in  vulgar  parlance, 
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ndodog  the  matter. — Your  aunt,  Lady  Eltham, 
is  an  excellent  woman — a   woman  of  strong 

sense,  and,  I  may  add,  of  strong  feeling " 

the  poor  man  turned  aside  his  head  as  he  spoke, 
for  he  felt  almost  suffocated — "  She  has  been  to 
me  an  invaluable  wife — ^indeed,  during  my  late 
illoess— " 

"  Hy  dear  lord !  my  honored  uncle !  spare 
yourself  these  remarks.  I  hope  I  have  never 
given  you  any  reason  to  imagine  that  I  do  not 
appreciate  as  I  ought  the  good  qualities  of  Lady 
Eltham." 

"  No,  no ;  but  I  thought  recent  matters  might 
lead  you  to  consider  her  conduct  harsh,  if  not 

UDJUSt.*' 

Clive  was  desirous  of  waiving  any  further 
conversation  on  topics  which  appeared  to  him 
both  painful  and  delicate.  He  hinted  to  Lord 
Eltham  his  wish,  notwithstanding  the  situation 
in  which  the  peer's  generosity  had  placed  him,  to 
obtain  some  official  appointment,  or  commence 
a  course    of  study  for    the   bar;    indeed  he 
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considered  the  law  presented  m  fairw'  field 
to  the  maa  ambitious  of  ultlmateiy  gaining 
political  distinctioB,  than  any  other  pfofession 
or  calling. 

Lord  Eltham  listened  to  him  with  great  aet* 
tentioa  and  interest;  he  divined  the  cause  of 
his  nephew's  uneasiness,  and  entered  at  once 
into  his  feelings* 

"  Archer,"  he  said  in  a  low  tone,  cautiously 
looking  around  the  room,  as  though  he  feared 
the  tables  or  chairs  might  hear  him ;  "  you  wish 
to  render  yourself  independent  of  me,  and  to 
acknowledge  no  master  in  the  world  but  your 
own  will ;  this  is  the  truth.  I  cannot  but  ad* 
mire  your  spirit,  but  must  not  allow  you  alto^ 
gether  to  indulge  its  impulses.  What!  shall 
my  only,  my  esteemed  nephew,  be  compelled  tb 
fag  for  his  bread  ]  to  spend  his  energies  on  the 
petty  details  of  law  as  a  means  of  livelihood  T 
No,  you  shall  enter  parliament  without  passing 
through  any  such  toilssme  ordeal." 

"  But|  Lord  Eltham,  I  possess  no  rightftd 
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daim  upon  your  benevolenGe.  Although  to 
become  a  Member  of  the  Commons  of  Great 
Britain  would  be  the  realization  of  my  most 
ambitious  hopes,  perhaps  I  might,  by  some  in- 
adTertence  or  other,  be  unfortunate  enough  to 
oBkod  you,  and  then — *' 

*  I  understand — in  that  case  I  might  take  it 
into  my  head  to  suspend  your  annuity: — no 
fear  of  that.  Archer,  no  fear  of  that,  my  boy ! 
Yet  one  circumstance,  I  admit,  you  have  reason 
to  anticipate  with  anxiety,  and  that  is — my 
death/' 

Lord  Eltham,  as  the  thoughts  of  another 
world  thus  forced  themselves  upon  his  mind, 
suddenly  grew  silent,  and  shaded  his  eyes  with 
las  palm,  while  an  expression  of  melancholy 

succeeded  to  the  recent  smile  on  his  benevolent 
face.    Clive  did  not  speak,  but  drew  nearer, 

and  pressed  the  old  gentleman's  hand. 

'Tes,  the  sun  of  my  life  is  going  down*--' 

donds,  and  darkness,  and  night,  are  near,  and 
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soon  the  sepulchre's  *  marble  jaws/  as  they  have 
opened  for  my  forefathers,  will  open  for  me. 
But  it  is  contrary  to  my  philosophy  and  my 
religion  to  contemplate  my  end  with  gloom. 
Death  himself,  even  when  he  shakes  his  dart 
above  me,  shall  still  find  me  cheerful.  I  wish, 
therefore,  Archer,  to  set  your  mind  at  rest 
on  one  point ;  it  is  a  duty  I  owe  you— were  I  to 
die  to-morrow,  you  would  not  be  thrown  upon 
the  world  to  struggle  for  your  bread,  for  I  have 
made_my  will." 

"  I  wish  not,  nor  have  I  any  right,  to  pry 
into  your  arrangements;  your  bounty  towards 
me  already  has  far  exceeded  my  expectations, 
or  my  deserts." 

"Tut,  man,  tut!  your  present  annuity,  flien, 
will  be  continued  during  my  life,  and  in  the 
comer  of  my  aforesaid  will, — "  his  lordship 
whispered  laughingly  into  the  young  man's  ear ; 
whatever  the  legacy  might  have  been,  the  pos- 
sessor of  seventy  thousand  pounds  per  annum 
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was  not  likely,  under  the  circumstances,  to  act 
fliibeially, 

"  You  don't  wish  to  be  a  clerk  in  the  War- 
offioe,  or  to  pore  over  musty  parchments  in  the 
Temple  now,  do  you  1 — I  tell  you,  you  dog,  you 
shall  be  a  statesman;  so  begin  forthwith,  as 
Edmimd  Buike  advised  you,  to  make  yourself 
master  of  Montesquieu  and  Delolme.  I  know 
yoor  heart  is  bent  upon  this  course-— confess  it, 
you  puppy !" 

'It  is,  indeed,  my  dear,  my  generous  unde !" 
cried  Clive. 

''Bless  my  soul!  the  carriage  is  arrived;'* 
exdaimed  the  peer; — and  a  thundering  knock 
at  the  door  gave  confirmation  to  the  fact  an- 
aoanoed  by  his  lordship. 

"  I  am  sorry.  Lord  Eltham,  that  you  leave 
me  so  soon.'' 

"  Nay,  I  take  you  with  me,  that  is,  if  you 
bare  no  objection.  I  ordered  the  carriage  at 
eight,  for  I  wish  to  introduce  you  at  Brookes's 
where,    as  the   House  does  not  sit  to-night» 

VOL.  I.  B 
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we  may  expect  a  knot  of  choice  spirits;  so  come 
along !  and  hark'ee.  Archer,  I  pledge  my  word 
you  shall  write  M.P.  after  your  name  ere  you 
are  many  moons  older/* 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

At  the  period  of  wMch  we  write^  Arthur's  and 
Brookes's  were  the  most  fashionably,  and  the 
best  attended  of  the  London  club-houses;  Lord 
Eltham  was  a  member  of  the  latter.  The  car> 
liage  set  him  down,  in  company  with  his  ne- 
phew, in  St  James's  Street,  and  the  peer 
oidered  his  coachman  to  return  to  the  club  in 
the  space  of  an  hour.  The  rooms  were  more 
than  usually  crowded,  in  consequence,  as  we 
haye  stated,  of  the  non-sitting  of  the  Houses  of 
Parliament  that  night.  We  do  not  hope  to  give 
any  thing  like  a  correct  description  of  the  illus- 
trious assembly  gathered  within  the  walls  of 
Brookes's ;  it  included  some  of  the  most  promi- 
nent men  in  the  nation — ^men'  distinguished  not 

e2 


78  THE  EVENTFUL  EPOCH; 

less  in  the  arts  and  sciences,  and  polite  litera- 
ture, than  for  the  parts  which  they  played  in  the 
arena  of  politics. 

Little  groups  here  and  there^  were  ardently 
discussing  the  movements  of  ministers,  the  eter- 
nal dissensions  existing  between  the  Court  and 
Carlton-House,  together  with  that  topic  in  which 

all  other  subjects  seemed  for  the  present  to 
merge — ^the  progress  of  the  great  Gallic  Revolu- 
tion. Others  were  quietly  canvassing  the  merits 
of  the  last  divine  portrait  by  the  veteran  Sir 
Joshua  Reynolds,  the  last  bust  by  NoUekins,  and 
the  polished  witty  satires  of  the  famous  Doctor 
Wolcot. 

The  greater  number,  however,  were  poring 
over  the  papers,  the  auditors,  monitors,  and 
public  advertisers;  but  the  French  prints,  at 
this  excited  period,  were  in  unusual  request,  the 
favourite  ones  appearing  to  be  Freron's  Orateur 
du  Peuple,  Condorcet's  Chronique  de  Paris, 
and  Brissot's  Patriote  Francois;  but  Marat's 
celebrated  ultra-jacobin  journal,  DAmi  du  Peu^ 
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pk,  was  considered  too  hot  and  dangerous  to  be 
admitted  within  the  walls  of  Biookes's. 

"Tius  way/'  whispered  Lord  Eltham  to 
Clive;  '*we  will  ensconce  ourselves  in  yonder 
quiet  corner^  and  as  you  are  a  new  member, 
a  fresh-man  here,  I  will  undertake  to  point  out 
to  you  a  few  of  the  chief  individuals  in  the 
motley  throng." 

They  accordingly  seated  themselves  aloof,  and 
ordering  a  bottle  of  claret.  Lord  Eltham,  in  an 
under  tone,  commenced  his  brief  and  snatchy 
description. 

''Look  you,  Archer,  at  that  man  in  the 
flowing  powdered  wig,  bending  across  the  table, 
and  mildly  conversing  with  a  very  old  gentleman 
— 4hey  are  England's  Canova,  and  her  Raphael 
— NoUekins  and  the  glorious  Sir  Joshua ;  men 
whom  the  grave  may  soon  swallow,  but  whose 
names  will  live  for  ever. 

"See  you  that  person  with  his  arms  so 
proudly  crossed  on  his  breast,  scowling  as  he 
talks  to  the  polished  and  elegant  Windham? 
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'tis  Philip  Francis,  as  great  a  rascal,  by-the- 
bye,  as  ever  'bore  false  witness  against  bis 
neighbour:'  he  is,  as  you  know,  the  chief  ac^ 
cuser  of  poor  Warren  Hastings;  Burke  we 
may  exonerate  in  that  a&ir,  assured  that  he 
acts  purely  from  principle;  but  Francis  is  a 
malignant,  influenced  by  personal  enmity,  and 
the  meanest  motives  of  revenge. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Fox  ] — thank  you  for  the 
trimming  which  you  gave  '  the  boy'  last  night" 

^'Ha!  ha!  my  lord,  the  Honourable  Mr. 
Billy  is  a  sturdy  scholar — ^no  easfy  matter  to 
place  on  his  head  the  cap  and  bells— ^  ? — but 
have  you  seen  Fitzpatrick  1" 

"Charley  Fox,  Charley  Fox,  beware!  the 
devil,  they  say,  lurks,  in  the  wine^up,  but  I  am 
of  opinion  he  hides  himself  under  the  hazard 
table.  I  fear  me  thou  wilt  find  a  more  stal- 
wart foe  in  those  pictured  bits  of  paper,  and 
dotted  ivory  squares,  than  in  the  lion  Premier 
of  Great  Britain,  or  his  keen^scented  jackal, 
Dundasr 
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We  vmj  observe,  in  passiiig,  that  the  gam- 
bbig  propemities  of  Fox  voe  known  to  every 
cne,  and  it  is  said  that  at  one  sitting  he  lost 
to  Fitzpatiick  no  less  a  sum  than  eleven  thou- 
sand pounds. 

"  See  how  attentivdy  that  yooag  raw-boned 
Scotdiman  yonder  is  listening  to  the  sonorous 
sentences  of  that  political  fire-brand.  Home 
Tooke!  he  is  just  your  age.  Archer,  and, 
perhaps,  one  day  will  be  yoisr  rival  in  the  field 
of  letters  or  pdidcs ;  his  name  is  Maduntosh, 
and  he's  now  writing  something  against  Burke's 
B^lectioM;  but  Heaven  help  him  1  I  say,  out 
of  the  conflict,  for  I  fear  he  will  not  succeed 
in  warding  off  the  Irishman's  heavy  shillelah 
from  his  pate! 

''  You  have  heard  of  Wolcot,  no  doubt,  and 
read  some  of  his  Hudibrastic  joyous  verses,  and 
biting  satires  on  the  Court  and  Academy; — 
(here's  the  rubicund  jovial  Doctor,  then,  with 
cane  in  hand,  and  spectacles  on  nose ;  I  must 
introduce  you  one  of  these  days  to  his  proteg^, 
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Opie>  a  painter  of  extraordinary  genius,  wbom 
Wolcot  has  brought  to  London  from  the  mines 
and  wilds  of  ComwalL  Sheridan,  can  you  inform 
me  who  that  very  young  man  is  in  such  earnest 
conversation  with  our  friend  Wolcot  1" 

"  Oh !  my  lord,  he  is  a  disciple  of  blue^stock- 
inged  Stillingfleet,  a  young  poet  of  great  pro- 
mise. The  doctor  and  he  are  fighting  for  the 
^  smiles  of  the  '  meek-eyed  Maiden  of  Heaven/ 
alias,  the  muse ;  and  I  hope  they  won't  smother 
her  with  their  rival  kisses :  his  name,  my  lord, 
is  Samuel  Rogers.**  * 

The  good-natured  old  viscount  continued  pass- 
ing his  remarks  on  several  other  individuals- 
men  frunous  in  their  day,  though  now  but  little 
known;  instances  ratifying  the  adage,  ''It  is 
easier  to  seize  on  Fame  than  to  retain  her  in 
your  grasp."     Yes,  many  once  the  idols  to 

*  Mr.  Samuel  Rogers,  a  name  not  to  be  mentioned  without 
retpect»  whether  his  genius  or  his  character  he  considered*  is» 
we  belieye,  at  this  moment,  the  only  man  who  surviyes  among 
those  personally  acquainted  with  the  illustrious  individuals 
named  in  the  text. 
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wbfom  a  blind  multitude  bent  the  knee ;  many 
whose  opinions  and  writings  fashion  sent  abroad 
to  the  extrenuties  of  the  earth;  are  now  unwor- 
shipped,  neglected,  and  forgotten.  So  wither 
tbe  laurels  of  the  crowned,  who  too  often 
imagine  their  bays  will  bloom  in  greenness  for 
ever.  So  go  out  the  meteors  which,  unlike  the 
permanent  stars  of  self-supported  celebrity,  burst 
into  momentary  brilliancj  along  the  heaven  of 
popular  applause. 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 

ClxvBi  since  the  period  when  so  many  mdig- 
nides  were  heaped  upon  him  by  Lady  Eltham 
and  her  son,  had  not  entered  the  house  of  his 
uncle:  yet,  on  several  occasions,  he  had  met 
Minda,  for,  contrary  to  her  usual  practice,  she 
had  of  late  appeared  frequently  in  public.  The 
hope  of  beholding  him  who  engrossed  her  secret 
thoughts,  drew  her  from  the  seclusion  in  which 
she  had  hitherto  shrouded  herself.  In  the 
crowded  assembly,  she  might  have  been  seen 
leaning  on  the  arm  of  her  father,  her  slight  figure 
blazing  in  jewels,  her  classically-moulded  fea- 
tures pale  with  anxiety,  and  her  lustrous  eyes 
watching  and  watching  only  for  one,  and  foU 
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(owing  one  figure  in  the  dance.  She  trembled 
wheneYer  he  approached  ber,  and  when  he  hap- 
pened to  address,  or  regard  with  apparent  ad- 
miration, any  of  the  proud  beauties  that,  in 
such  places,  are  ever  bund  weaving  their  spells 
to  entice  their  Fictims  into  Lotc's  golden  net, 
who  may  describe  the  burning  emotions,  the 
sickness  of  heart,  which  oppressed  that  poor 
girl]  She  knew  he  could  not  love  her,  and  yet 
(so  selfish,  in  some  respects,  is  deep  absorbing 
passion),  she  would  not  have  him  for  worlds 
bestow  his  a&ction  on  another. 

But  quitting  for  awhile  the  subject  of  Minda 
and  her  unfortunate  attachment,  we  have  to 
introduce,  in  this  place,  a  character — the  type 
of  the  feverish  and  excited  period  of  which 
we  write.  This  person  was  Olive's  foster- 
brother.  He  was  a  man  of  humble  origin,  self- 
taught,  but  possessing  that  fervid  temperament, 
and  indomitable  energy,  without  which  no  one, 
whose  lot  has  been  cast  among  the  "hewers 
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of  wood  and  drawers  of  water/'  ever  threw 
off  the  burden  of  obscurity,  or  achieved  memor- 
able deeds,  whether  good  or  evil. 

Clive,  one  morning,  was  poring  over  the  Let- 
ters of  Junius,  which,  a  few  years  previously, 
had  caused  so  great  a  sensation  in  the  political 
circles,  when  he  was  disturbed  by  the  entrance 
of  his  servant ;  the  man  informed  him  that  a 
female  begged  very  anxiously  to  see  him ; — she 
stated  her  name  to  be  Pellew. 

^  Pellew  V*  exclaimed  CUve ;  «  but  there  are 
more  Pellews  in  the  world  than  one — ^you  may 
show  her  up." 

The  woman  appeared — ^she  was  young,  and 
it  required  scarcely  a  glance  to  pronounce  her 
very  beautiful.  Yet  there  was  a  pallor  over- 
spreading the  cheeks,  and  a  faint,  a  very  faint 
circle  around  the  large  stag-like  eyes,  which  in- 
dicated ill  health.  Though  her  dress  was  faded 
and  extremely  plain,  her  look  and  demeanour 
were  those  of  a  perfect  gentle^ 'oman. 
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The  embarrassinent  of  the  fair  stranger  was 
so  great,  that  when  the  servant  had  closed  the 
room  door^  and  Clive  asked  to  what  circumstance 
ke  owed  the  honour  of  her  visit,  she  was  unable 
to  answer.  Clive  presented  to  her  a  chair^  on 
▼Inch  she  sank,  rather  than  seated  herself;  she 
seemed  labouring  to  subdue  the  strong  emotions 
which  threatened  to  choke  her ;  and,  the  next 
miniite,  covering  her  eyes  with  her  handker- 
chief, she  burst  into  tears. 

Clive,  as  may  be  supposed,  was  not  a  little 
surprised  at  the  extraordinary  conduct  of  his 
onknown  visitor ;  and,  struck  by  her  beauty,  he 
felt  a  strange  interest,  or  rather  curiosity,  to  as- 
certain the  nature  of  the  business  which  could 
hare  brought  her  to  his  house.  At  length  she 
was.  able  to  speak. 

"  I  feel,  sir,  that  I  ought  to  apologize  for  this 
intrusion ;  and  it  is  only  the  assurance  that  you 
are  neither  forgetful  of  the  past,  nor  proud 
towards  those  placed  in  an  humbler  sphere,  that 
has  emboldened  me  to  come.    My  father  is  vicar 
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of  the  parish  adjoining  that  in  which  is  situated 
Lord  Eltham's  country  seat.** 

"  The  Reverend  Mr.  Hartley,  perhaps,"  ob- 
served Clive,  greatly  perplexed  to  conceive 
what  the  good  clergyman's  daughter  should 
want  of  him. 

«  Yes,  sir." 

"  I  have  heard  of  Mr.  Hartley,  but  regret  I 
have  not  the  pleasure  of  his  acquaintance." 

"  Then,  perhaps,  you  do  not  know  that  one  of 
his  children  deserted  him." 

"  I  confess  I  am  entirely  ignorant  of  the  cir- 
cumstance.'' 

"  I,  sir,  am  that  child — each  member  of  my 
family  has  now  deserted  me  ;  there  is  but  one 
in  the  world  who  cares  whether  I  live  or  die ; 
but  he  is  more  than  friend  or  father,  for  he  is 
my  husband — and  him,  at  least,  you  know." 

"  I  think  you  are  mistaken — but  stay — my 
servant  said  that  you  gave  your  name  as  Mrs. 
Pellew — ^you  caimot,  surely,  you  cannot  be  my 
foster-brother,  Walter  Pellew's  wife  ?" 
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"Tes;  though  my  family  has  spumed  me  for 
linkiogmy  lot  to  that  of  a  peasant's  son,  I  am 
jnoud,  even  in  humiliation  and  poverty,  to  call 
Walter  Pellew,  my  husband  1" 

Her  beautiful  form  seemed  to  dilate  with  plea- 
sore,  and  her  dark  eyes  flashed,  revealing  in 
their  depths  all  the  wife's  unutterable  pride  and 
bye,  Clive,  by  an  irresistible  impulse,  ap- 
proached and  took  her  hand. 

"  Mrs.  Pellew,  as  the  wife  of  my  foster-bro- 
ther, I  earnestly  solicit  the  pleasure  of  henceforth 
calling  you  my  friend.  But  I  had  not  the  least 
ooQceptioQ  that  Pellew  was  married ;  in  truth, 
ibr  the  last  two  years,  I  have  most  unaccount^ 
ably  lost  sight  of  him ;  many  inquiries  have  I 
made  with  a  view  to  discover  his  present  place 
of  abode,  but  have  gained  no  intelligence,  further 
than  that,  devoting  himself  to  literatiure,  he  had 
quitted  his  Other's  farm,  and  taken  up  his  resi- 
dence in  the  metropolis/' 

The  Clergyman's  daughter  was  silent  for  a  few 
minutes;    the  flush  of  excitement  had  passed 
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away  from  her  face,  and  sorrow  and  delicate 
health  spread  again  their  lines  of  languor  and 
their  pallor  there. 

'^  But  I  must  inform  you,  sir,  of  the  errand  on 
which  I  am  come,  since  I  fear,  at  this  moment, 
you  place  a  very  wrong  construction  on  the  mo- 
tives which  have  induced  me  to  enter  your 
house." 

Clive,  who  marked  the  faded  apparel,  and 
thin  face  of  the  speaker,  had  concluded  at  once 
that  to  pecuniary  difficulties,  perhaps,  absolute 
want,  he  owed  this  his  first  interview  with  his 
foster-brother's  wife ;  accordingly,  he  was  anx- 
ious to  spare  her  feelings  by  anticipating  her 
wishes. 

"  Mrs.  Pellew,  I  am  equally  surprised,  as  I 
am  grieved,  that  your  husband  should  have 
allowed  two  years  to  pass  without  communi- 
cating with  me ;  he  cannot  but  know  that  I  am 
deeply  interested  in  his  success  in  life,  and 
every  thing  that  relates  to  him." 

**  Believe  me,  Walter  is  not  ungrateful  for 
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pest  fiiyoars,  nor  has  he  fo^otten  you ;  on  the 
contrary,  he  is  continually  talking  of  you,  and 
only  grieves  that  such  an  insuperable  barrier  is 
placed  between  his  lot  in  life,  and  your  own." 

"  The  barrier  exists  only  in  his  imagination, 
Mis.  Pellew." 

^  I  will  confess  at  once,  that  it  is  pride  which 
has  kept  him  away.  As  yet,  his  literary  exer- 
dons  have  been  attended  with  but  little  success ; 
and,  in  his  extreme  poverty,  he  says,  that  were 
be  to  call  upon  you,  he  should  appear  like  a  man 
only  come  to  solicit  charity.  He  will  not  re- 
ceive alms ;  he  will  not  beg  favours  of  any 
one." 

"  This  is  sad !"  cried  Clive,  greatly  moved  ; 
"  I  lament  that  a  spirit  of  false  pride  should 
bave  prompted  him  to  act  so  ungenerously  to- 
wards me !  But  I  thank  you  most  sincerely 
for  your  candour ;  I  will  immediately  call  on 
PcDew." 

Clive  seized  his  hat,  and  was  about  to  ring 
the  bell  to  order  a  coach,  but  poor  Camilla,  for 
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such  was  Mrs.  Pellew's  christian  name^  placed 
her  hand  tremblingly  on  his  arm. 

*'  No,  not  for  worUs — my  husband  knows 
nothing  of  my  coming  hither.  You  must  not  see 
him,  at  least  to*day." 

Clive  thought  he  understood  her.  Through 
the  wife,  at  present^  then,  must  he  relieve  ihe 
husband's  wants. 

"  Mrs.  Pellew,  I  will  do  nothing  contrary  to 
your  wishes.*'  He  gently  approached  her,  and 
placed  his  purse  into  her  hand,  adding;  "You 
will  not,  you  must  not  fail  to  call  on  me  again 
very  soon."  But  the  offer  of  the  money  which, 
in  reality,  would  have  been  so  welcome,  had  an 
extraordinary  effect  upon  the  wife  of  the  indi- 
gent UUeratewr  ;  her  breath  came  quick,  while 
her  cheeks,  her  forehead,  and  her  neck,  were 
suffused  with  crimson. 

"  Mr.  Clive,  you  mistake  me !"  she  cried,  re« 
turning  the  gold  to  the  donor;  "you  utterly 
mistake  the  object  of  my  errand :  I  come,  not 
to  inform  you  of  my  husband's  poverty,  or  to 


OR,  THE  FORTUNES  OF  AECHBR  CLIVE.       93 

aolidt  peconiaiy  asastance,  but  to  beg  that  you 
win  use  yoor  influence  with  him — ^I  come  to 
pny,  as  jou  value  his  Body  and  his  soul,  that 
JOQ  will  endeavour  to  save  — " 

''What do  you  mean?"  cried  Clive,  startled 
it  witnessing  the  sudden  burst  of  anguish  to 
^^uch  the  fair  speaker  yielded. 

"  To  save  my  husband  firom  a  course  which  is 
leading  him  to  perdition  !" 

Clive  was  so  taken  by  surprise^  that,  for  a 
ainute,  he  was  unable  to  make  an  observation. 
Camilla  had  again  sunk  into  the  chair. 

"  Explain  yourself!"  said  Clive,  checking 
Us  eagerness,  and  dropping  his  voice  to  a  whis- 
per ;..^<' what  course^  or  conduct  can  Pellew 
possibly  be  pursuing  V' 

"  He  is,  perhaps,  safe  as  yet ;  but  if  he  do 
not  retrace  his  steps,  and  abandon  the  projects 
he  contemplates,  his  fate  is  sealed.  Officers  of 
JQStioe,  I  know,  are  already  in  search  of  him. 
Probably  you  guess  now  what  I  would  explain  ; 
be  has  espoused  the  dangerous  principles  which 
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have  led  to  the  terrible  convulsions  in  France. 
He  writes  for  a  revolutionary  society  of  which 
he  is  a  member,  and^  I  believe,  speaks  at  their 
meetings.  Oh !  did  you  know  the  days  of  fear, 
and  the  nights  of  anguish  I  spend  in  the  dread- 
ful anticipation  of  a  discovery,  when  my  hus- 
band may  be  branded  as  a  rebel,  a  conspirator^ 
and  doomed  to  an  ignominious  death,  you  would 
not  wonder  at  all  the  anxiety  I  betray.  But  it 
is  not  too  late — he  may  be  arrested  in  his  fearful 
course.  To  the  reasonings  of  me,  his  weak 
wife,  I  cannot  expect  him  to  listen;  but  you,  I 
am  persuaded,  he  would  hear ; — ^you  may  have 
the  power  to  snatch  him  from  the  abyss  over 
which  he  now  hangs.  This,  then,  is  the  object 
of  my  call — ^to  beseech  you  to  see  him ;  to  point 
out  to  him  the  inutility,  and  the  danger  of  his 
present  actions.  You  will,  sir,  oh !  say  that 
you  will  undertake  the  task!" 

Olive  was  thoughtful ;  he  had  hoped  that  po- 
verty only  oppressed  him  who  had  drawn  the 
stream  of  life  from  the  same  bosom  as  himself; 
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bt  tlien  tbe  means  of  rescuing  him  would  have, 
been  in  his  power.  But  to  cool  hot  enthusiasm, 
to  oyeithrow  opinion,  and  to  turn  the  mind  from 
i  cherished  design,  form,  under  any  circum- 
stances, a  difficult  achievement  Yet  the  fear 
of  &ilure  would  not,  for  a  moment,  deter  him 
fmcDL  complying  with  the  wishes  of  the  afflicted 
wife. 

"  I  will  see  Pellew  without  delay.  My  ar- 
gumentative powers,  I  believe,  will  stand  me  in 
Gttle  service ;  I  shall  mainly  trust  to  the  influ- 
ence of  old  attachment  to  warp  him  from  the 
path  he  now  treads,  so  pregnant  with  danger. 
When  shaQ  I  call  at  his  house  V* 

"If  it  be  convenient,  to-monow  evening, 
ance  he  does  not  attend  the  club  on  that  night. 
Toawill  be  pleased,  however,  not  to  hint  to 
him  that  you  come  at  my  desire,  or  that  you 
gamed  information  of  his  present  address 
through  me." 

Clive  assured  her  that  he  would  maintain 
secrecy  on  the  points  she  named ;  and  Camilla, 
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having  told  him  in  what  part  of  the  metropolis 
she  and  her  husband  resided,  took  leave  with  a 
fluttering  heart,  but  with  feelings  of  greater 
satisfaction  and  pleasure  than  she  had  expe- 
rienced for  many  months. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


Walter  Pellew  occupied  lodgings  in  an  obscure 
eourt  in  Fleet-street;  the  house  was  a  narrow 
lofty  building,  very  antique,  and  very  dilapi- 
dated; there  were  four  floors,  each  of  which 
was  appropriated  to  a  set  of  lodgers ;  Pellew 
tod  his  wife  occupied  the  third. .  Their  two 
qMrtments  were  small,  and  scantily  furnished, 
while,  owing  to  the  narrowness  of  the  court,  and 
the  dingy  horn-like  substance,  an  apobgy  tor 
^asB,  in  the  windoT^s,  very  little  light  was  ad- 
mitted, even  at  mid-day.  The  small  patch  of 
cupet  beneath  the  stained  pembroke  table,  the 
coarse  blue  moreen-covered  sofa,  and  the  cane- 
bottomed  chairs,  all  denoted  poverty ;  yet  there 
was  a  neatness  in  the  arrangement  of  every  little 
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thing,  an  aii  almost  of  comfort  Id  the  whole  ap- 
pearance of  the  room,  which  spoke  eloquently 
of  the  industrious  qualities  of  Camilla;  and  yet, 
perhaps,  she  was  but  a  type  of  her  sex — never 
despairing,  ever  active,  patient  woman !  pouring 
Light  on  the  thickest  gloom  in  which  fate  may 
involve  the  scenes  of  life ;  and  placing  a  flower 
even  on  the  wintry  brow  of  despair. 

And  here  she  was,  that  gentle  one,  the  cle^y  > 
man's  too  fond  discarded  daughter.  Oh  I  what 
a  contrast — the  rectory,  with  its  venerable  ivied 
walls ;  the  cawing  rooks ;  the  gieen  lawn,  and, 
rising  above  the  ancient  elms,  the  grey  church- 
spire. — Oht  what  a  contrast  between  these 
scenes  where  passed  her  happy  childhood,  and 
the  dark  heavy  walls  of  the  squalid  courts  and 
alleys  now  around  her!  Yet  Camilla  sighed 
not  for  all  she  had  lost.  In  flying  from  her  IxHne, 
she  had  fled  to  love.  The  ties  which  bound 
her  to  her  birth-place  were  sweet,  and  the  at- 
tachment to  her  parents  was  strong ;  but  what 
are  such  feelings  to  the  all-engrossing  affection 
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viudi  burns  in  the  heart  of  the  woman  devoted 
to  her  husband !   and   for  Walter  Pellew,  Ca- 
miUa  patiently  bore  the  anger  of  her  father,  and 
the  scorn  of  her  friends  ;  his  smile,  his  look  of 
foDdness,  repaid  her  for  the   bright  things  she 
had  forfeited  for  ever.     Privation,  poverty,  hun- 
ger—Oh!  yes,   every  ill  in  the  catalogue  of 
human  sorrows,  she  could  bear  with  smiles,  so 
he  felt  them  not.     To  minister  to  his  wishes,  to 
Mothe  and  encourage  him  beneath   his  disap- 
poiotroents,  to  share  in  his  little  successes,  but 
never  to  droop,  however  adverse  circumstances 
might  be — this  wus  her  province,  and  this  formed 
the  end  and  aim  of  her  existence ! 

Camilla  was  engaged  at  her  needle ;  but,  ever 
and  anon,  she  would  glance  furtively  towards  a 
corner  of  the  room,  where,  at  his  desk,  by  the 
light  of  a  paper-shaded  candle,  sat  her  young 
husband ;  he  appeared  to  be  in  deep  thought, 
and  as  he  plied  the  busy  pen,  seemed  to  heed 
her  not ;  yet  it  was  but  seeming,  for  amidst  the 
bright  dreams  and  fancies  which  crowded  upon 
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his  soul,  his  beloved  one  had  a  place ;  and  he 
turned,  whispered  a  word,  smiled,  and  wrote 
again. 

Walter  Pellew  as  little  resembled  his  foster- 
brother,  Clive,  in  person,  as  he  did  in  mind;  Clive 
was  of  proportions  elegantly  moulded,  but  large 
and  athletic;  his  complexion  was  embrowned  by 
exercise,  and  the  open  air ;  and  his  bold  Roman 
features  expressed  mental  energy  unimpaired  by 
any  morbid  bias  of  feeling.     The  young  stu- 
dent was  tall,  but  slim  almost  to  effeminacy ;  his 
white  hands,    small   feet,    and    delicate    com- 
plexion— ^nothing  about  him    denoted  that  the 
blood  of  a  peasant  circulated  in  his  veins.     His 
physiognomy  was  pleasing,  in  spite  of  an  occa- 
sionally stem  and  sarcastic  expression,  which 
displayed  itself  chiefly  in  the  lines  about  the 
mouth.    His  eyes  were  restless,  and  of  extraor- 
dinary  brightness ;   it  was  there  the  soul  spoke 
out,  and  in  them,  as  in  a  page  of  light,  might  be 
read  intellect  of  a  high  order.    Yet  the  intense 
exercise  of  the  spirit  had  produced  an  enthusia^tn 


ORy  THE  FORTUNES  OF  ARCHER  CLIVE.      101 

vhich had  partially  blinded  the  judgment;  and, 
as  is  too  frequently  the  case  with  ardent  minds, 
Pelleir  could  not  distinguish  fanaticism  from 
zeal ;  while  he  clung  to  brilliant  falsehoods  with 
greater  tenacity,  perhaps,  than  the  far-seeing, 
cool-headed  man  is  wont  to  adhere  to  the  most 
palpable  and  beautiful  truths. 

His  history,  up  to  the  present  period,  may  be 
told  in  a  few  words.  In  his  boyish  days,  the 
bre  of  books  gave  him  a  disrelish  for  the  life 
led  by  those  around  him,  and  he  neglected  his 
father's  plough  for  the  more  attractive  fields  of 
literature.  While  still  in  his  native  village, 
be  succeeded  in  connecting  himself  with  a  perio- 
dical publication  of  some  note  in  London ;  and  it 
was  by  a  series  of  essays,  highly  creditable  to  a 
self-taught  scholar,  that  he  first  awakened  the 
admiration,  and  at  last  won  the  heart  of  the  daugh- 
ter of  the  clergyman  of  the  parish  in  which  he 
lived.  Woman,  in  all  ages,  has  been  a  riddle 
far  more  difficult  of  solution  than  that  of  the 
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Sphinx  ;  and  the  (Edipus  is  not  yet  born  who 
shall  explain  the  beautiful  mystery  of  her  lore. 
After  an  engagemen*.  carried  on  clandestinely  for 
a  considerable  length  of  time,  Camilla  Hartley, 
well  knowing  that  her  family  would  never  sanc- 
tion the  alliance,  quitted  her  home,  and  with  her 
student-lover  fled  to  the  great  Metropolis,  where 
as  soon  as  the  law  of  the  church  permitted,  they 
were  united  in  marriage. 

Two  years  had  now  passed  over  this  young 
couple ;  they  remained  alienated  from  their  fami- 
lies, to  whom  even  their  residence  was  unknown. 
Pellew  supported  himself  entirely  by  his  pen, 
and  experienced  all  those  alternations  of  hope,  and 
depression,  incidental  to  the  literary  character  ; 
those  feverish  feelings  which  attend  partial 
success,  and  that  bitter  gnawing  of  the  heart- 
strings which  results  from  disappointment. 

He  laid  his  pen  aside ;  his  thin  features  were 
lit  up  with  an  expression  of  pleasure ;  his  eyes, 
ever  brilliant,  flashed  as  though  they  were  dia- 
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oioads  suddenly  instinct  with  life  :  his  chest  was 
expanded,  and  he  breathed  out  his  words  low, 
bat  in  a  tone  of  intense  exultation. 

"  Camilla,  I  have  completed  my  task — would 
tiiat  to  these  papers  I  dared  append  my  name  ! 
bat  they  dial!  go  forth  to  the  world. — Oppressed 
people,  daiji  your  rights !  slaves,  shake  off  your 
fetters  I  tyrants,  tremble  !'• 

The  poor  wife  took  his  hand,  and  kissed  his 
damp  forehead.  His  enthusiasm,  at  one  period, 
she  bad  shared ;  but  now  it  was  the  cause  of  all 
ber  sorrow. 

"  Walter,'*  she  said,  drawing  him  gently  away 
&om  his  desk ;  "  since  you  have  finished  your 
psper,  I  hope  you  will  write  no  more  to-night. 
Now  talk  to  me  calmly ;  tell  me,  even  if  your  new 
pamphlet  meet  great  success,  what  will  it  do  for 
yott1» 

"  Not  much  for  me,  Camilla,  but  I  trust  it 
viil  benefit  the  world ;  it  may  assist  in  opening 
tbe  sealed  eyes  of  the  degraded  masses.  The 
criiis  of  a  national  regeneration  has  arrived  in 
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France,  and  I  hope  a  day  of  similar  glory  is 
beginning  to  dawn  over  this  country." 

"  A  day  of  anarchy — a  day  of  rebellion— a  day 
of  blood!" 

"  Camilla?" 

"  Forgive  me,  dear  Walter ;  you  know  my 
heart ;  I  am  only  anxious  that  yoa  should  not  by 
any  act,  though  justified  by  your  own  conscience, 
endanger  your  safety.  Religion  has  bad  its 
martyrs ;  but  surely  no  one  is  called  on  to  sacri- 
fice himself  for  that  which  relates  only  to  the 
affairs  of  this  perishing  world.* 

"  Camilla,"  said  the  Revolutionist,  with  deep 
solemnity  in  his  manner ;  "  you  do  not  attach 
sufficient  importance  to  this  question ;  it  is  whe- 
ther the  majority  of  mankind  shall  still  move 
'through  life  in  degradation,  wronged,  insulted, 
and  tyrannized  over  by  the  few ;  or  whether  they 
shall  assume  their  natural  rights,  as  men  springing 
originally  from  one  stock ; — whether  the  immor- 
tal sout  of  one  being  shall  not  be  considered  of 
as  much  value  as  the  immortal  soul  of  another, 
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and  emerging  from  the  darkness  of  accumulated 
ages,  enjoy  the  light  of  moral  as  well  as  phy- 
sical freedom;  one  vast  family  bound  together 
by  an  harmonious  feeling  of  equal  privileges, 
equal  rank,  and  looking  to  God  only  as  Sovereign 
lord  of  alL — ^A  Martyr  ? — ^persecuted  for  advo- 
cating such  an  order  of  things  ? — Oh !  Camilla, 
gladly  would  I  mount  the  scaffold,  and  pour  out 
my  blood,  if  my  poor  single  life  might  but  one 
step  advance  this  glorious  cause !" 

"  You  would  die,  then?" 

**  Host  certainly.  If  among  the  heathens  of 
the  old  world,  men  were  ready  toinunolate  them- 
selves for  the  good  of  their  country — ^if  Leonidas 
could  rush  to  certain  doom,  and  Curtius  leap  into 
the  gulf  for  the  salvation  of  Rome,  ought  we  now 
to  shrink  from  death  V* 

"  Then  you  love  me  not— you  care  not  for  your 
wife,  since  for  the  sake  at  best  of  a  doubtful 
good^  you  would  leave  me  to  struggle  in  the 
world  alone."  She  paused  for  a  moment,  strain- 
ing his  hand  to  her  bosom,  and  covering  it  with 
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tears.^"  Walter,  my  husband,  say,  do  you  not 
love  me  7  am  I  not  more  dear  to  you — " 

"  Than  all,  all  the  world  beside !  I  koow  it-^I 
feel  it  !^"  He  caught  the  weeper  in  his  arms, 
and  kissed  passionately  those  beautiful  upraised 
eyes;  and  on  his  breast,  like  a  breathing  statue,  a 
very  child  in  infantine  fondness,  she  lay ;  while 
hope  whispered  to  her  heart  that  his  delusive 
dream  might  yet  vanish — that  he  might  yet 
listen  to  her,  aod  be  happy. 

"  Camilla,"  he  said,  moving  back  her  hair 
which  fell,  like  a  rich  cloud,  over  her  face  and 
neck;  "  I  feel  the  sweet,  the  human  spells 
which  are  cast  around  me — this  renders  the 
struggle  hard,  and  this  deters  me  from  the  more 
active  measures  which  duty,  perhaps,  bids  nae 
undertake.  The  thought  that  you  are  my  wife — 
that  you  love  me,  compels  me,  in  spite  of  myself, 
to  cling  to  life." 

"  Thank  you,  dear  Walter,  for  these  welcome 
tfords !" 

"  There  that  smile  becomes  you  well,  Camilla; 
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aod  HOW,  dry  these  tears,  for  I  expect  my  friend 
to-night,  and  he  must  not  find  us  in  this  sorrow- 
ful mood." 

"  Expect  kim  again  to-night  V*  whispered 
Camilla,  in  accents  of  alarm.  "  I  do  think  you 
confide  in  that  man  too  implicitly.  Young  as  he 
is,  hi$  looks  have  something  in  them  sinister  and 
cril." 

"  Ha !  ha  f  you  seem  to  have  contracted  a 
strange  aversion  for  my  friend ;  but  with  respect 
to  his  calling  so  often,  I  do  not  solicit  him  to  do 
so;  he  wishes,  he  says,  for  the  time,  to  con- 
fer privately  with  me,  before  he  avowedly  joins 
oar  club.  He  has  talent,  and  will  be,  I  think, 
an  acquisition.  Hark!  I  hear  a  step  on  the 
stairs — perhaps;,  he  is  come." 

Camilla  felt  her  heart  throb  violently,  for  we 
need  scarcely  say  that,  according  to  previous 
appointment,  she  imagined  Clive  was  arrived. 
Such,  howeyer,  was  not  the  case,  for  the  indivi- 
dual, after  knocking,  and  opening  the  door,  proved 
to  be  the  person  her  husband  had  spoken  of.  He 
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was  mufBed  in  a  military  cloak,  and  fhHn  the 
manner  in  wluch  he  wore  his  large  slouched  hat, 
bis  features  were  scarcely  discemable.  Not 
until  he  bad  closed  the  door,  did  be  remove  the  last 
named  disguise.  He  was  a  harsh-featured  fop- 
pish young  man,  and  he  walked  into  the  room 
with  an  air  of  nonchalance,  and  a  swa^er,  which 
seemed  to  intimate  a  certain  superiority  on  his 
part,  as  though  he  conferred  an  honour  on  those 
whom  he  condescended  to  visit. 

Pellew  and  his  wife  had  been  accidentally 
thrown  into  the  company  of  this  person,  who, 
with  rather  suspicious  alacritjr,  professed  to  take 
a  great  interest  in  the  career  of  the  obscure 
litliraleuT.  He  had  evidently  money  at  his 
command,  for,  in  several  instances,  he  bad  borne 
the  expense  of  publishing  the  young  Author's 
pamphlets,  on  the  condition  of  receiving  half  of 
any  profits  which  might  accrue  from  their  sale. 
The  publications  did  not  answer,  and  yet  the 
stranger's  purse  seemed  unexhausted  ;  if,  bow- 
ever,  he  bad  any  secret  purpose  to  serve,  he 
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knew  PeUew's  spirit  too  well,  to  place  gold  di- 
rectly into  his  hands. 

Mr.  Thompson,  for  such  was  the  name  he 
bore,  was  soon  in  earnest  conversation  with  his 
friend;  the  topics  they  disciissed  had  reference 
to  the  progress  of  events  in  France.  Camilla 
now  retired  to  the  back  room,  but  as  she  left,  an 
expression  of  disappointment  was  visible  in  the 
stranger's  &ce,  and  he  followed  her  with  looks 
which,  had  her  husband  observed  him,  might 
have  roused  feelings  akin  to  jealousy,  or,  at  least, 
awakened  his  suspicions. 

A  half  an  hour  had  passed,  when  the  land- 
lady's Uttle  girl  came  to  inform  Mr.  Pellew  that 
a  gentleman  was  in  the  passage  below,  and 
wished  to  speak  with  him. 

"  Did  he  give  his  name  ?" 

"  No,  Sir." 

The  political  friends  exchanged  glances,  feel* 
ing  those  uneasy  sensations  which  men  experi- 
ence, when  they  know  themselves  to  be  marked 
objects. 
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have  precisely  &t  nine,  and  it  has  just  struck 
that  hour ;"  saying  which,  and  scarcely  waiting 
to  exchange  the  civilities  usual  at  parting, 
Thompson  hurried  past  his  friend,  and,  as  rapidly 
as  he  yas  able,  strode  down  the  stain. 


OR,  THE  FORTUNES  OF  ARCHER  CLIVE.      113 


CHAPTER  X. 

CuvB  followed  the  landlady's  child  to  the  third 
floor,  experiencing  no  small  degree  of  pain  that 
bis  foster-brother  should  be  lodged  in  so  wretched 
a  habitation.  When  he  entered  the  apartment, 
Pellew  was  leaning  by  the  fire-place  endeavour- 
ing to  be  calm,  but  oppressed  by  that  sense 
which  a  consciousness  of  past  ingratitude  calls  up 
in  the  unselfish  bosom ;  for  in  spite  of  the  ex- 
cases  of  pride,  he  felt  that  he  had  behaved 
ungenerously  to  his  early  patron,  and  kindest 
friend. 

Camilla  stood  near  her  husband,  her  eyes 
fixed  on  the  floor.  Clive  approached  silently, 
and  grasped  the  hand  of  the  peasant  student. 
Their  hearts  were  mutually   warm,  mutually 
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attached ;  no  upbraiding  vord  was  uttered  by 
either;  the  two  who  had  hung  when  infants 
on  the  iiaine  breast,  and  sported  together  in 
the  little  flower-garden  before  the  shepherd's 
cottage,  had  met  onee  more.  Fate  had  cast 
their  lots  widely  apart;  but  the  spirit  of  the 
peasant  and  of  the  patridan  owned  a  commnnity 
of  feeling;  the  barrier  of  rank,  for  that  minute, 
disappeared  from  the  view  of  both ;  they  only 
saw  each  other  with  the  »ouL 

"  Can  you  forgive  me  V  said  Pellew,  in  a 
subdued  and  choiung  tone,  for  be  was  completely 
unmanned. 

"  My  dear  Walter,"  exclaimed  Clive,  much 
moved  at  witnessing  the  emotion  of  his  warm- 
hearted friend,  and,  at  the  same  time,  shocked 
to  perceive  the  ravages  ill  health  had  made  in 
his  appearance ;  "  so  far  &om  being  greatly 
offended,  I  will  not  even  question  you  wherefore, 
during  so  long  a  period,  you  have  kept  your 
movements  secret  from  me,  and  eluded  my 
search.    But  come,  route  yourself,  be  cheerful, 
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and  introduce  me,  if  you  please,  to  Mrs. 
Pellew." 

"And you  know  I  am  married,  also?  Well, 
veil,  I  am  deeply  obliged  for  the  interest  which 
you  take  in  me,  for  I  am  certain  you  must  have 
had  no  easy  task  in  finding  me  out; — some 
Iwkseller,  perhaps  V* 

"  Yes,  a  bookseller ;  but  never  regard  that 
now ;  I  have  discovered  your  '  whereabout,' 
and  nnost  heartily  rejoiced  I  am  at  the  circum- 
stance." 

"Camilla,  this  is  the  gentleman  of  whom  you 
have  beard  me  speak  so  frequently — my  wife — 
M".  Clive. — ^We,  indeed,  consider  ourselves 
honoured  in  seeing  the  nephew  of  Lord  Eltham 
leneath  our  humble  roof." 

Clive  being  installed  in  the  best  chair  by 
the  fire-place,  Pellew  and  Camilla  seated  them- 
selves opposite.  Oh!  with  feelings  how  dif- 
ferent from  those  which  she  entertained  for  the 
person  who  had  just  left,,  did  Camilla  regard 
him  who  sat  there  I    His  open  joyous  counte- 
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nance,  mild  eyes,  and  warm  manner,  seemed  to 
diffuse  around  him  the  sunshine  of  happiness ; 
and  then  she  considered  him  in  the  light  of 
a  good  genius  come  to  rescue  her  husband  from 
the  doom  which  impended  over  him. 

Clive's  great  object,  of  course,  was  to  carry 
out  the  intentions  and  wishes  of  the  student's 
wife.  Yet  he  had  a  delicate  and  difficult  part 
to  perform.  Any  direct  allusion  to  his  repub- 
lican principles,  or  the  Society  of  Revolutionists 
which  he  had  joined,  might  excite  Pellew's  sur- 

» 

prise  that  the  other  should  have  gained  information 
on  the  subject,  while  his  suspicions  would  na- 
turally fix  on  his  wife  as  the  betrayer  of  his 
secrets.  Yet  poor  Camilla  had  played  him  false 
,1  only  to  save  him,  perhaps,  from  the  scaffold, 

i  Clive,  consequently,  proceeded  to  his  task  with 

''  extreme  caution.     He  began  by  avowing  his 

vt  own  opinions  in  reference  to  the  convulsed  state 

of  the  times,  and  the  dangerous  doctrines  which 
Priestly,  Price,  and  Earl  Stanhope,  were  dis- 
seminating in  England.  He  drew  out  his  friend, 
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who^  warming  more  and  more  as  he  discussed 
tlie  question,  scrupled  not  to  divulge  his  real 
sentiments,  as,  indeed,  he  gloried  in  them. 

Clive  then  perceived  that  Pellev^  not  only 
entirely  approved  of  the  first  measures  and  prin- 
ciples of  the  Gallic  Revolution,  but  the  more 
moderate  or  middle  men,  such  as  Lafayette, 
Siejes,  and  the  Mayor  Bailiy,  were  the  objects 
of  bis  especial  scorn;  his  divinities  were  the 
Juumalist  Marat,  Brissot,  Danton,  and  he,  sur- 
named  the  Incorruptible,*  who  was  shortly  to 
figure  "  the  bloodiest  tyrant  of  them  all/' 

"  My  dear  Pellew,  I  thank  you  for  the  candid 
way  in  which  you  have  confessed  your  political 
creed,  and  you  need  not  fear  that  I  shall  betray 
you;  yet  I  cannot  but  think  that  were  you 
known  to  entertain  such  revolutionary  doctrines, 
you  would  not  altogether  be  free  from  danger." 

"  Danger  T  must  he  who  would  serve  his 
country  shrink  from  danger  ?— Shame  on  me  to 
couple  my  poor  name  with  the  glorious  patriots 

*  Robetpivire. 
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of  the  past !  but  did  the  elder  Bnitos,  when  be 
pnrged  Bome  of  her  prafiigale  kings,  hesiinte 
through  B  sense  of  fear  1  Did  our  own  Hampden, 
when  he  vindicated  the  rights  of  the  subject- 
stop  short  in  hi?  course,  intimidated  by  the 
threats  of  the  tyrant  Chariest — Oh!  no;  he 
who  would  scrupulously  weigh  his  own  safety 
in  the  balance  against  the  welfare  and  salvation 
of  his  country,  is  unworthy  the  name  of  a 
Briton !" 

"  Bui,  my  friend,  if  your  scheme  of  perfecta- 
bility,  embradng  an  equality  of  property  and 
rank,  be  only  a  chimera;  if,  like  Sidney,  yon 
but  plan  a  republic,  the  realization  nf  which 
involves  an  impn^nbility ;  are  you  justified  in 
sacrificing  yourself  and  iho«e  who  depend  on 
you  for  bread,  to  a  beautiful  vision,  an  Utopia  of 
the  brain  ?" 

We  pursue  not  the  d.  fence  of  Pellew,  who, 
in  his  ardour,  seemed  entirely  to  have  forgotten 
the  promise  which,  a  few  minutes  previously, 
he  had  made  his  wife.     Suffice  it  to  say,  that 
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Clire  used  every  endeavour  in  his  power  to 
otmvince  his  firiend  of  errors  which  might  lead 
to  such  deplorable  consequeuces.  Oh!  how 
Camilla  hung  on  his  words,  and  prayed  in- 
wardly to  heaven  that  his  humane  exertions 
might  not  be  unavailing !  Her  colour  went  and 
came,  and  her  palpitating  heart  seemed  too  large 
for  the  bosom  in  which  it  beat. 

Once  Pellew  seemed  to  waver,  and  yield  to 
the  arguments  of  the  refined  and  classic  disciple 
of  Burke ;  but  enthusiasm  was  too  strong  for 
the  calmer  dictates  of  reason.  Imagination,  like 
a  wild  horse,  champed  the  bit  of  sober  reality, 
uui  burst  away,  and  could  not  be  contreuled. 
His  heart  was  honest,  his  motives  were  pure ; 
it  was  an  infatuation  which  possessed  him ;  a 
political  monomania;  a  moral  plague  breathed 
into  his  soul  by  his  recent  studies:  he  only 
saw,  in  the  Commonalty  of  England,  a 
race  of  crouching  slaves;  in  their  superiors, 
profligate  task-masters;  and,  in  their  kings,  li- 
censed tyrants;  and  to  change  the  order  of 
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existing  things,  be  was  prepared  to  nin  any  des- 
perate lengtb ,  and  meet,  if  called  oa,  deatb  itself! 

Clive  was  almost  in  despaii  at  perceiving  the 
tenactty  with  which  the  young  Revolutionist 
clung  to  his  opinions ;  nevertheless,  he  did  not 
exhibit  any  irritation,  or  impatience  of  manner, 
but  glanced  encouragingly  at  the  anxious  wife. 

"  My  dear  friend,  we  will  argue  this  question 
no  more  for  the  present ;  I  wish  you,  however, 
to  make  me  a  promise." 

"  What  may  it  be  ?" 

"  The  Government  has  issued  orders  for  the 
suppression  of  certain  secret  societies  that  are 
known  to  meet  for  revolutionary  purposes,  the 
members  of  which,  if  taken,  will  be  dealt-  with 
as  traitors  to  their  country." 

"  Traitors  ?"  interrupted  Pellew,  proudly 
rearing  his  head,  his  thin  cheek  flushing,  and  his 
brilliant  eyes  burning  with  an  almost  unnatural 
light.    ' 

"  Promise  me,  my  friend,  promise  me  that  you 
will  never  link  yourself  to  these  dangerous,  and, 
I  may  add,  doomed  societies." 
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"  Traitors  to  their  country  !*'  repeated  the 
ReTolutiomst  "  Call  them  rather  saviours, 
dianterested  patriots,  the  AristogitonSi  the  Bru- 
tos'Si  the  Tells  of  England !  I  may  not  give 
the  pledge  you  desire,  and  for  a  cogent  reason — 
I  have  already  received  the  great  honour  of 
being  enrolled  as  a  member  of  one  of  these  As- 
sodations !'' 

Although  Clive  bad  reason  to  suspect  the  fact 
which  Pellew  had  confessed,  he  did  not  feel  the 
less  for  the  perilous  position  of  his  deluded 
friend.  He  rose  with  energy,  and  placed  his  hand 
on  his  arm;  "  Is  it  then  so  ? — but  thank  God,  you 
bave  not  yet  proceeded  so  far  that  you  may  not 
disentangle  your  feet  from  the  snare.  1  adjure 
you  in  the  name  of  your  wife,  who  hangs  on  you 
for  support,  and  who  has  given  up  all  for  your 
love!  I  beseech  you  by  the  memory  of  our 
early  ties,  and  by  our  present  friendship !  I  call 
on  you  in  the  sacred  names  of  virtue  and  reli- 
gion,  to  step  back  from  the  precipice  of  evil 
which  you  have  approached — the  grave  of  in- 


L22 


THB  BTENTFVL  EPOCH ; 


famy  which  yawns  at  your  feet ! — disBolre  your 
coonexion  with  these  societies  !  fly  fiom  them, 
I  beseech  you — fly  !*' 

The  passionate  earnestness,  and  solemn  energy, 
with  which  Clive  uttered  these  words,  produced 
ao  effect  even  on  the  resolute  spirit  of  the  en- 
thusiastic democrat  Camilla,  who  hitherto  had 
observed  silence,  waiting  with  intense  anxiety 
the  issue  of  the  discussion,  could  restrain  her 
bursting  feelings  no  longer,  but,  rushing  forward, 
she  threw  herself  into  her  husband's  arms, 
crying  in  an  agony  of  tears : 

"  Walter,  hear  him  !  my  husband,  my  dear 
husband !  despise  not  his  warning !  if  it  be  only 
for  my  sake — the  9ake  of  one  who  loves  you  so 
unutterably — "  sobs  choked  further  words,  but 
she  still  looked  imploringly  into  his  face,  straining 
his  hands,  and  grasping  his  clothes  in  her  impor- 
tunate agony. 

These  united  appeals  seemed,  for  a  fewminutes, 
to  overpower  Pellew :  his  head  drooped  on  his 
breast  which  heaved  with  the  emotions  pent  up 
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and  struggling  there ;  while  tears  dimmed  those 
e^es  which  lately  flashed  defiance  and  indignation. 

"  You  tempt  me ; — this  struggle  is  almost  too 
great  to  bear.  To  you,  my  wife,  I  owe  a  debt  of 
love ;  and  to  you,  Mr.  Clive,  I  am  bound  by  the 
ties  of  gratitude  and  friendship ;  but  my  obli- 
gations to  my  country  are  greater.  I  have  put 
my  hand  to  the  plough,  and  cannot  turn  back ;  I 
am  sworn  to  crush  tyrants,  and  cannot  violate 
my  oath.  For  the  sake  of  my  dear  wife,  I  promise 
not  to  run  into  unnecessary  danger ;  but  if  in  the 
great  work  in  which  I  may  be  destined  to  act  an 
humble  part,  I  fall  a  victim,  or  am  called  upon 
to  seal  my  love  of  right  and  justice  with  my 
blood,  6od*s  will  be  done !'' 

Need  we  add  more  ?  Clive  was  convinced  that 
Us  mission  was  hopeless ;  yet  he  would  not,  by 
word  or  look,  intimate  the  despondency  he  felt  to 
Camilla.  She,  the  gentle  and  faithful  one,  with 
tbe  trustfulness  of  her  sex,  would  hope  on,  through 
sorrow  and  darkness,  to  the  last. 

Taking  an  affectionate  leave  of  each,  and 

VOL.  I  o 
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begging  to  be  allowed  shortly  to  repeat  his  visit, 
Clive  quitted  the  house,  and  proceeded  towards 
bis  own  home,  pondering  on  an  intemew  which 
affiiided  much  food  for  curious  apecolatioD,  as 
well  as  regretful  thought 
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CHAPTER  XL 

Clivb  had  paid  his  visit  to  Gregories,*  the  seat 
of  the  philosophic  and  truly  amiable  Mr.  Burke ; 
there,  like  Horace  of  old  on  his  Sabine  farm,  did 
the  great  politician  recreate  his  mind  among 
gardens  and  green  fields,  extracting  delight  from 
all  he  surreyed — tbe  hill,  the  valley,  the  stream 
and  the  flower.  But  while  it  would  have  afforded 
lis  pleasure  to  have  expatiated  on  the  rural  occu- 
pations of  the  renowned  orator,  we  must  not 
wander  into  the  bye  paths,  however  alluring, 
that  might  lead  us  away  firom  the  great  high 
road,  along  which  it  is  our  duty  to  conduct  our 
personages. 
Through  the  interest  of  Lord  Eltham,  Clive 

*  Nfltf  BeBeonsfiald,  Bueki. 
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obtained  the  object  of  his  hopes  and  wishes- 
seat  in  the  House  of  Commons.  Youth  is  ever 
too  sanguine  of  success  in  any  line  of  action 
which  it  may  ardently  embrace ;  and,  perhaps, 
the  young  politician  falls  more  frequently  into 
this  error,  as  regards  senatorial  eminence,  than 
any  other  class  of  ambitious  men.  Clive  might 
have  been  conscious  of  intellectual  power,  yet 
he  was  not  presumptuous ;  and  the  night  on 
which  he  intended  to  make  his  maiden  speech, 
he  went  down  to  the  House  with  that  nervous 
anxiety,  that  hesitation,  amounting  almost  to  des- 
pondency, which  are  inseparable  from  the  aspira- 
tions of  the  unpractised  orator. 

The  morning  after  dive's  first  attempt  at 
public  speaking,  Lady  Eltham  was  seated  in 
the  breakfast-room  of  the  mansion  in  Grosvenor 
Square.  She  was  poring  over  her  favourite 
paper,  for  her  ladyship,  in  her  own  estimation, 
was  a  profound  politician.  Lord  Eltham  was 
quietly  drinking  his  chocolate,  and  Miss  Smirk 
was  dividing  her  attention,  as  equally  as  she 
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could,  between  a  thin  slice  of  dry  toast,  as  thin 
and  shrivelled  as  herself,  and  the  pleasing  task  of 
watching  the  features,  and  gestures,  of  her  be- 
Io?ed  Patroness. 

"  Ha !  ha !  the  puppy  has  begun  already  to 
expose  himself,  I  perceive!*'  exclaimed  Lady 
Eltham  with  a  bud  laugh :  "  It  is  too  ridiculous, 
I  most  declare." 

"  I  am  happy  to  see  your  ladyship  so  amused 
dns  morning — ^ha !  ha !"  repeated  the  echo  of 
tbe  Vicountess,  Bfiss  Smirk. 

"  What  is  so  very  ridiculous,  my  dear,  if  I 
may  ask  the  question  ]"  said  his  lordship,  look- 
ing at  his  wife  through  his  spectacles. 

**  Why,  that  Nephew  of  yours,  that  coxcomb. 
Archer  Gliye,  has  dared  to  speak  on  the  slave- 
qoestion:  Oh!  incomparable  impudence! — and 
this,  I  suppose,  is  his  maiden  speech — bah !" 

Lord  Elthfiun  started  up — "  Bless  my  soul !  I 
bd  DO  idea  that  the  boy  intended  to  take  part 
in  hist  night's  debate,  or  I  should  certainly 
have  gone  to   the   gallery   to   hear  his  first 
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essay.  But  I  trust  he  has  not  been  unfavourably 
received." 

''  Oh,  no !  not  at  all  !^nly  hissed,  coughed 
down,  and  hooted  at — ^ha !  hal  how  diverting!'' 

"  Exactly,  your  Ladyship ;"  observed  Miss 
Smirk ;  ''  coughed  down,  and  hooted  at;  the 
thing  must  have  been  immensely  diverting.  I  am 
so  rejoiced  that  your  Ladyship  is  in  such  spirits 
to-day." 

Minda,  who  had  been  sitting  near  her  father, 
felt,  as  may  be  presumed,  even  more  anxiety 
than  the  old  Nobleman :  yet  she  was  reluctant 
to  betray,  in  the  presence  of  her  parents,  the 
intense  interest  which  was  secretly  agitating  her 
heart.  Her  mother's  last  words,  however,  forced 
her  to  cast  off  that  veil  of  indifference  with 
which  she  had  striven  to  envelop  her  feelings. 

''  Father,  will  you — ^will  you  read  the  speech 
aloud — that  is,  if  it  be  agreeable  to  mamma." 

"  Oh !  I  have  no  objection,  of  course,  none ;" 
cried  Lady  Eltham,  passing  the  Monitor  to  her 
husband :  ''  But  I  can  assure  you  the  young 
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nuin'8  giaDdiloquence  is  too  absurd  to  waste  a 

fflomenfs  breath  upon Miss  Smirk,  you  have 

not  finished  your  breakfast  1" 

"  Quite,  your  Ladyship.  Shall  I  assist  your 
Ladyship  to  some  marmalade  1 — '  coughed  down, 
hooted  at — '  how  immensely  diverting !" 

The  poor  gentleman,  with  trembling  lip  .and 
hesitating  voice,  commenced  reading  the  speech 
of  his  Nephew.  From  what  his  wife  had  as- 
serted, he  doubted  not  that  Archer  had  ''  broken 
down ;"  for  it  is  far  more  difficult  to  brave  the 
laughter  of  one*s  feUows,  than  to  triumph  over 
their  harshest  criticism,  and  severest  censures. 
The  long  struggle  which  Wilberforce  maintained 
for  the  passing  of  his  slavery-bill,  and  his  inde- 
btigable  endeavours  to  awaken  in  men's  minds 
a  sense  of  humanity  and  justice,  equivalent  to 
their  love  of  gain,  are  subjects  too  well  known  to 
require  even  a  passing  comment.  The  question 
being  nearly  an  open  one,  on  which  members 
were  at  liberty  to  vote,  unshackled  by  the  usual 
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trammels  of  partji  Cliye  did  not  hesitate  to 
espouse  the  side  of  humanity ;  and,  on  the  pre- 
sent occasion,  he  had  risen  to  reply  to  the  very 
violent  tirade  of  a  City  Member,  whose  commer- 
cial  interests  made  it  imperative  that  blacks 
should  be  torn  from  their  homes. 

As  Lord  Eltham  proceeded  with  the  harangue 
of  his  Nephew,  it  was  indeed  evident  that  many 
in  the  house  did  resort  to  those  annoying  means 
consisting  of  coughing,  talking,  and  laughing, 
which  old  stagers  consider  themselves  authorised 
to  adopt  in  order  to  put  down  a  young  orator. 
Perhaps  the  paper,  for  the  sake  of  effect,  des- 
cribed the  ridicule  heaped  upon  the  speaker  as 
being  greater  than,  in  reality,  it  was :  be  this  as 
it  might,  indignation  was  the  predominant  feel- 
ing in  the  breast  of  Lord  Eltham  ;  Minda,  with 
great  difficulty,  could  restrain  her  tears;  while 
Lady  Eltham  rubbed  her  hands,  and  laughed 
with  all  her  soul. 

"  Excellent !— conceit  should  ever  thus  recoil 
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on  itsell — He  attempt  to  defend  the  Negroesi 
be,  wbo  could  not  defend  himself  against  a  puppy 

dogr 
"  Toar  Ladyship   is  severe,"    lisped  Miss 

Smirk,  **  but  that  is  indeed  a  brilliant  sally  1 — 
goodness  gracious !  your  Ladyship's  witticisms 
&r  surpass  those  of  that  clever  Frenchman, 
La  Rochefoucauld ;  they  ought  to  be  written  in 
a  book.** 

^'Why,  those  hideous  blackamoors  would 
scarcely  themselves  thank  their  doughty  cham- 
pion Archer  Clive,  Esquire,  for  his  exertions  on 
their  bdidf ;  and  had  they  heard  his  rhodomon- 
tade  last  night,  the  thick-lipped  monsters  would 
even  have  out-grinned  Fox,  Burke,  and  aU  the 
Parliamentary  Brotherhood,  I  warrant" 

What  an  odd  idea !  how  excessively  droll!" 
Lady  Eltham — ^I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear, 
but  may  I  trespass  on  your  patience  so  far  as  to 
be  permitted  to  read  the  conclusion  of  Archer's 
speech;  for  I  perceive  that,  notwithstanding  the 
oooghing  and  crowing  of  certain  members,  he 
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perseveringly  biaret  the  stOEin,  and  wins  a  hear- 
ing at  last" 

And  Lord  Eltham,  with  his  lady's  consent, 
proceeded.  The  tables  were  now  turned  in  a 
remarkable  manner ;  the  ear  of  the  House,  the 
Monitor  observed — for  papers  in  those  days, 
dealt  largely  in  such  parenthetical  remarks — the 
ear  of  the  House  "  had  been  gained."  The 
truth  was,  that  those  who,  a  few  minutes  pre- 
viously, were  most  vociferous  in  their  condem- 
nation, listened ;  and  they  who  at  first  had  been 
struck  by  the  singular  elegance  of  manner,  and 
the  felicitous  language  of  the  young  orator,  were 
charmed  and  astounded  by  the  increasing  power 
of  his  declamation,  and  the  arguments  which, 
luminouB  aa  forcible,  fell  from  his  lips.  The 
N^ro  had  indeed  in  him  an  advocate  worthy 
of  his  cause ;  and  this  was  attested,  on  one 
occasion,  by  tears  which  stood  in  tbe  eyes  of 
several  by  no  means  famous  for  warm  hearted- 
ness,  or  philanthropy. 

"  At  the  conclusion  of  Mr.  Olive's  remarkable 
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speech/'  wrote  the  Monitor^ ''  the  House  was  as 
much  exdted,  as  it  was  taken  by  surprise. 
Certainly  a  greater  effect  had  not  been  pro- 
duced by  any  harangue  since  that  delivered  by 
Sheridan  in  Westminster  Hall,  during  the  me- 
morable trial  of  Mr.  Warren  Hastings.  Burke 
and  Fox  cheered  the  young  Member  who  had 
a&rded  them  so  much  pleasure ;  and  Wilber- 
ferce,  being,  as  may  be  conjectured,  more  deeply 
interested  in  the  question  than  any  other  pre- 
sent, absolutely  ran  up  to  the  speaker,  and 
WBrmly  shook  him  by  the  hand.  In  short,  as 
if  to  make  amends  for  their  ungracious  reception 
of  a  man  of  whom  they  had  known  nothing,  all 
the  Members  in  the  House  of  Commons,  with 
the  exception  of  a  few  most  determined  opposi- 
tionists, murmured  applam^." 

"And  this.  Lady  Eltham,"  said  the  good 
old  Nobleman  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  his 
face  covered  with  smiles,  "  This  is  Archer's 
maiden  speech ! — ^"pon  my  word,  I  don't  think 
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after  alt  it  ie  so  bad ;  nor  need  we  be  ashamed 
of  him." 

"  Oh !  he's  a  charlatan,  for  all  that — his 
tirade  is  a  mere  flash  in  the  pan ;  frothy  fools 
take  amazingly  at  first.  What  think  you  Miss 
Smirk  t" 

"  I  cannot  but  be  of  your  Ladyship's  opinion — 
flash  in  the  pan — frothy — the  last  metaphor 
borrowed  from  the  foam  of  the  sea — ^bless  me ! 
what  very  ^posite  expressions !  If  I  may  ven- 
ture to  say  it,  I  think  the  honourable  Mr.  Hector 
will  make  a  &r  better  orator  than  Mr.  Archer 
Clive." 

"  Minda,  my  child,  what  is  the  matter  with 
youl"  inquired  Lord  Eltbam,  for  the  girl  had 
turned  from  him,  and  was  leaning  forward  with 
her  handkerchief  before  her  fiice.  Excess  of 
joy,  in  some  cases,  is  as  difficult  to  support  as 
excess  of  grief;  nor  does  it  produce  altogether 
eflects  dissimilar. 

"  Father,  forgive  me !"  cried  Minda,  starting 
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up,  and  throwing  her  arms  around  the  old  man's 
Deck;  "  I  know  not  why  I  am  so  elated,  but 
I— I  feel  so  happy — my  heart  is  bursting^Ar- 
cher  is  triumphant — no,  no,  it  is  not  that — I  do 
not  know  what  I  say."" 

And  with  tears  brightened  by  the  sunshine  of 
miles,  she  stooped  her  blushing  fieu^e  on  her  fa- 
ther's shoulder;  and,  for  some  few  moments,  no 
aoond  was  heard  in  that  room  but  the  musical 
laughter  of  Lady  Eltham. 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 


CABLTON-House — that  word  la  sufficient  to  call 
up  visions  of  splendour,  of  luxury,  and  bright- 
eyed  mirth,  now  passed  away  with  the  royal 
occupant,  and  the  matchless  beauties  who  la- 
vished upon  him  their  smiles.  Carlton-Houae ! 
it  was  the  seat  of  elegance  and  '  ton,'  whence, 
as  in  a  mighty  mirror,  fashion  was  reflected  to 
the  four  comers  of  good  King  George's  Domi- 
nions.  The  Prince,  with  the  '  nod'  of  supremacy, 
and  elevated  above  those  around  him  on  the 
Ol3rmpus  of  royalty,  was  the  Jupiter  in  the  Hea- 
vens of  gallantry  and  pleasure ;  and  the  beau- 
teous Georgiana  Duchess  of  Devonshire,  sur- 
rounded by  her  graces — the  Cravens,  Windbams, 
and  Jerseys — reigned  as  the  Venus,  fresh  and 
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kveljTy  bom  of  the  foam   of  fashion  and  of 
wit. 

The  entrie  to  Carlton-Housei  which  at  once 
stamped  the  coin  of  a  nmn's  pretentions  to  rank 
and  place,  as  genuine,  was  as  much  an  object  of 
amUtion,  and  as  eagerly  sought  after,  as  admis- 
sion to  Alnaacks  b}*^  the  parvenu  in  the  pre- 
sent day.  The  parties  who  usually  met  within 
those  gorgeous  halls,  were  men  distinguished  in 
the  political  world ;  hence  the  prominent  places 
assigned  to  dice -loving  Fox,  Burke,  and  purse- 
less  Sheridan.  Yet  while  politics  might  be  the 
password  through  the  gates,  Pleasure  was  com- 
moDly  the  high  Priestess  whose  orgies  were 
celebrated  within.  It  is  true,  the  most  brilliant 
^och  had  passed,  when  the  Duke  de  Chartres 
and  the  Prince  of  Wales  ran  a  race  in  dissipa- 
tion and  extravagance;  nevertheless,  though 
enjoyment,  as  regarded  the  latter,  had  nearly  dug 
its  own  grave  in  the  great  cemetery  of  satiety, 
routs,  fetes,  and  galas,  were  still  the  order  of 
the  day. 
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On  a  certain  night,  cbariots  and  carriages,  a 
lengthened  traio,  were  emptying  their  glittering 
contents  into  the  magnificent  residence  of  which 
we  have  been  speaking.  The  entrance-hall  was 
alive  with  footmen,  and  servitors  in  the  most 
sumptuous  liveries.  The  apartments,  from  the 
octagonal  chamber  to  the  grand  supper-room, 
were  hung  with  antique  tapestry,  and  crimson 
draperies,  and  were  lightedup  by  Chinese  lanterns 
and  silver  candelabra  of  exquisite  workman- 
ship. The  chalked  floors  of  the  ball-rooms 
presented  a  series  of  mosaic  devices,  such  as 
beautify  the  Moorish  halls  of  the  ancient  Albam- 
bra.  There  was  a  wilderness  of  flowers  and 
aromatic  shrubs ;  and  far  away  in  the  Conser- 
vatory, fountains  were  playing,  and  birds  singing, 
the  latter  mistaking  the  A^r-Aing  lights  of  the 
pendent  lamps  for  the  risen  sun,  and  the  odour- 
breathing  waters,  plants,  and  whispering  leaves, 
for  the  scenes,  perhaps,  which  tbey  once  re> 
veiled  among,  in  their  native  Isles  of  the 
Tropic  Seaa. 
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Plumes  were  now  waving,  jewels  sparkling, 

and  brighter  eyes  glancing,  while  laughter  was 

lioging,  and  masic  floating  every  where.    The 

Prince  waltzed  with  the  Queen  of  Love,  the 

Dtichessof  Devonshire;  and afterthem,  swam  and 

tamed  in  graceful  mazes,  a  crowd  oielegans^  the 

oeobe-ribboned  and '  gartered,^  and  the  beauseze 

in  brocade  and  satin,  with  long  trains,  and  little 

tantalizing  hoops,  and  blazing  in  gems,  the  price 

of  a  kingdom. — ^The  gorgeous  rooms,  and  happy 

faces,  the  streams  of  melody  pouring  from  harp 

and  flute,  and  the  light  of  countless  lamps  falling 

in  softest  brilliancy  over  all,  conspired  to  render 

the  scene  one  of  enchantment,  realizing  the  most 

splendid   vision    ever   shadowed  forth  in  the 

'  Thousand  and  one  Nights." 

Lord  Eltham  was  there,  but,  apart  from  the 
whirl  and  glitter,  he  was  walking,  in  the  picture- 
gallery,  in  company  with  Charles  Fox,  and  the 
immortal  in  soul,  though  frail  in  body.  Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds:  the  Peer's  stately  wife,  however,  had 
joined  the  dancers,  honouring  the    witty  and 
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light-heftrted  Sheridan  with  her  hand ;  her  fa- 
vourite son  Hector,  also,  led  out  Lady  Jersey, 
whose  beauty  was  accounted  but  little  inferior 
to  that  of  the  reigning  goddess  of  the  Carlton 
Elysium — the  '  sweet  Geoi^na'  of  Devonshire. 

And  had  Minda,  the  gentle  studious  Minda, 
found  her  way  likewise  to  that  temple  of  plea- 
sure 1 — she  was  leaning  on  the  arm  of  the  talented 
but  unfortunate  son  of  Burke, — the  father's  hope 
and  pride,  but  on  whom  the  shadow  of  the  grave 
had  already  follen.  And  why  did  she  listen  to 
him  80  attentively!  why  did  her  eyes  brighten  7 
because  he  spoke  of  Clive  as  his  new  and  valued 
friend,  and  applauded  his  talents,  and  launched 
into  encomiums  on  his  late  speech  in  the  House 
of  Commons. 

"  Is  your  courin  here.  Hiss  Clive  ?" 

"  I  im^ne  he  is ;"  answered  Minda,  in  a  low 
voice. 

"  The  throng  is  so  great,  however,  that  I  fear 
we  have  little  chance  of  finding  him." 

And  young  Burke  spoke  the  truth.  He  of 
whom  they  talked  was  divided  from  them  by  the 
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pramenaders  and  the  dancers ;  Clive,  indeed, 
had  been  seeking  Minda  to  no  purpose.  He 
was  now  leaning  over  the  back  of  a  gilded  and 
coruMisly  carved  chair,  watching  the  gay  per- 
formers of  a  cotillon :  his  eye  had  singled  out  a 
beauty  the  most  striking  and  dazzling  of  the 
bright  bevy.  Love  at  first  sight  is,  perhaps,  by 
DO  means  so  rare  an  occurrence  as  may  be  be- 
fieved ;  for  as  the  impressions  which  we  receive 
of  the  beautiful  are  commonly  instantaneous;  so 
is  the  soul  touched,  and  the  heart  moved.  Clive 
beheld  and  admired;  and  admiration  speedily 
begot  a  feeling  which,  if  not  passion,  very  nearly 
resembled  it 

The  lady  who  thus  rivetted  his  attention  was 
about  one  and  twenty.  To  say  that  she  was 
remarkably  handsome  would  give  but  a  feeble 
idea  of  the  witchery  of  her  countenance,  and  the 
elegance  of  her  mien.  Her  beauty  differed  from 
the  general  style  of  that  of  her  countrywomen, 
for  she  was  of  Scotland ;  her  complexion  was 
dark ;  her  eyes,  also,  and  hair,  were  black  as 
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death ;  she  might  have  been  taken  for  a  native  of 
Spain  or  sunny  Italj ;  yet,  in  some  respeclB, 
true  to  her  Scottish  origin,  she  had  the  Spanish 
lady's  htattear  and  grace,  without  her  passionate 
temperament ;  indeed,  her  manner  had  more  of 
pride  than  warmth  or  sweetness ;  and  she  ap- 
peared one  of  those  beauties  calculated  rather 
to  dazzle  and  fascinate,  tfaan  to  awake  in  the 
bosom  the  tenderer  sentiments  elicited  by  amia- 
bility of  mind. 

The  cotilloD  having  been  concluded,  it  was 
not  long  before  Clive  obtained  an  introduction  to 
the  lady  who  so  unaccountably  interested  him. 
With  the  quick  perception  of  a  woman,  the  fair 
stranger  was  not  slow  in  discovering  the  impres- 
sion she  had  made  :  she  danced  with  him,  and 
shortly  after  they  aught  have  been  seen  walking 
together  in  the  Conservatory,  listening  to  the 
birds,  or  half  burying  themselves  in  a  forest  of 
leafy  shrubs. 

"  So,  you  are  the  cousin  of  my  esteemed 
friend.  Miss  Minda  Clive ;"  said  Lady  Gertrude 
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Kenmore,  as,  with  face  half  averted,  she  glanced 
•ichly  at  the  young  Member  for  C — p-  "  This 
neeting  being  so  completely  accidental,  is 
strange,  to  say  the  least  of  it." 

"  I  grant  it.  Lady  Gertrude :  but  countless 
times  I  have  heard  Minda  speak  of  you,  since 
ber  trip  to  Scotland.  Her  description  of  you 
appeared  to  me  so  extravagantly  panegyrical, 
tbat  I  placed  all  to  the  account  of  a  warm  imagi- 
aatioD.  I  find  now  that  the  imagination  was 
cold,  and  the  picture  far  short  of  the  original." 

"  You  compliment  prettily,  Mr.  Clive.  I  sup- 
pose you  have  been  to  Paris  lately,  and  have 
taken  lessons  of  that  European  beau,  the  Cho- 
ker de  BoufBers ;  but  flattery,  I  assure  you, 
is  lost  on  my  poor  self;  I  neither  understand,  nor 
care  arush  for  the  finestcomplimentsin  the  world." 

The  very  reverse  was  the  case ; — ^that  woman 
lived  on  the  manna  of  '' sweet  applauses;"  de- 
prive her  of  the  atmosphere  of  flattery,  and  the 
worship  of  her  danglers,  her  existence  would 
bave  been  dark—  a  blank  indeed. 
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"  I  allow.  Lady  Gertnide,  that  tbe  homage 
of  the  lip,  or  the  baidiog  of  the  knee  belbre  the 
flhrine  of  beauty,  is  bat  a  tithe  of  what  she  is 
entitled   to   demand;    the  pro^ntioo  of  the 


"  Oh !  do  not  talk  of  hearts,  I  pray!  our  brief 
acquaintance  warranlsracfa  conversation,  tndy — 
Hearts,  Mr.  Clive  1  you  will  pomtively  frighten 
me  away  from  you." 

And  this  was  a  portion  of  the  oonvetsation 
which  passed  between  that  beautiful  coquette 
and  him  who  was  fast  yielding  to  tbe  Armida's 
spells.  But  such  diak^e,  however  interesting 
to  the  parties  between  whom  it  takes  place,  will 
scarcely  admit  of  being  pursued.  Whatever 
might  have  been  the  young  beauty's  sentiments, 
the  charm  of  the  sweet  Sorceress  had  done  its 
work  upon  the  heart  of  Clive.  Tbe  respect,  the 
regard,  the  tender  affection,  which  he  entertained 
for  the  gentle  being  who  loved  him  too  blindly, 
and  too  well,  were  as  nothing  to  the  newly-born 
oversweeping  passion  which  had  now  sprung  to 
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life  in  his  breast.  But  we  leave  him  to  his 
sensations  of  sweet  anxiety,  and  the  paradise  of 
those  hopes  whose  joys  but  too  frequently  mock 
fruition. 

It  was  in  a  room  adjoining  the  Conservatory 
that  Minda,  released  from  the  attentions  of 
Barkers  son,  was  walking  with  her  father. 
She  had  not  yet  seen  him  who  was  the  mono* 
poliserofher  every  thought;  and  her  eye,  in 
painful  suspense,  wandered  from  one  to  the  other 
among  the  glittering  throng.  Her  hair  bound 
by  a  bandeau  of  pearls ;  her  white  satin  dress 
sveejnng  the  ground  in  accordance  with  the  pre- 
vailing mode ;  and  her  rounded  arm  uncovered 
to  the  elboWi  where  the  open  sleeve  was  termi- 
nated by  falls  of  the  richest  lace — the  appearance 
of  liCnda,  one  blemish  excepted,  was  little  less 
hrilfiant  than  that  of  the  most  distinguished 
beauty  present ;  and  yet  the  conviction  of  the 
''  one  blemish"  did  constantly  recur  to  her ;  and 
with  a  morbid  sensitiveness  she  imagined  that, 
▼herever  she  turned,  eyes  were  fixed  upon  her 
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in  derision.  What  did  the  poor  lame  girl  there  1 
she  asked  herself;  would  that  she  had  buried 
herself  in  her  accustomed  solitude  at  home! 
her  sole  motive,  also,  for  mixing  in  the  crowd, — 
the  hope  of  seeing  Clive, — was  likely  to  be 
defeated. 

Lord  Eltham  led  his  daughter  into  the  fra- 
grant maze  of  shrubs  and  flowers.  Near  an 
arbour  of  roses,  over  which  burned  a  purple 
lamp,  and  surrounded  by  statues  of  cupids  and 
wood-nymphs,  were  seen  a  lady  and  gentleman 
in  close  conversation ;  the  face  of  the  former  was 
half  averted  from  him  who  seemed  to  woo  her, 
and  his  attitude  and  gestures  bespoke  a  pas- 
sionate earnestness,  the  meaning  of  which  could 
not  be  mistaken. 

Natural  curiosity  prompted  Minda,  for  a  few 
moments,  to  gaze  on  the  lovers,  for  such  she 
presumed  they  were.  The  gentleman  now  held 
the  lady's  hand  in  his,  and  was  raising  it  to  his 
lips,  when  the  latter  turned  hastily  around,  pro- 
bably to  chide  him ;  and  as  they  stood  in  that 
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position,  the  rays  from  the  lamp  fell  on  the 
ooontenance  of  each,, and  Minda  instantly  recog- 
msed  her  friend  Lady  Gertrude  Kenmore,  and 
Archer  Cliye ! 

The  first  sensation  which  oppressed  the  poor 
girl  was  an  icy  coldness  that  seemed  to  arrest 
the  current  of  her  blood,  and  creep  to  her  heart. 
She  could  scarcely  breathe,  and  only  supported 
herself  by  pressing  heavily  on  her  father's  arm. 
The  worst  that  her  fears  had  anticipated  had 
come  to  pass — the  hour  she  had  so  long  dreaded 
was  at  length  arrived — he  whom  she  worshipped 
more  like  a  divinity  than  an  human  being,  loved 
another ;  and  the  conviction  brought  with  it  not 
the  common  passion  of  jealousy,  but  a  feeling  of 
desolation,  a  crushing  bitterness,  to  which  all 
her  previous  sorrows  appeared  but  light  and 
trivial. 

"  Father,  I  am  unwell — ^will  you — ^lead  me  to 
the  carriage  ?" 

"You  alarm  me,  my  child!    what  is  the 
matter  r 

VOL  I.  H 
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Lord  Eltham  supported  lus  daughter  fiom 
the  rooms,  but  before  they  had  reached  the  ball, 
Minda,  overoHne,  as  her  father  imagined,  by  the 
pressure  and  heat,  &inted. 
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CHAPTER  XIIL 

Lady  Gertrude's  father,  the  Earl  of  Eenmore, 
occupied  one  of  the  large  mansions  in  the  vici- 
ni^  of  Whitehall  Gardens.  It  was  the  morn- 
ing after  the  rout  at  Carlton-House ;  Lady 
Grertrude  was  reclining  with  an  air  of  abandon 
on  a  crimson  velvet  settee  in  her  dressing-room. 
We  have  already  said  that  her  beauty  was  of  a 
very  &8cinatiiig  description;  to  a  certain  loftiness 
of  manner  which  would  not  have  done  discredit 
to  a  Queen,  she  added  a  perfection,  in  feature 
and  figure,  rarely  to  be  met  with.  A  painter 
woddhave  been  in  raptures  to  have  limned  from 
sodia  model;  and  the  Connoisseur,  who  had 
studied  woman  in  all  lands,  might  have  aUowed 
(hat,  in  her  person,  were  united  the  elegance  of 
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the  North,  and  the  voluptuous  graces  of  the 
South  :  and  yet  the  man  who  sought  a  heart ; 
who  would  read  a  soul,  unselfish  and  pure,  in  the 
bright  eyes  that  should  be  its  minor ;  and  who 
would  ask  for  woman's  dearest  attribute — feel- 
ing ;  would  find  them  not  in  I!^y  Gertrude 
Kenmore.  In  truth,  she  charmed  and  dazzled, 
not  by  the  beauty  of  mind,  but  tlie  advantages  of 
a  matchless  exterior. 

Gertrude's  mother  bemg  dead,  she  was  the 
mistress  of  her  father's  house,  and,  as  such, 
governed  it  most  absolutely.  She  had  been  in 
London  only  a  few  weeks,  and  Minda,  the  reader 
has  been  told,  had  formed  an  acquaintance 
with  her  during  a  tour  which  Lord  Eltham  and 
his  family  had  made  in  Scotland. 

Lady  Gertrude's  wtuting-maid  stood  before 
her. 

"  Grant,  I  shall  patronise  that  French  woman, 
Madame  Duckner,  no  more ;  every  thing  that  I 
had  on  me  last  night  was  in  shocking  taste." 

"  I  am  extremely  sorry,  my  lady." 
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"^  RecoUect,  I  blame  yoa  quite  as  much  as 
Madame  Duckner — ^noWy  no  speaking,  I'll  not 
be  answered.  Bring  me  a  flower^  and  place  it 
inmy  bosom  as  it  should  be  placed;  and  braid 
op  mjr  hair  a  tittle ;  that  is,  as  it  ought  to  be 
braided." 

The  obsequious  tire-weman  who  knew  her 
Bustress's  temper  weH,  with  quick  but  trembling 
band,  proceeded  with  her  task.  The  rich  locks 
were  tortured  and  twisted  into  the  legitimate 
ibrm ;  a  flower  was  placed  in  the  bosom  of  the 
&ir  one,  and  another  patch  (the  days  of  paint 
aad  patches  were  not  yet  quite  at  an  end),  intro- 
duced on  the  damask  cheek.  A  white  satin 
^Hgif  without  the  hoop,  completed  her  mom- 
ing  dress. 

"  Now  I  shaH  be  in  the  drawing-room  for  an 
boor  or  two ;  give  the  porter  instructions  that  I 
am  not  at  home." 

"  To  no  one,  my  ladyl" 

"  Yes,  no  one — Oh !  I  forgot ;  I  suppose  I 
most  be  tantalized— well«  I  will  be  at  home  to 
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Lord  Harkawaj,  Colonel  Hazard,  the  CbeTaller 
Le  Bnume,  and — and  Mr,  Clire." 
"  Will  70U  be  denied  to  any  ladies,  mj  ladyl" 
"  Pshaw  1  ladiflB ! — don't  weary  me,  Grant." 
"  Then  you  are  at  home  to  them,  I  may  pre- 
sume, my  lady." 

"  Quit  the  room— stay !  bring  that  ottoman 
fi)r  my  feet — now  fetch  my  fan — now  give  me 
that  dear  French  Novel." 

The  woman  obeyed,  and  the  next  minate  ber 
miBtiess  was  alone. 

The  apoiled  beauty  from  the  spot  where  she 
sat,  glancedatherselfis  the  opposite  mirror;  and 
08  her  eyes  wandered  from  hei  small  slippered 
foot  gradually  over  every  part  of  bei  peracm, 
until  they  rested  on  the  braids  of  her  luxuriant 
hair,  a  smile  t^  s^If-satisfiutiob,  like  sunlight 
breaking  on  a  dimpling  lake,  difiused  itself  over 
her  bewitching  features.  No  very  protracted 
period  passed  in  this  pleasing  occupation,  before 
the  coquette's  danglers,  ot,  in  other  words,  her 
victims  and  slaves,  made  their  wonted  calls;  and 


OR,  THE  FORTT7NB8  OF  ARCHER  CLXVB.      153 

the  Colonel,  the  Chevalier,  and  the  Earl,  each, 
in  his  turn,  was  piqued  and  enoonraged,  pouted 
on  yet  dismissed  with  a  hope ;  for  the  coquette's 
archery  is  intended  to  wound,  never  to  kill ;  she 
would  bind  all  in  chains,  see  all  men  sighing  at 
her  feet;  and  though  she  will  render  no  single  one 
happy  by  an  absolute  acceptance  of  bis  suit,  she 
will  not  drive  even  the  least  esteemed  to  despair. 

The  gallants  had  severally  smiled,  compli- 
mented, and  fluttered  vfrvf,  when  a  female 
visitor  was  announced;  it  was  no  other  than  our 
friend  Minda ;  yes^  she  had  come  to  see  her 
rival,  not  from  any  motives  of  resentii^ent ;  not 
to  upbraid  the  woman  who  had  driven  a  barbed 
arrow  into  her  heart-;  but  to  prove  how  far,  by 
the  philosophy  of  resignationy  she  could  triumph 
over  her  natural  feelings;  and  to  ascertain,  if 
poflsible,  the  secret  sentiments  of  one  now  doubly 
interesting  to  her,  since  he  loved  her. 

"  My  dear  Miss  Clive,  I  am  delighted  to  see 
you !"  exclaimed  Lady  Gertrude,  taking  Minda 
by  the  hand.    "  I  thank  you  for  this  call,  but  it 
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mast  be  a  long  one,  for  I  have  mucli  to  say  to 
you.  I  hope  your  carriage  does  not  wait  at  the 
door.'' 

"  No,  it  will  return  in  a  half  an  hour." 

They  sat  together.  A  little  embanassmeqt 
and  restraint  manifested  themselTes  on  the  part 
of  the  proud  beau^,  while  Minda's  sweet  smile 
was  saddened,  and  her  voice  had  taken  a  tre- 
mulous tone. 

"  You  were  at  Carlton-House  last  night,  Miss 
Clive." 

"  Did  ynu  see  me  there  V  asked  Minda, 
slightly  colouring. 

"  Yes,  and  I  was  ejdremely  sorry  that  the 
heat  and  the  crush  had  such  an  injurious  effect 
upon  you ;  I  understand  you  iainted." 

"  My  indisposition  soon  passed  away;  and  I 
am  ^uite — ^well  now".  Her  lacerated  heart,  if 
bared  to  the  view  of  her  friend,  would  have  con- 
fessed a  different  tale. 

"  Miss  Clive,"  stud  Lady  Gertrude  in  a  low 
voice,  as  if  about  Ut  make  some  important  con- 
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muuicadon ;  *'  our  friendship  conunenced  in 
Scotland;  I  need  not  say  how  much  I  value 
your  esteem :  indeed^  in  this  Metropolis  where 
I  have  now  been  some  little  time,  I  have  no 
female  friend  in  whom  I  feel  I  may  confide,  ex- 
cept yourself." 

Tkese  words  were  spoken  with  an  apparent 
warmth  and  candour,  that  might  have  deceived  a 
person  far  more  practised  in  the  wiles  of  the 
liuman  heart,  than  Lord  Eltham's  Daughter. 
The  Scottish  lady  was  desirous  of  gaining  infor- 
matioD  on  certain  matters  that  might  be  re- 
garded as  secrets,  and,  she  well  knew,  that  the 
most  effectual  method  of  extracting  those  secrets 
from  Minda,  would  be  to  make  an  apparent 
disclosure  of  her  own.  The  truth  was,  the  men 
who,  at  that  time,  hung  on  her  smiles,  were 
fashionable  milksops,  and  titled  petits^maUres^ 
whose  attentions  hor  vanity  encouraged,  but 
which  her  heart,  or  rather  her  good  sense,  des- 
pised. Clive  was  a  man  of  a  different  standing 
and  character ; — ^he  was  a  scholar,  and  a  rising 
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Membei  of  the  House  of  CommonB ;  and  depend 
upon  it,  however  foi  a  time  the  generality  of 
women  may  be  attracted  by  a  dashbg  exterior, 
and  light,  smart,  cOQTeraatiOn&l  talent,  tliey  will 
be  won  at  laBt  by  m&nly  intellect,  and  pay  de- 
ference to  mind. 

"  Hias  Ctiv«,  I  said  I  had  much  to  tell  yoa, 
and  1  feel  assured  that  what  I  may  utter  in  con- 
fidence will  be  safe  in  your  keeping." 

"  You  may  rely  upon  my  secrecy.  Lady 
Gertrude." 

"  I  am  an  only  child.  Miss  Ctive,  and  my 
Father  allows  me  to  do  just  as  I  please.  Al- 
though he  may  not  be  so  we^thy  as  Lord  El- 
tham,  whatever  he  possesses  must  descend  to  me. 
Now,'!  shall  marry  whom  I  choose,  and  no  one 
in  this  matter,  shall  exercise  over  me  the  slight* 
est  contioul." 

Minda's  lip  quivered ;  she  could  not  but  ac- 
knowledge the  poirer  that  personal  attractions 
gave  ^e  beautiliil  being  before  her;  and  she 
shrank  with  a  feeling  of  insignificance  into  herself. 
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"  I  do  not  mean  to  assert  that,  for  a  silly  ro- 
mantic passion,  I  would  ever  lose  "  caste/'  or 
many  a  man  who  did  not  hold  a  high  and  hon- 
ooraUe  position  in  the  world.  No,  I  regard 
sentiment  as  an  idle  dream;  the  happiest  mar- 
riages,  I  am  persuaded,  are  those  of  common 
sense.  Thos^  yoa  see,  I  am  very  candid  with 
yoa.  I  have  had  the  honour  of  meeting  with  your 
brother  Hector  frequently,  but  never  until  last 
night  did  I  see  your  relative,  Mr.  Archer 
Clive/' 

"  Well,  and  what  do  you  think  of  him  1"  asked 
Minda,  with  a  desperate  effort  at  calmness. 

"  I  scarcely  know  how  to  answer  that  question. 
They  say  he  made  a  good  speech  in  the  House 
the  other  night ;  that  is  in  his  favour.  Political 
men  are  my  fecial  favourites,  for  politics 
seem  the  only  path  to  eminence  now-a-day.  I 
think—but  perhaps  I  may  be  wrong — I  think 
Lord  Eltham  has  no  other  nephew  besides  Mr. 
Archer  Clive." 

"  He  has  not.  Lady  Gertrude." 
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"  Coofleqoently,  if  yonr  biothei  Hector — at 
least,  in  the  event  ot— what  blondeia  I  make ! — 
if  your  brothei  ahonld  have  do  family,  Mr.  Clive 
will  succeed  to  the  title." 

"  He  wilL" 

"  And — and  the  landed  property — " 

"  Lady  Gertrude,  I  fiiUy  understand  why  you 
ask  these  questions;  and,  perhaps,  from  what 
has  passed  between  yoa  and  my  cousin,  you 
have  a  right  to  the  information  you  seek." 

"  My  dear  MiB»  Clive,  what  do  you  mean  T" 

"  Yoo  lore  Archer — confess  it !" 

"Love  him  1  ha!  ha!  not  I  iodeed;  I  love 
00  man,  nor  do  I  ever  intend  to  commit  so  egre- 
gious a  folly  as  to  lose  my  heart." 

"  Then  I  trust  Archer  will  never  be  your  hus- 
band ;  for  if  he  should  marry  you  without  your 
love,  I  should  pi^  him." 

"  You  speak  very  absurdly,  my  dear." 

"  He  is  not  a  cold,  calculating,  matter-of-fact 
person,  nor  a  flippant  man  of  fashion :  his  mind, 
though  ambitious,  is  alive  to  the  sympathies  of 
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oar  natttre,  and  his  heart  overflows  with  the  best 
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"  Why,  you  grow  quite  eloquent  in  his  praises ; 
upon  my  word,  you  seem  to  be  in  love  with  him 
yoiirself!* 

Minda  turned  in  her  chair,  for  she  felt  her 
cheek  barn,  while  her  heart  swelled  as  though 
it  would  have  burst ;  yet,  in  a  minute,  she  gained 
her  self-possession. 

"  He  is  my  relative,  and,  as  such,  I  esteem 
him,  and  his  happiness  is  very  dear  to  me.  Oh ! 
if  he  loves  you.  Lady  Gertrude  Kenmore,  do  not 
use  the  power  you  have  gained  over  him  to  his 
disquiet !  do  not  give  htm  encouragement  only 
to  cast  him  off  for  another !  do  not  shed  on  his 
path  the  blight  of  disappointment  and  sorrow  !" 

The  young  beauty,  far  from  being  touched  by 
the  energetic  appeal  of  her  warm-hearted  friend, 
felt  only  a  secret  exultation  at  the  proud  nature 
of  her  position.  The  conviction,  also,  that  Minda 
really  loved  the  num  on  whose  behalf  she  pleaded, 
went  far  to  increase  a  pleasure,  the  indulgence 
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of  which,  it  will  be  granted,  waa  by  no  means 
indicative  of  an  amiable  mind.  But  be,  the  very 
individual  of  whom  they  spoke,  was  now  an- 
nounced. The  sensation  which  dive's  entrance 
produced,  as  regarded  Minda,  may  be  imagined ; 
but  Lady  Gertrude,  whatever  she  might  have 
secretly  felt,  betrayed  neither  by  look,  nor  word, 
the. sligbtefit  emotion;  and  as  Minda  hastily  rose 
to  go,  she  laughingly  opposed  her  design. 

"  What  1  a&aid  of  your  own  consin  1  besides, 
your  carriage  is  not  yet  arrived ;  I  will  not  hear 
of  your  leaving.  Good  day,  Mr.  Clive !  permit 
jne  to  introduce  to  you  my  very  dear  friend !" 
And  playfully  the  Scottish  beauty  led  Minda  up 
to  Clive,  curtseying  to  the  latter,  and  indulging, 
as  she  remarked  the  embarrassment  of  her  fair 
companion,  in  a  peal  of  most  sweet  and  bewitch- 
ing laughter. 

Although  the  conversation  which  followed  was 
on  very  ordinary  topics,  such  was  the  brilliancy 
of  remark,  and  the  air  of  elegance,  which  distin- 
guished Lady  Gertrude,  that  while  the  more 
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valuable  accomplishments,  and  sterling  qualities 
of  Lord  Eltham's  daughter,  were  thrown  into 
the  shade,  the  chains,  which  love  had  already 
been  forging,  were  rivetted  more  closely  around 
tbe  heart  of  Clive. 

It  was  a  beautiful  conceit  of  the  Ancients  to 
represent  the  God  of  Love  riding  upon  a  lion, 
and  breaking  the  thunderbolts  of  Jupiter ;  there 
amid  not  have  been  a  more  vivid  illustration  of 
his  omnipotence.  Yet  scarcely  in  any  thing  is  his 
power  more  apparent  than  the  manner  in  which 
he  anogates  to  himself  the  soul's  entire  homage, 
and  Uinds  the  mental  vision  of  his  votaries  to  all 
the  blemishes  that  may  exist  in  the  worshipped 
<me.  Clive  imagined  that  every  thing  perfect, 
every  thing  angelic,  both  as  regarded  person  and 
mind,  was  embodied  in  Lady  Gertrude.  Like 
thousands  who  have  gone  before,  and  thousands 
who  will  succeed  him,  he  knew  not  that  he  was 
rejecting  the  sweet  and  wholesome  fruit,  for  the 
radiant  and  tempting  apples  full  of  gall  and  ashes; 
(hat  he  was  missing  the  substance  to  hunt  the 
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shadow ;  lod  throwing  away  a  life  of  happiness 
for  a  few  fleeting  moments  of  intoxicating 
pleasure. 

Minda  could  not  but  perceive  that  the  kind 
attention  which  Clive  paid  to  herself,  was  very 
different  from  the  species  of  eager  and  passionate 
admiration  witli  which  he  regarded  her  beautiful 
friend ;  and  as  she  considered  herself  an  intruder, 
and  her  carriage  was  now  at  the  door,  without 
further  hesitation  she  took  her  leave. 

"Dear  Minda,"  said  Clive  in  a  suppressed 
tone,  as  he  handed  the  girl  down  the  broad  mar- 
ble staircase;  "  how  much  I  r^et  that  we  meet 
80  seUoro !" 

"  Even  as  it  is.  Archer,  perhaps  we  meet  too 
frequently." 

"  What*  will  you  also  join  the  rest  of  your 
family,  and  cast  me  off  1" 

"  Oh!  no,  DO — I  only  mean  that  I  would  not 
cause  one  shadow  to  fall  on  your  present,  or 
future,  happiness." 

"  I  know  not  how  your  friendship  should  do 
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that;  on  the  contrary » to  be  deprived  of  it  would 
render  me  very  miserable." 

Minda  did  not  answer,  but  fieuntly  smiled,  and 
bent  her  eyes  on  the  ^and ;  her  foot  was  on 
tlie  step  of  the  carriagej  and  as  Clive  assisted 
ber»  be  perceived  that  she  was  vblently  agitated. 

"  Forgive  me,  Minda,  but  has  any  thing  hap- 
pened to  disturb  you  T 

"  Nothing,  Archer,  nothing  has  happened--^ 

tbey  are  quite  well  at  home — good  day :"  and 

the  carriage  drove  off.    That  fictitious  gaiety  at 

parting  vanished  with  the  moment  that  gave  it 

hirth:  no  eye  was  now  on  her,  and  the  efforts 

inade  by  pride  were  no  longer  necessary.    Her 

bosom  gave  vent  to  its  imprisoned  feelings ;  and 

leaning  back  among  the  pillows  of  the  carriage, 

the  wept,  not  in  vexation  at  the  success  of  a 

rival,  but  in  the  desolation  of  a  heart  which  feels 

that  the  pillars  of  hope,  hitherto  sustaining  the 

&bric  of  its  visionary  joys,  are  struck  away,  and 

the  frail  temple  of  its  treasured  affections  lies 

in  ruins  for  ever. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


At  this  point  of  oar  narrative,  we  must  allow  a 
period  of  about  fifteen  months  to  elapse.  A 
well-furnished  comfortable  parlour ;  the  blinds 
drawn  down ;  lights  on  the  table ;  a  cheerfal 
fire,  with  a  large  cat  curled  up  in  somniferous 
luxury  on  the  soft  hearth-rug;  the  dinner  just 
removed,  and  the  dessert  set — if  such  a  scene  do 
not  promise  a  full  measure  of  enjoyment — if  it 
be  not  capable  of  disarming  ill  temper  of  its 
irown,  and  reconciling  the  cynical  philosopher 
to  this  (as  he  is  pleased  to  term  it)  miserable 
state  of  existence — this  vale  of  tears — ^we  are 
at  a  lost  where  to  seek  for  the  pleasant  combi- 
nation of  circumstances  that  might  be  productive 
of  such  desirable  results. 
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Two  elderly  gentlemen,  in  the  agreeable  situa- 
turn  described  above,  were  seated  at  their  dessert. 
No  wife,  no  child,  no  servant,  was  present;  they 
were  misers  in  their  d^ep  unparticipated  hap- 
piness—two  cosey  bans  tnvanst  the  Apicios  and 
IacoUos  of  Leicester-Square,  London.  The 
thinner  man  of  the  twain,  with  bald  head,  and 
large  staringeyes,  was  a  lawyer  and  a  magistrate, 
by  name  Clinch.  His  guest,  Mr.  Tomkins,  was 
a  wealthy  Drysalter  of  Philpot  Lane,  in  the  City, 
his  private  residence  being  but  three  doors  off 
bom  the  house  of  lus  learned  friend.  The  Dry- 
salter  was  a  robust  hale  individual ;  his  cheeks 
and  ears  seemed  to  keep  up  a  continual  but  good- 
natured  struggle,  as  to  which  should  exhibit  the 
niostrosy  hue:  his  rotundity  of  waist  delicately 
hinted  of  by-gone  feasts  of  turtle;  and  his  large 
scarlet  bottle  nose,  spoke  of  claret  and  strong 
pott:  his  mind  was  full  of  philosophic  content, 
and  his  heart  overflowed  with  loyalty  to  his  king 
and  country. 
The  friends  sat  opposite  to  each  other ;  they 
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maintained  a  grave  and  dignified  silence ;  their 
eyes  were  fixed  in  abstruse  speculation  on  sundry 
plates  of  oranges  and  Ripston  pippins ;  the  orbs 
of  vision  which  belonged  to  Mn  Tomkins,  Dry- 
salteri  then  wandered  to  the  decanters,  at  which 
he  solemnly  nodded  his  head.  The  Lawyer,  as 
if  swayed  by  some  similar  affection  of  mind, 
which  only  sages  deep  ^versed  in  psychological 
science  may  explain,  did  precisely  the  same 
thing  as  his  patriotic  friend :  in  a  few  minutes 
more  their  hands  mechanically  grasped  the  stems, 
and  pouring  the  wine  into  their  glasses,  they 
bowed  to  each  other;  and  their  dignified  reverie 
came  to  a  conclusion. 

'*  Awful  times  these,  Mr.  Tomkins,  very 
awful  !*'  said  the  Magistrate,  peeling  with  great 
care  a  sweet  St.  Michael  orange. 

"  They  are  awful,  Mr.  Clinch ;"  responded 
the  Drysalter;  *'  the  world,  for  what  I  can  see  of  it, 
is  turned  topsy-turvy.  The  dreadful  days  pro- 
phesied of  old  seem  to  be  at  hand — ^the  days' 
of  commotion,  revolution^  and  blood  !^Well, 
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tUs  t>  capital  port,  I  must  say — who's  your  wine 
merchant !" 

Higginhotham  of  Pudding-Lane." 
Ah !  Higginhotham — just  in  my  neighbour- 
hood—it does  him  credit ;  I  must  patronise  Hig- 
ginhotham. But  for  the  times,  Mr.  Clinch; 
France,  it  appears,  is  madder  than  ever; 
what  with  their  fraternising,  equality-making, 
and  guillotining,  the  country  is  boiling  like  a 
aeething-pot;  and  the  worst  is,  the  Duke  of  York, 
70Q  see,  as  well  as  the  Duke  of  Brunswick,  is 
obliged  to  fly  before  those  red-capped,  godless, 
democratic  rascals. — Oh !  if  Satan  ever  walked 
theearth,  he  does  now  in  the  shape  of  a  French- 
man!* 

"  Amen  to  that,  Mr.  Tomkins." 

Why,  that's  the  third  time  you've  Misier'd 
me,  friend — Capiain  Tomkins,  if  you  please." 

"  I  humbly  beg  your  pardon ;  I  continually 
forget." 

"  Why,  you  see,  I  think  I've  a  right  to  be 
styled,  at  all  times  "  Captain,"  holding,  as  I  do, 
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that  Honourable  rank  in  a  company  of  London 
Volunteers.  S'death,  Mr.  Clinch,  had  I  and  my 
corps  been  with  Lord  Hood  and  Sir  Sydney 
Smith,  I'd  have  seen  whether  we  would  hare 
evacuated  Toulon !  I'd  have  forced  every  man> 
at  least  of  my  corps,  to  die,  sword  in  hand,  be- 
fore I'd  have  yielded  an  inch  of  ground  to  those 
ragamuffin  Revolutionists." 

'^  Nobly  spoken.  Captain !  but  it  strikes  me 
that  you  will  soon  have  enough  to  do  in  this 
country  in  the  way  of  fighting.    Heaven  grant  I 
may  be  mistaken!  but  I  think  that  the  English, 
as  well  as  the  Scotch,  are  ripe  for  a  Revolution.* 
At  this  prophetic  announcement,  the  brave 
Captain  of  volunteers  moved  uneasily  in   his 
chair;  visions  of  shouting  mobs,  bludgeons,  and 
broken  bones,  passed  rapidly  over  the  mirror  of 
his  warlike  imagination ;  his  eye  lost  its  usual 
fire,  and  his  nose  became  a  shade  less  purple. 

"  The  country  ripe  for  a  Revolution  ?  and 
that's  your  opinion  is  it,  Mr.  Clinch  1  well«  come 
what  may,  Til  stand  my  ground  like  a  true 
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Brium,  and  figbt,  if  needs  be,  up  to  my  knees  in 
blood,  in  defence  of  our  king  and  glorious  con- 
sdtodon! — ^May  I  trouble  you  for  one  of  those 
pppins  on  the  plate  next  you,  for  they  look  un- 
ooomion  fipf^. 

The  Captain,  at  all  events,  was  making  war 
Teiy  successfully  on  the  apples  and  the  strong 
poet;  and,  excited  by  the  good  cheer,  if  he  was 
not  Tsloioas  now,  it  is  to  be  feared  he  would  ex- 
hibit but  little  of  the  hero  on  the  field  of  battle. 

'Believe  me.  Captain  Tomkins,"  said  the 
magistrate,  ^  these  Political  Clubs,  and  secret 
axieties,  in  spite  of  the  precautions  of  Govern- 
ment, are  increasing  in  number  and  strength 
every  day:  thejr'll  overthrow  social  order — 
tbey'U  revolutionize  the  country  at  last,  depend 
opoait" 

"  Perdition  on  them,  one  and  all !"  growled 
tbe  Captain.  "VH  ferret  them  out  of  their  lurking 
boles !  I'll  hang  the  unwashed  vagabonds !  PU 
sweep  them  all  to  annihilation  with  the  besom  of 
destroction! — ^the  wine's  with  you,  Mr.  Clinch." 
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"  These  Revolutionists  are  desperate  fellows, 
Captain." 

"  Let  me  get  near  them,  thaf  s  all ! — I'd  cnub 
the  whole  gang  as  easily  as  this  nut  here,  which 
I  hold  between  the  crackers." 

At  this  moment  the  door  was  opened,  and  the 
Magistrate's  servant  thrust  in  his  head- 

"  Please,  sir,  here's  a  gentleman  in  great  haste 
wants  to  see  Captain  Tomkins."  The  Drysalter 
had  given  the  fellow  a  balf-a-crown  to  "  Cap- 
tain" him  on  all  occasions. 

"  Show  the  gentleman  in  I"  exclaimed  Mi, 
Clinch. 

A  very  short  man,  with  a  very  long  sword  at 
his  side,  and  a  broad  red  sash  encompassing  his 
little  fat  sides,  bustled  into  the  room. 

"  How  I  Sergeant  Sleek,  in  full  regimentals  t 
what's  the  matter  now  1'  exclaimed  Tomkins  in 
surprise. 

"  Please  you.  Captain,  I've  found  them !— that 
is,  the  Bow-Street  o£Bcer  and  I.^ 

"  Found  wbnn  V 
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"  A  hawful  set  of  Revolutionists  as  ever  over- 
dirowed  Chuich  and  State.  It's  that  society  as 
GoTemment  has  offered  a  hundred  guineas  foi 
the  capture  of  the  President." 

The  military  gentleman  rose  from  his  chair ; 
he  was  so  much  excited  that  he  spilt  his  wine, 
and  dropped  the  pippin,  which  he  had  clutched  in 
his  hand,  on  the  floor. 

"Bless  my  soul  and  body!  where  are  the 
rascals  now !" 

'' Easy,  Captain,  easy*"  said  the  Sergeant- 
Major;  "  the  villains  are  not  yet  assembled." 

"  Why,  I  thought  you  said  you  had  found  them." 

"  Only  the  place  where  they  hold  their  meet- 
ings." 

"  And  where  is  that.  Sergeant  Sleek  7" 

The  information  was  whispered  cautiously  into 
(he  Commander's  ear,  lest  the  walls  *  should 
obtain  a  knowledge  of  the  momentous  secret. 
The  Captain  then  held  a  brief  conference  with 
Mr.  Clinch. 

"  I  should   say,"    observed  the  Magistrate 

VOL.  I  I 
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moongly,  his  finger  restiiig  oa  bis  chin,  "  that 
Uiis  aSaii  might  endtely  be  placed  into  the 
hands  of  the  Bow-Street  authorities." 

Now,  the  Constabulary  force,  at  that  time, 
was  extremely  ioeffectiTe,  indeed  utterly  iaag- 
nificant  when  compared  with  the  police  of  the 
present  day. 

"Whatl  the  Bow-Street  ment  Mr.  Clinch!" 
exclaimed  Captain  Tomkins,  curling  his  lip,  and 
elevating  his  great  bushy  eye-brows :  "  you're 
joking !" 

"  Heaven  save  us !"  echoed  Sei^eant  Sleek; 
"  whyj  the  authorities  wootd  have  much  ado  to 
master  forty  men ;  and,half  of  them,  I'll  bet .  my 
head,  would  be  lame,  blind,  or  paralytic." 

"  You  are  very  severe  upon  our  Constables, 
Sergeant;"  said  the  Magistrate;  "  however, 
your  observation,  in  one  respect,  is  too  true ;  we 
have  not  half  enough  of  these  functionaries  to 
keep  the  public  peace  in  this  great  Metropolis. 
The  business,  I  see,  must  be  done  either  by  the 
Volonteers,  or  the  Regulars." 
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"R^olarsr  exclaimed  Tomkins;  ''  non- 
seDse !— liow  many  of  our  corps,  Sleek,  do  you 
think  yoa  might  get  together  to-night  V* 

"Why,  a  hundred  men,  Captain,  would  be 
tmder  arms,  in  no  time/' 

"  Well,  a  hundred  of  my  brave  fellows,  Mr. 
Clinch,  led  on  by  myself,  may  surely  take  a  nest 
of  buzzing  hornets  into  custody,  without  the  ai4 
of  legolar  soldiers— eh  ?'* 

"  There  will  be  strong  resistance,  and  bard 
fighting,  dq>end  upon  it;"  urged  the  cautious 
Magistrate. 

"  Hard  fighting  ?— >ha  !-^well,  suppose  we  do 
get  twenty  Regulars  or  so,  just  to  assist  my  men 
as  a  body  of  reserve.  Of  course,  I  should  but 
ill  setre  my  country  to  die  at  a  moment  when 
my  sword  may  be  needed  so  much.— Sergeant, 
just  drink  this  glass  of  wine,  and  off  with  you, 
and  get  all  the  Volunteers  you  can  under  arms. 
Meanwhile,  Mr.  Clinch  will  send  a  messenger 
to  the  proper  quarter,  for  a  file  of  Regulars." 

The  little  Sergeant,  bowing.till  his  long  queue 

I  2 
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Stuck  oat  from  his  neck  in  a  line  parallel  with 
the  horizon,  received  the  proffered  wine,  which 
having  swallowed,  he  shot  off  apon  his  important 
business  like  a  rocket  Captain  Tomkins  then 
strode  three  times  across  the  room,  threw  up 
his  head,  and  settled  his  cravat,  while  the  moat 
fqiproved  martial  frown  cormgated  his  heavy 
brows. 

"  Mr.  Clinch,"  said  the  truculent  Crysalter, 
"  as  I  am  a  subject  of  King  Geo^  the  Third 
of  England,  the  days  of  that  society  are  nnm' 
bered !  if  one  escape  the  sword  or  pistd  this 
night,  that  one  shall  be  hung  and  quartered !  the 
land  shall  be  purified  from  these  reptiles — these 
hell-fiends  in  human  form. — Oh,  order  !  hov 
beautiful  thou  art  t  Oh  law !  oh  royalty !  who 
would  not  be  happy  to  die  in  your  cause?" 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

It  was  a  doudy  nighty  so  that  the  fall  moon  only 
glanced  out  at  intervals  on  the  multitudinous 
spires,  palaces,  warehouses,  and  hovels,  which 
nake  up  the  world  of  the  mighty  Metropolis. 
The  Thames,  one  minute,  gleamed  a  continuous 
sheet  of  silver,  and  tbe  next,  with  its  gigantic 
bidges,  tall  "  forestry  of  masts/'  and  lazily- 
creeping  barges,  was  involved  in  impenetrable 
gloom. — ^Pilgrim  through  this  world  of  splendour 
and  of  darkness !  of  transcendent  pleasures,  and 
overwhelming  woes !  behold  in  that  river  a  type 
of  thy  existence !  a  few  moments  of  the  bright- 
ness of  faith  and  hope — a  few  moments  of  the 
blackness   of  doubt  and   disappointment^-the 
scene  shifUng  with  each  hour — ^the  atmosphere 
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of  thy  soul  changing  from  slormy  to  serene; 
Qothbg  delightful,  nothing  beautiful  ever ! — and 
30  glides  on  the  curreat  of  thy  daytr,  &om  the 
bright  fountain-head  of  in&ncy,  to  the  all-receiv- 
iog  ocean  of  death ! 

An  unusual  number  of  whirries,  although  a 
cautious  distance  was  maintained  between  each, 
might  have  been  observed  '  crossing  the  stream 
above  Westminster  Bridge.  The  course  of  the 
boats  was  towards  the  Lambeth  side  of  the  River, 
and  each  in  turn  lauded  its  passengers  at  the  (Ad 
stairs  in  the  Tidnity  of  the  Archbishop's  Palace. 
The  men  appeared  to  hold  no  intercourse  with 
one  another,  but  as  they  climbed  the  bank,  so 
they  turned  to  the  rig^t  or  left,  pursuing  different 
paths ;  this  measure,  however,  was  only  one  of 
prudence,  and  adopted  merely  to  avoid  exciting 
suspidon;  for  all  knew  whither  they  were  bound, 
and  the  most  erratic  of  the  party  would  at  last 
find  his  way  to  a  given  point 

The  man  who  pauses  now  beneath  the  shadow 
of  the  old  palace,  and  gazes  earnestly  on  that 
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part  of  the  bmlding  called  th  AjoUard's  Tower, 
is  w^  known  to  us.  The  pale  face,  the  bril- 
liant eje,  and  the  wasted  but  erect  form,  are 
those  of  Walter  Pellew.  He  thinks  of  the  long 
imprisonments,  the  tortures  endured  in  a  former 
age  within  those  grey  walls,  lor  the  sake  of  reli- 
giOD— a  holy  cause,  and  yet  a  cause,  he  deemed, 
scarcely  more  sacred  than  that  which  he  had 
espoused.  Oh!  to  break  the  rod  of  the  oppressor; 
to  raise  want  and  merit  from  darkness  and  degra*- 
dation ;  to  give  equal  rights  to  all  mankind ;  to 
cause  each  to  extend  his  hand  to  his  neigh- 
boor  as  to  a  brother,  or  a  sister,  no  disparity 
of  wealth,  or  chilling  barriers  of  rank — ^is  not  this, 
asked  the  dreamer  in  his  inmost  soul,  next  to 
religion  which  saves  for  eternity,  a  sublime,  and 
glorious  oontemplatbn  ? 

And  Pellew  passed  on.  Leaving  Lambeth 
Church,  and  its  little  burial  ground  heaped  with 
the  dust  of  centuries,  on  his  left  hand,  he  struck 
into  a  narrow  street.  Another  and  another  ill- 
lighted  and  squalid  avenue  was  threaded,  until 
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he  stood  beneath  &  low  and  mouldering  archway. 
The  houses  in  the  vicinity  were  occupied  by  the 
lowest  and  poorest  orders  of  the  people,  and  many 
of  these  buildings  had  fallen  entirely  into  decay. 
One  lamp,  glimmering  at  a  distance  on  a  lofty 
post,  shed  as  much  light  as  the  thief  and  lurk- 
ing criminal  desired.  No  riotous  voices  were 
heard,  but  occasionally  careful  steps  would  steal 
&om  an  adjacent  house ;  or  some  man,  either 
pursuing  or  dreading  pursuit,  would  rush  by, 
his  shadow  being  cast  on  the  wall  for  an  instant, 
aa  he  crossed  the  feeble  Ump-iays,  and  tlien 
his  retreating  figure  would  be  h>st  in  the  gloom 
beyond. 

Fetlew  groped  his  way  Under  the  arch,  and, 
passing  up  a  court,  paused  before  a  door  which 
appeared  to  communicate  with  some  undei^round 
cellar ;  he  stooped,  and  gently  tapped,  whisper- 
ing, at  the  same  time,  through  the  crevice,  the 
watchword  of  the  society  to  which  he  belonged — 
"  Friends  of  the  Human  Race.'' 

These  words,  as  potent  as  the  music-spell  gf 
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Oipheos  wUcb  opened  the  gates  of  Tartarus, 
caused  tlie  heayy  door  to  move  on  its  rusty  hinges» 
and  Pellew,  having  been  scrutinized  for  a  mo« 
ment  by  the  janitor  who  held  his  horn  lantern 
to  bis  &ce«  was  permitted  to  descend  a  ladder  ; 
this  conducted  to  a  narrow  passage,  some  six 
feet  below  the  level  of  the  street ;  and  passing 
forward,  Pellew  entered  a  spacious  room,  or 
what,  in  truth,  had  formerly  been  the  cellar  of 
tn  extensive  dealer  in  wine. 

At  intervals,  inserted  in  the  notches  offtakes 
driven  into  the  ground,  burned  several  tallow 
candles:  wooden  forms  extended  acrd^s  the 
▼aolt,  capable  of  accommodating  about  two  hun- 
dred individuals.  At  the  head  of  the  room  was 
a  table,  dingy  and  worm-eaten,  in  keeping  with 
the  rest  of  the  garniture  of  the  place;  three 
chairs  were  also  set  there — one  for  the  Secretary, 
another  for  the  Corresponding  Member,  and  the 
tbird,  more  dignified  in  its  dimensions  than  its 
fellows,  kfs  the  President  of  the  Society.  In 
imitation  of  Roman  forms,  a  tribune  or  pulpit 
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was  erected  near  the  President's  chair,  and, 
into  thii,  members,  wbo  were  desirous  of  deli- 
vering their  opimcms,  were  expected  to  mount. 
Busts  of  the  elder  and  younger  Brutus,  of  Sidney, 
Hampden,  and  other  immortal  patriots,  displayed 
in  niches  along  the  dark  walls,  completed  the 
picture  presented  by  this  republican '  hall,  this 
council-chamber  of  the  "  FYieods  of  the  Human 
Race." 

And  here  we  pause  a  moment  to  observe  fbat 
the  club,  to  which  we  have  introduced  our  rea- 
ders, was  but  one  ofmany  similar  associations 
which  started  into  being  at  this  excited  period ; 
and  however,  in  the  present  day,  we  may  feel 
inclined  to  smile  at,  and  ridicule,  the  idea  of  the 
Government  of  this  country  being  overthrown 
by  such  ill-organised  bodies  of  men  as  the 
"  Corresponding  Society,"  the  "  Revolution  So- 
ciety," and  the  "Friends  of  the  People,"  with 
Scotchman  Muir,  Margarott,  and  the  Reverend 
Jeremiah  Joyce  at  their  head ;  yet  great  and 
fearful  catastrophes  are  sometimes  brought  about 
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bj.pp™.tlyi»sigmacantn.ean3.  Afewgrain. 
,!„,!«,  it  confined,  will  shatter  the  soliJ 
M.  men  the  lUr,  EM  in  Paris,  exokded 
l.mlkh.Bof  assembly,  was  obliged  to  told 
ill  delikemlions  in  the  open  air,  Louis  and  his 
«bto  lilUe  dreamed  that  those  whom, they 
tepiKd,  and  termed  "  orawling  reptiles,"  would 
asoon  be  metamorphosed  into  lions  that  would 
devour  them  all ! 

About  fifty  Members  ot  the  Society  ot  the 
"Friends  otthe  Human  Eace"  had  already 
rambled,  and  each  minute  was  adding  to  the.r 
number,forthe  men,ltom  precautionary  motives, 
l,»t  tare  not  to  arrive  in  .  body.     As  Pellew 
.av.nced  along  the  room,  marked  deference  and 
rtspert  were  paid  Hm,  and  greetings  and  bows  " 
ialimated  that  he  was  an  object  ot  no  inconsi- 
Jtiable  interest.    He  seated  himself  at  the  table, 
fa  he  had  recently  been  elected  to  the  office  of 
Crrespondent  to  the  town  and  country  blanches 
That  assembly  was  a  wild  mixture,  partly 
compesedot  individuals  moving  in  a  respectable 
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sphere  of  life ;  but  the  greater  number  beloDged 
to  the  lover  orders.  Some  were  induced  to  jmn 
the  club  &om  the  mere  hope  of  obtaining  money, 
and  station  in  the  world,  by  the  overthiow  of  the 
aristocracy,  and  the  Agrarian  diriaion  of  their 
lands.  Others,  decided  anarchists,  anticipated 
with  delight  the  downfal  of  all  existing  institu- 
tions, and  longed,  in  the  spirit  of  their  prototypes 
in  France,  to  imprison,  banisb,  or  behead,  all 
those  who  were  guilty  of  holding  opinions  con- 
trary to  their  own.  The  minority,  and  ani<»ig 
whom  was  the  foster-brother  of  Clive,  were 
sincere  enthusiasts,  worshippers  of  the  ideal 
republics  of  Plato  and  Sidney,  and  who,  by  a 
strange  perversion  of  their  reasoning  faculties, 
esteemed  the  most  fierce  and  bloody  Jacobins  of 
France  as  regenerators,  and  patriots,  and  were 
ready  to  sacrifice  their  private  interests,  and 
shed  their  blood,  for  the  imagined  welfare  of 
their  country.  To  conclude  our  description,  we 
may  observe  Uiat  each  individual,  in  order  to 
guard  against  danger,  or  a  surpriaal  by  the 
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.fcn  ot  Government,  h^  pr«"'i'!'J  •''»»" 
,i,l,™.;  the  short  pike,  the  sword,  and  the 
pistol,  were  concealed  beneath  their  garaienls; 
„d  tbey  .1.0  had  not  money  to  purchase  these 
™a[«ns,  canied  hea.y  sticks  loaded  at  the  end 

with  kai. 

■n.  hour  having  arrived  when  their  delibera- 
l,.ns  usually  commenced,  the  President  rang  his 
bell,  and  proceeded  to  open  the  business  of  th. 
evening.    This  honourable  tunctionarj  was  an 
attorney  mllma  pr^'i"  :  for  had  it  been  other- 
™e,  he  would   certainly  never   have   turned 
philanthropist,  or  talked  ot  purging  the  entire 
kdyof  exUting  laws.    Discontent  had  raised 
him  to  his  present  eminence.     After  a  long  ore. 
tion  touching  the  immorality  and  utter  uselessness 
ot  that  order  ot  men  called  the  aristocracy ;  after 
dwelling  on  the  tyranny  ot  kings  in  general,  and 
,he   rottenness   ot  the  consUtulion;    after  des- 
canting on  the  divine  nature  of  liberty,  and  the 
beauty  of  virtue,  he  proposed  that  a  pamphlet, 
then  on  the  table  ot  the  club-room,  the  subject 
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of  which  was  "the  general  equality  of  the  human 
race,"  should  be  read  to  the  society,  and  that  it 
should  be  put  to  the  vote  whether  the  same 
deserved  the  honour  of  being  printed,  and  cir- 
culated. 

The  u^ual "  hear!  hear!"  followed  the  worthy 
President's  address,  and  the  Secretary  com- 
menced reading  the  paper  in  question ;  it  was  no 
other  than  the  composition  on  which  Fellew  had 
been  so  busily  engaged,  when  we  first  introduced 
him  in  his  lodgings  in  Fleet-Street 

The  young  student  was  a  rising  favourite  with 
the  club,  and  great  attention  was  paid  to  his 
pamphlet.  The  object  of  the  essayist  was  to  show 
that  since  ereiy  man  came  into  the  worhl  help- 
less, and  altogether  dependent  on  the  aid  of  hia 
fellows,  the  first  and  fundamental  principle  of 
nature  was  "equality;"  and  in  proportion  as 
that  law  was  departed  from,  so  was  nature  out- 
raged, and  wrong  established.  The  whole  human 
race  was  a  vast  family  sprung  from  the  same 
parents;  and  he  who,  by  any  fortuitous  circum- 


0.,  TBI  FOKONM  OF  AHOBER  ClIVE.     135 

iUDtt,  as  enabled  to  domineer  over  his  brother, 
•^  u  laurpet,  and  a  toe  to  virtue.  Equality 
ii  iitelltct,  the  writer  argued,  njiglit  be  obtained 
by  lie  fcrmaliou  o!  schools ;  for  i(  all  men  pos- 
assed  the  like  advantages  ot  education,  little 
fatepancj.  he  thought,  would  really  ejist  in 
He  mental  capabiliues  ot  the  general  masses  of 
.adtiad.  The  result  ot  all  was  that  monarchy 
BBl  be  abolished,  aristocracy  annihilated,  and 
Ibe  only  form  ot  Government  to  be  acknowledged 
was  the  republican. 

Poor  Pellew!  and  these  were  thy  Utopian 
*»ms!  these  thy  visionary  views  ot  the  pro-  ^ 
p,«i  regeneraUon  ot  mankind  1  Yet  when  that 
pamphlet  ««i  concluded,  though  some  m.ght 
lave  desired  stronger  and  more  vituperattve 
kaguaje  against  the  men  then  in  power,  so  en- 
tuely    in  the  main,  did  the  opinions  accord  w,th 
the  noUons  of  the  he«ers,  that  not  a  dissent.ent 
roice  was  raised;  and  it  was  passed,  amidst 
acclamation,  that  the  essay  on  ■•  equality"  should 
be  printed,  and  copies  presented  to  each  re- 
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publican  society  in  London,  and  eveiy  provincial 
association. 

Here  was  a  triumph  for  the  obscure  philo- 
sopher.' here  was  an  advance  to  light  and  fame! 
Pellew'e  heart  beat  quickly,  and  his  blood  coursed 
through  his  veins.  His  thoughts,  his  soul,  his 
very  existence,  were  wrapped  op  in  the  grear 
cause  in  which  he  had  embarked.  He  mounted 
the  tribune  with  agitated  step,  and  thanking  his 
brother  members  for  the  honour  they  had  done 
him,  commenced  an  impassioned  address.  Over 
many  other  speakers  there,  Pellew  possessed  a 
decided  advantage ;  he  was  a  Revolutionist  from 
principle,  and  not  from  motives  of  personal 
aggrandizement;  bis  zeal  was  genuine,  not  as- 
sumed ;  and  what  he  delivered  came  from  his 
heart.  At  the  repeated  cheers  and  applauses 
which  greeted  the  outpourings  of  his  burning 
enthusiasm,  his  eye  beamed  more  brightly,  and 
his  ardour  increased':  the  flushed  cheek,  the  wild 
energy  of  his  action,  the  loud  tones  of  his  voice — 
nothing  betokened  the  man  of  peace,  the  quiet 
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toving  busband,  and  the  valetudinarian ;  yet 
each  of  these  in  reality  he  was,  zeal  for  the  time 
having  wrought  a  complete  metamorphosis  in 
his  nature. 

Theoralor,  out-breathed  andexhausted,  paused, 
throwing  back  the  hair  that  had  gathered  on  his 
hot  forehead.  But  an  incident  now  occurred  which 
attracted  the  attention  of  all  present.  One  of 
the  keepers  at  the  door  rushed  into  the  midst  of 
the  assembly,  pale  and  trembling  with  affrighl. 

"  We  are  betrayed !"  he  gasped :  the  ominous 
word  "  betrayed"  silenced,  as  by  magic,  every 
voice;  each  looked  to  his  neighbour  for  some 
explanation  of  the  fearful  announcement,  and 
whispered  the  word  "  betrayed !" 

"  What  mean  you,  fellow  V  cried  the  Presi- 
dent from  his  chair ;  but  before  an  answer  could 
be  returned  by  the  roan,  a  member,  who  had 
darted  down  the  passage,  returned,  crying  "  sol- 
diers !  soldiers ! — we  are  surprised — we  are  sur- 
rounded by  soldiers !" 
Heavy  blows  were  now  heard  at  the  outer 
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door,  which  had  been  partially  secured  hy  the 
porter.  No  doubt,  therefore,  existed  as  to  the 
imminent  danger  in  which  the  society  stood.  Yet 
we  must  do  the  republicans  the  credit  to  say  that 
they  were  by  no  means  panic-stricken;  each 
man  produced  his  pistol,  his  sword,  or  bis  pike, 
and,  the  President  standing  in  front,  they  were 
prepared  to  receive  their  formidable  enemies. 

The  assault  on  the  door  was  continued — it 
fell — and  an  officer,  followed  by  several  privates, 
Toshed  up  the  passage.  It  was  Captain  Tomkius 
of  the  Volunteers ;  and  the  rosy  well-fed  gentle- 
man, with  slera  and  truculent  aspect,  his  long 
queue  appearing  by  its  bobs  and  jerks  to  sympa- 
thize with  his  rage,  cried  aloud ! 

"  Traitors  1  miscreants !  yield,  in  the  name  of 
the  king !" 

A  wild  laugh  from  the  Revolutionists,  and  a 
brandish  of  their  pikes,  formed  the  only  answei 
to  this  sommoDS.  The  valiant  Captain,  ex- 
pecting in  that  vault  to  find  nothing  in  the  shape 
of  armed   men,  was  thrown  into  a  state  of 
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omsiderable  surprise ;  his  generalship  was  com- 
pleteJ}-  Bt  fault ;  be  saw  pistols  pointed  at  him, 
but  tnsteftd  of  pointing  his  own,  he  raised  his 
irm,  OS  the  school-boy  is  wont  to  do,  when  he 
wishes  to  defend  hia  head  from  the  master's 
tane;  and,  in  this  posture,  he  called  earnestly 
opoD  them  '  not  to  6re '.'  the  next  minute,  facing 
about,  he  gave  the  woid  of  command  to  retreat, 
and,  followed  by  his  men,  bolted,  rather  than 
marched,  oat  of  tbe  cellar. 

"  Ye  see,  brother  citizens,  what  cowards  we 
hne  to  deal  with ;"  said  the  President ;  "  and 
*e  might  now  resume  our  deliberations;  but  lest 
theK  miserable  men  should  bring  others  to  their 
anstonce,  I  think  it  expedient  that  we  instantly 
fares  our  way  into  the  street,  and  disperse  to 
oar  homes.  Our  next  meeting  must  be  in  some 
Other  locality.     Friends!  brothers!  forward!" 

And  the  Revolutionists  obeyed  their  leader : 
in  the  most  perfect  order  they  made  their  egress 
from  the  room ;  and,  when  they  reached  the 
tton,  they  perceived  the  last  of  the  volunteers. 
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with  Captain  Tomkins  and  Sergeant  Sleek, 
rushing  away,  almost  in  their  terror  and  haste 
falling  over  each  other.  But  oui  friends  were 
now  to  receive  a  check  which  they  by  no  means 
anticipated ;  approaching  the  stone  arch-way, — 
for  the  court  bad  no  other  outlet, — they  saw, 
drawn  up  in  order,  with  muskets  and  bayonets 
fixed,  a  detachment  of  regular  soldiers.  A  po- 
litic man  indeed  had  the  Magistrate,  Mr.  Clinch, 
proved  himself  to  be,  in  hesitating  tn  trust  the 
capture  of  a  body  of  desperate  men  to  the  un- 
assisted prowess  of  a  company  of  Volunteets. 
Captain  Tomkins,  however,  with  great  resolution, 
and  presence  of  mind,  now  drew  up  bis  fbllowert 
behind  the  troops;  and  the  Volunteers,  secure  in 
their  position,  shouted,  and  assailed  with  divers 
opprobrious  epithets,  the  rebels  of  the  vaulL 

Torches,  held  by  men  at  the  extremity  of  the 
lines,  threw  a  red  glare  in  front  of  the  soldiers ; 
and  the  semicircle  of  bayonets  embraced  the 
whole  sweep  of  the  road,  so  that  escape  for  Pel- 
lew  and  his  companions  seemed  impossible. 
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The  Lieutenant  of  the  detachment,  with  his 
sword  in  his  hand,  advanced  to  the  Revo- 
lutionists : 

"  Men !  you  perceive  resistance  will  be  folly: 
yield  yourselves  prisoners !" 

"  Aristocrat !  come  and  take  us  !"  cried  the 
bold  President ;  "  when  the  Gauls  thundered  at 
the  gates  of  Rome,  her  senate  stood  undismayed. 
Our  Uttle  community  represents  the  popular 
spirit  of  England  !  in  the  name  of  our  country, 
then,  and  in  the  sacred  name  of  liberty,  we  defy 

TOU !" 

The  members  of  the  club  cheered  their  pa- 
triotic leader :  the  Lieutenant  of  the  king  called 
them  "  miscreants !" 

"  Soldiers  !*'  cried  Pellew,  in  his  clear,  melo- 
dious and  persuasive  voice,  "  you  are  our 
countrymen,  our  brothers — we  labour,  we  deli- 
berate for  your  welfare,  and  your  interest :  we 
would  free  you,  we  would  free  all  mankind  from 
the  yoke,  and  the  burden.  We  wish  to  be  one 
family,  bound  together  by  equal  rights,  and  the 
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holy  brotherhood  of  love.  Will  you,  then,  aneet 
your  friends  1 — will  you  spill  the  blood  ofyoui 
brothers  ?" 

In  France,  such  aa  appeal  to  the  Militar)' 
had,  on  numberless  occasions,  proved '  triump- 
hant. But  (he  sensibilitiea  of  English  soldiers 
are  less  easily  awakened  than  those  of  their 
continental  neighbours :  dogged,  however,  and 
inaccessible  to  sentiment  as  the  men  might  be, 
the  Lieutenant  considered  there  was  danger  in 
Pellew's  words ;  for  pointing  hia  sword  towards 
hitn,  he  said : 

"  Fellow  I  I  consider  you,  and  the  scoundrel 
by  your  side,  (the  President,)  as  the  ringleaders; 
ye  are  both  hot-headed,  factious  knaves— my 
men,  advance,  and  make  them  prisoners!" 

These  impolitic  words  the  officer  had  rea^D  to 
repent,  for  a  sturdy  locksmith  near,  incensed  at 
the  insult  offered  to  their  President,  and  fevoui- 
ite  member,  raised  his  leaded  truncheon,  and, 
with  one  blow,  felled  the  king's  servant  to  the 
gionnd.    This  was  a  signal  for  the  struggle  to 
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toamtaa;  the  soldiers,  at  once,  closed  their 
line*,  and  prepared  to  charge  with  their  bay- 

Tlien  arose  a  yell  from  thp  Revolutionists, 
'od pistols  vera  presented,  and  truncheons  and 
pikes  grasped  in  their  willing  hands. 

"  Friends !  of  the  human  Race !'  bear  down 
npm  the  tyrants !"  cried  the  President. 

"  Spate  them  not !  since  they  refuse  to  be 
oui  brothers  !"  exclaimed  Pellew. 

"  Libert; !  and  Equality!"  shouted  all  the 
other  members. 

The  soldiers  pressed  forwards;  bayonets  cross- 
■-■i  with  pikes,  and  truncheons  were  whirled 
:'jout  with  savage  ferocity :  now  a  Revolutionist, 
■.:id  now  a  soldier^  was  buried  to  the  ground ; 
Mdin  the  struggle  thetorches  were  extinguished. 
Ail  VBS  confusion  ;  nothing  was  heard  but 
i^tg  and  yells ;  and  friends  and  foes  were  so 
Saa^led  in  the  darkness,  that  they  were  unable 
taiistiagmsh  one  another.  A  discharge  of  pis- 
loll,  aiicl  then  a  desperate  rush  took  place  on  the 
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part  of  the  clubbists — it  succeeded ! — the  lines  of 
the  soldiery  were  broken,  and  the  brotherhood, 
in  a  body,  swept  forwards,  while  the  Volunteers 
in  the  back  groujid,  who  had  taken  no  share  in 
the  affray,  did  not  for  an  instant  oppose  their 
progress.  Along  the  street  they  rushed — free ! 
free ! — and  turning  to  the  right  and  to  the  left, 
no  one  attempting  to  check  them,  for  all  who 
dwelt  in  the  neighbourhood  were  secretly  their 
friends,  they  effected  a  triumphant  escape. 

Captain  Tomkins,  the  valiant  defender  of  his 
country,  and  who  was  ready  to  die  for  church 
and  state,  waved  his  sword,  and  uttered  three 
terrible  oaths. 

''  Who  should  have  thought  the  scoundrels 
would  have  fought  so  desperately.  Sergeant 
Sleek  r 

"  Ah  1  ^who  indeed  should  have  thought  it, 
Captain] — If  they  had  been  merely  men,  we 
would  surely  have  settled  their  business  for 
them ;  but  I  believe  them  to  be  devils  incar- 
nate!" 
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"  How  many  prisoners  have  we  taken,  gallant 
»ldiets?"  continued  the  Volunteer  Captain. 

On  eiamination  it  was  found  that  five  pn- 
r,les,  besides  the  Lieutenant,  were  severely 
.o.nded,  aid  one  man,  it  was  feared,  mortally. 
The  number  of  the  prisoners  amounted  to  two- 
fte  youth  whose  office  in  the  club  bad  been  to 
light  and  snuff  the  candles,  and  the  decrep.l 
keeper  of  the  door! 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


Camilla  vas  alone  io  her  lodgings;  it  was 
nearly  ten  o'clock,  but  she  did  not  as  3ret  expect 
her  hosband,  being  aware  that  be  attended  the 
dub  that  night.  She  was  seated  by  the  fire- 
place, and  a  single  candle  burning  on  the 
mantel-shelf,  the  room  had  a  shadowy  and  cheer- 
less appearance ;  the  wind,  also,  rising,  and 
accompanied  by  occasional  showers  of  raio, 
whistled  around  the  creaking  casement:  and 
every  gust  seemed  to  make  more  sad  the  heart 
of  the  clergyman's  daughter. 

She  endeavoured  to  b^fuile  the  time  by  read- 
ing, but  though  her  eye  scanned  the  page,  to  her 
mind  it  possessed  no  meaning.  Her  thoughts 
were  absent ;  they  were  with  her  husband.    She 
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knew  Mm  to  be  infatuated ;  she  was  conscious 

that  be  was  involved  in  lamentable  error ;  yet 

faer  lore  for  him  was  not  the  less  ardent,  nor  his 

;afeiy  an  object  to  Iter  of  less  concern.     Those 

■..  igiils  on  which  he  attended  the  meetings  of  the 

!J^  were  nights  of  anxiety  and  wretchedness  ; 

"ching,  wailing  for  his  return,  and  anticipating 

-  iscovety  and  danger,  she  was  always  in  a  state 

of  patBful  excitement.     Could  she  Imve  shared 

lie  hazards  to  which  Pellew  was  exposed,  far 

lass  would  have  been  her  sufferings ;  for,  with 

a  imman's  devotion,  she  felt  that  were  she  by 

his  side,  the  bolt  that  would  crush  him  when 

alone,  mi^ht  even  by  her  weak  hand  be  averted. 

"  Oh!"  she  thought,  "  if  Walter  loved  me  with 

half  Uie  fervour  I  love  him,  never  would  he  subject 

me  to  the  sorrow  I  endure.  And  yet  I  should  make 

iDowances :    I  must  draw  a  distinction  between 

his  tcx  and  mine.     Man's  love  is  but  one  of  his 

many  feelings;    in  the  scholar,  it  is  subservient 

to  Iu9  thirst   for  knowledge;    in  the  patriot,   it 

yields  (o  the  worship  of  country  ;   glory  halves 
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the  heart  of  the  soldier ;  but  with  us  the  affec- 
tions are  onuiipotent ;  they  absorb  all  other 
thoughts,  and  make  all  other  passions  their 
slaves." 

Camilla  dosed  her  book;  she  walked  to  and 
fro,  her  eyes  bent  on  the  ground,  and  her  hands 
clasped  before  her.  Another  weary  half  hour 
passed;  now  she  mill  expect  him.  She  opened 
the  door,  and  listened  for  his  step  on  the  stairs ; 
but  she  only  heard  the  brawling  of  some  fellow- 
lodgers  on  the  fioor  beneath.  Once  more  she 
retired  to  her  seat,  and  as  she  leant  her  head  on 
her  hand,  and  fixed  her  mild  beautiful  eyes  cw  the 
flickering  flame  fed  by  the  few  sticks  which  had 
been  placed  in  the  grate,  fears  and  anticipations, 
more  than  usually  gloomy,  oppressed  her  spiriL 
In  fancy  she  saw  her  husband  in  the  hands  of 
officers  of  the  law ;  she  beheld  him  in  prison, 
his  free  ungovemed  spirit  chafing  and  writhing 
in  a  noisome  cell.  From  thence  she  passed  to 
the  court  of  justice ;  she  heard  him  arraigned 
as  a  conspirator,  and  a  common  felon !   he  is 


OR,  THE  KOTUSB!  OF  iBCHEIl  CUVB.      199 

«fre!«iled  .s  »  being  little  less  black  than  a 
fad;  and  the  Jury  believe  it,  and  pionounce 
lim-piilly!  what  is  to  be  his  punishment  1 
Camilla  started  to  her  feet;  she  could  bear  the 
pidure,  which  her  imagination  drew,  no  longer; 
kr  .shy  countenance,  the  veins  swelling  on  her 
kelead,  and  the  quivering  lip,  betokened  how 
u«te  was  the  agony  she  endured.  "  Thank 
Heaven!  it  U  but  a  fancy!"  she  murmured;  and 
light  again  flashed  to  her  eye,  and  she  smiled 
at  her  idle  apprehensions. 

Hart!  steps  at  length  mount  the  stairs-was 
Pellew  come !  the  eager  wife  opened  the  door- 
she  was  ready  to  fly  into  his  arms-  no,  a  man 
anteredthe  room,  but  it  was  not  her  husband. 
•■I  hope  you  are  quite  well,  Mrs.  Pellew  ;■• 
™d  Thompson,  whom  we  have  already  des- 
cbed  as  a  young  man  plain  in  his  appearance, 
u,d  with  great  freedom  of  address.  As  a  friend  of 
herhu.b.nd's,heextendedhishandtoCamilla,but 

it  was  with  evident  reluctance,  and  a  sensation 
.f  shrinking,  that  she  returned  his  salutiuon. 
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"  To  what  may  I  ascribe  the  honour  of  this 
visit,  Mr.  Thompson!" 

"  Oh !  ifl  not  Pellew  at  home  t — "  he  knew 
while  he  asked  the  questicoi  that  Pellew  was  at 
his  club. 

"  No,  my  hushaod  is  absent,  and  when  he  doe* 
return,  I  expect  he  will  be  so  much  fatigued  that 
I  think — I  think,  Mr.  Thompson, — that  is,  unless 
you  have  very  important  buaness — you  had 
better  see  him  to-monow  morning." 

"  Hem — ha — ^well,  my  business  is  rather  im- 
portant, BO  I  think  I  may  as  well  stay  here 
until  be  cornea ;"  and  flinging  off  his  cloak,  he 
closed  the  door,  and  threw  himself  into  a  chair. 

Camilla,  in  an  embarrassment  she  was  unable 
to  conceal,  withdrew  to  a  short  distance.  She 
hated  the  man  as  much  as  she  despised  him ; 
and  yet,  since  her  husband  bad  thought  proper 
to  connect  himself  with  this  stranger,  she  would 
not  willingly  behave  towards  him  with  rudeness; 
A  smile  that  had  nothing  of  mirth  in  it,  distorted 
rather  than  lit  up  Thompson's  countenance ;  and 
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in  that  countenance  no  expression  of  the  finer 
reelings  was  risible ;  but  sensuality  in  the  tbi^ 
iips,  and  cunning  in  ihe  small  deep-set  eyes, 
were  its  prevailing  cbaracteristics. 

"  Mrs,  Pellew,  don't  stand,  I  beseech  you. 
Come,  as  my  friend  may  not  return  for  some 
Piile  time,  let  us  make  the  most  of  a  half  hour :  in 
(ut,  my  business  less  concents  him  than  yourself." 

Camilla  regarded  him  with  a  look  of  undis- 
guised amazement. 

"  I  hare  long  sought  an  opportunity  to  see 
ymi  alone ;"  pursued  Thompson.  "  I  am  fortu- 
nate at  last.  Dear  Mrs.  Fellew,  I  wish  you  and 
onself  perfectly  to  understand  each  other." 

"  Sir,  yoa  speak  in  enigmas." 

"  Well,  I  will  expressmyself  thenmoreplamly. 
Id  the  fust  place,  t  am  not  what  I  seem ;  my 
tumble  garb,  and  apparently  low  condition  in 
life,  are  but  assumed  for  one  purpose," 

"  If  that  purpose  be  good,  neither  Pellew  nor 
I  f\a\l  llame  you  for  the  disguise  in  which  you 
suy  bare  thought  it  expedient  to  appear." 
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"  I  have  cultiTated  ao  acquaintance  with  youi 
bttsbaod;  I  hare  asnsted  him  in  some  of  bis 
literaiy  undertakings ;  I  know  his  haunts ;  the 
sodety  to  which  he  bel(»igs ;  and  he  believes  me 
to  be  a  convert  to  his  cause — a  disciple,  a 
Neophyte  in  the  mysterieB  of  Tepoblicamsm — ha ! 
ba!  ha!"  and  Thompson  laughed,  and  twirled 
his  small  red  moostachoes, 

"  Sir,  you  do  not  mean  to  assert  that  you  have 
imposed  on  Hr.  PeUew  1" 

"  Ob !  no,  not  at  aU,  of  course  not^-but  don't 
letmejest:''  here  Tbompeon  altered  his  manner, 
for  be  bad  a  deep  game  to  play ;  his  naturally 
overbearing  conduct,  and  habitual  sarcasm  of 
tone,  were  exchanged  for  a  suavity  of  voice, 
and  a  deference,  even  gentleness  in  his  address, 
admirably  assumed  for  the  occasioD. 

"  Dear  Mrs.  Pellew,  you  must  not  blame  me 
for  hypocrisy,  when  yon  are  the  cause  of  it  I 
am  no  Revolutionist;  I  utteriy  repudiate  Pellew's 
prindplea ;  I  joined  him,  I  assisted  him,^ — ay,  I 
scruple  not  to  confess  it, — to  be  near  the  shrine 
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M  which  this  moment  I  kneel.  Yes,  love  must 
explain  and  excuse  all  my  actions.  Adored  one  • 
the  fiist  moment  I  beheld  you,  these  dear  bright 
tyes  tn&de  me  a  captive.  Listen  to  me !  let  one 
tnile  of  approTid  repay  me  for  all  my  anxious 
thoughts — my  hitherto  distant  and  silent  wor- 
shij".'" 

It  vould  be  a  difficult  task  to  define  the  min- 
gled emotions  which  swelled  the  heart  of  the 
liigh-wuled  and  virtuous  Camilla:  the  rush  of 
Awe  feeUngs  for  a  minute  impeded  her  speech ; 
but  ihe  lip,  the  btow,  the  Sashing  eye,  better 
than  any  language,  betokened  the  height  of  her 
uutgnation,  and  the  depth  of  her  scorn.  She 
nwred  back  with  a  dignity,  an  air  of  withermg 
ciaiempl,  which  scarcely  might  have  been  ex- 
(wled  from  her  gentle  and  feminine  nature. 

"  Leave  roe,  sir !  pollute  not  my  ears  a  mo- 
iMoi  longer  with  such  language !" 

"  Ho!  ho!  I  admire  your  spirit,  I  assure  you! — 
ftish  sway,  my  beautiful  dark  eyes !  you  never 
*^kej  w  bewitching  as  now !" 
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"  Deceiver  of  the  husband,  andiosulter  oFtbe 

itiie !  if  you  do  not  depart  instantly,  I  shall  be 
obliged  to  call  for  assistance." 

As  Camilla  was  about  to  open  the  door, 
Thompson  seized  her  by  the  arm,  and  drew  hei 
back  into  the  room. 

"  Not  so  hat,  pretty  one !  you  don't  know 
whom  you  trifle  with.  I  am  not,  I  repeat,  what 
I  t^pear.  I  have  rank,  I  have  wealth,  and, 
what  is  as  important,  perhaps,  in  your  eyes,  I 
have  power — complete  and  foil  power,  over  the 
fortunes  and  destiny  of  your  husband;  I  can 
give  him  at  any  time  into  the  hands  of  justice, 
for  I  can  prove  him  to  be  a  conspirator  and  a 
rebel!" 

Camilla  shuddered ;  the  shriek  which  trembled 
on  her  lips  was  arrested ;  she  felt  that  what  the 
villain  asserted  might  be  too  true. 

"  Yes,  transportfUion  for  life,"  continued 
Thompson,  "  would  be  the  mildest  doom  that 
Government  could  award  Mr.  Pellew ;  and  this, 
but  yesterday,  was  the  sentence  pronounced  on 
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three  members  of  a  London  club  far  less  notorious 
than  that  society  to  which  Pellew  belongs." 

Camilla's  scorn,  personal  terrors — all  were 
forgotten  io  one  consideration — the  fate  of  her 
husband;  and  with  eager  eyes,  and  lips  apart, 
she  drank  in  breathlessly  the  words  of  the  heart- 
less and  cruel  speaker.  The  effect  produced  on 
her  was  such  as  Thompson  had  anticipated,  as 
well  as  desired. 

"  Listen  to  me! — ^I  can  ruin  Pellew — ay,  this 
very  night——" 

Camilla,  in  agony  past  endurance,  approached 
nearer  to  Thompson.  In  spite  of  her  pride,  in 
spite  of  her  abhorrence  of  the  scoundrel  before 
her,  she  was  driven  to  act  the  part  of  a  sup- 
pliant ;  she  clung  to  his  arm,  knelt  at  his  feet, 
and  cried  amid  choking  sobs :  "  Ruin  him  1 
betray  your  friend  ]— oh !  if  you  are  a  man,  if 
you  have  the  heart  of  an  human  being,  you  will 
not  do  this  !  you  say  that  your  station  in  life  is 
beyond  what  we  imagine ;  use  not  the  influence 
you  may  possess,  then,  in  crushing  the  humble ! 
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in  overwhelming  with  misery  those  who  are 
already  unfortunate !" 

"  Nay,  beai  me  out — ^I  said  I  could  niin  him, 
but  it  is  also  in  my  power  to  save  him,  even 
should  his  own  imprudence  hurry  him  into 
danger." 

"  Thank  you !  bless  yon  1"  cried  Camilla  with 
brightening  eyes.  "  Oh !  I  knew  you  could  not 
act  the  unprincipled,  the  cruel  put,  at  -which 
you  first  hinted." 

"  How  I  act  will  depend  entirely  upon  your- 
self— tush!  no  tears — ^I  abominate  tears  and 
sentiment;  I  am  a  man  of  the  world,  and  live 
for  the  actual:  do  you,  likewise,  if  you  can, 
shake  off  the  trammels  of  a  ridiculous  romance, 
and  morbid  sensibility.  Pshaw !  love  youi 
husband,  if  you  will,  but  don't  be  his  slave. — 
You  are  poor " 

"  Poor,  but  honest" 

"  I  have  the  means  of  medcing  you  rich — "  he 
stooped  closer,  and  breathed  words  into  hei  ear — 
words  which  cmly  the  soul  of  the  polluted  would 
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toto^lhoutsWnking.  She  stsrted  back, 
.s  if  .1.  sdder  Wa  sprang  up  in  her  path  ;  her 
»  TO.  gone-hei  ashy  cheek  had  tutned  to 
dms«»,  and  het  sopplicaling  posture  was  con- 
xrttd  into  the  loftiness  of  virtuous  disdain. 

"Monsteil  thou  art  even  more  base  than  I 
OTctived  thee !  contemptible  man,  dost  thou 
mppise  I  would  sell  myself  tor  gold  which  might 
issisl  my  husband's  cause!  and  that  he— i. 
•mldreceivetho  worse  thanJuda»-gifH—go!you 
tevet  to  learn  that  poverty  and  misfortune, 
tagh  bankrupt  in  all  beside,  may  he  rich  in 
l».o.r  and  honesty  which  millions  shall  not 
pmtase!  whoever  you  are,  I  loathe,  I  despise 
;«!  and,  in  the  name  of  my  husband,  I  date 
you  to  do  your  worst!" 

With  hand  Jointing  at  the  door,  and  form 
.,=«,  Camilla  stood,  a  beautiful  impersonation 
of  resolute  virtue.  Even  the  dastardly  Thomp- 
«.,f.,  a  fewmoments,  confessed  the  spell  which 

pnrds  innocence  as  with  an  adamantine  shield. 

But  bis  dull  brutalized  spirit  soon  dismissed  any 
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thoughts  of  a  better  nature  which  had  forced 
themselves  upon  him :  unlike  maoy  rouit,  and 
desperate  profligates,  he  seemed  to  be  a  mao 
devoid  of  all  appreciation  of  the  exalted  and 
lovely.  He  raised  his  eye-glass,  wliiatled,  and 
then  broke  into  sneering  laughter. 

"  Ha !  ha !  enough  tragedy-acting  for  tbe 
present.  So,  I  suppose  you  are  quite  contoil 
that  I  fetch  an  officer  to  take  Pellew  into  custody, 
as  soon  as  he  arrives — eh  ? — he'll  be  transprated 
ibr  life,  depend  upon  it." 

"  Miserable  man,  do  what  you  please ;  if  my 
husband  be  banished,  I  can  bat  diare  his  ftte." 

"  I  beg  pardon^there  you  are  mistaken ; 
wives  are  never  ^owed  to  accompany  theii 
convict  husbands — ha !  ha !" 

"  Away ! — I  shall  summon  the  people  from 
below." 

"  Then  you  will  bring  certain  perdition  on 
Pellew.  I  love  you,  woman,  madly  love  you,  in 
spite  of  all  that  has  passed.  Now  I  will  be 
honest  in  what  I  say,  and  thus  allow  the  matter 
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» iMd  bel.een  us.  Menlion  no  word  of  what 
himnspicedloyout  husbund:  ifyoado.his 
Smisealtd.  1  give  you  •  week  to  think  of 
.)-pr«[05al;  if,  at  the  expiration  of  that  time, 
mitfase  to  leave  your  home;  it  you  will  still 
.'npidj;  prefer  penury,  and  constant  anxiety,  to 
Jume  and  ease,  I  shall  then  take  my  revenge; 
for  if  I  eannot  gratify  my  love,  I  shall  indulge 
„  „,enge.-Thus,  I  once  mote  impress  it  upon 
JO.  that  your  husWnd's  doom  is  in  yout  own 

hands!" 

Again  trepidation  and  anguish  seized  Camilla; 
ker  wound-up  spirit  could  not  long  retain  that 
tension  which  the  circumstances  of  the  moment 
bad  produced;  she  remained  irresolute  and 
trembling,  as  if  contemplating  the  picture  which 
Thompson's  words  presented;  but  the  latter 
approached  her. 

■•  Farewell,  for  the  present;  I  shall  not  remain 
toseePellew  to-night.  Eemembet-secrecy- 
a»d  I  think  your  good  sense  will  not  fail  ulti- 
mately to  embrace  my  oSe,.    In  the  meantime. 
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as  aa  earnest "  he  drew  her  towards  him, 

and  was  about  to  impress  upon  those  lips  the 
pollution  of  his  kiss,  when  Camilla,  awaking  from 
the  stupor  which  oppressed  her,  started  away 
from  him,  uttering  at  the  same  time  a  shriek. 

"  Death  and  fury !"  cried  Thompson,  "  yoii 
forget  my  lessons  already — and  bark !  I  hear 
some  one  ascending  the  stairs." 

The  next  moment,  the  door  was  thrown  vio- 
lentiy  opeo,  and  Walter  Pellew  entered  the 
room! 


^ 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

The  three  seemed  rivetted  to  the  spot  where 
they  stood.  Camilla  did  not  cower  or  shrink, 
and  yet  she  trembled.  Thompson  had  assumed 
Jiis  wonted  air  of  levity  and  nonchalance ;  while 
Pellewbent  upon  him  a  stern  and  inquiring  look. 
Camilla  was  the  first  to  speak,  stepping  up  to 
her  husband,  and  pressing  his  hand. 

"  Walter,  I  am  so  rejoiced  that  you  are  re- 
turned ! — ^but  you  appear  very  fatigued." 

Pellew  gently  repelled  her,  still  fixing  his  eyes 
on  Thompson. 

"  What  means  this  1 — I  heard  an  exclama- 
tion—a shriek !" 

"  Ha!  ha !  my  dear  fellow,  how  amused  1  am ! 
pen  honour,  you  look  as  grave  as  if  you  intended 
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to  raise  a  gbost ;  bat  paidoD  my  jesting ;  you 
know  I  am  rather  given  to  play  the  laughing 
philosopher  at  times.  You  appear  to  latmut 
under  some  strange  misapprehension — but  I'll 
quickly  miravel  the  matter.* 

The  side-long  glance  which  Thompson  gave 
Camilla  was  fraught  with  a  meaning  she  too 
well  understood ;  it  was  intended  to  place  her  on 
berguard,  or  it  rather  dared  herto  betray  the  truth. 

"  Speak,  Mr.  Thompson !"  said  Pellew  in  an 
agitated  tone ;  "  I  am  anxious  to  hear  your  ex- 
planation, for  I  hope  I  have  not  discovered  yon 
to  be  a  villain," 

"  Now,  how  absurdly  you  talk  <  I  thought,  my 
friend,  you  knew  me  better,  as  well  as  your 
affectionate  wife  there.  Well,  I  just  dropped  in 
some  ten  minutes  since  to  ascertain  whether  yon 
hid  returned  from  the  club ;  in  fact,  I  was 
anxious  to  know  what  they  had  determined  on 
with  respect  to  your  new  pamphlet.  Not  finding 
you  at  home,  I  thought  I  would  take  the  liberty 
of  waiting." 


OR,  THE  FORTUNES  OF  ARCHER  CLIVE.      213 

*•  Very  well ;  so  far  I  am  satisfied." 
''  Of  course  you  will  ask  the  cause  of  the  ex- 
dazaatioD  you  heard — ^ha !  ha !  but  forgive  me, 
I  ought  not  to  laugh,  since  I  was  only  this  mo- 
ment talkii^  of  a  very  melancholy  afiair.  You 
most  know,  then,  that  among  other  matters,  I 
informed  Mrs.  Pellew — perhaps  I  acted  wrongly 
ID  doing  so — that — that  the  three  members  of 
ike  Revolution  Society  tried  yesterday,  were 
sentenced  to  be  transported  for  life :  the  thing 
90  startled  her,  that  associating  for  the  moment,  I 
appose,  our  probable  fates  with  the  doom  of  the 
convicts,  she  involuntarily  uttered  a  cry ;— and 
tins,  my  dear  friend,  is  the  truth  of  the  affair,  which 
Msuredly  does  not  require  another  thought." 

Pellew  pondered,  as  a  man  may  do  who 
^68  to  believe,  yet  scarcely  can  persuade 
kunself  to  credit  an  assertion.  He  looked  from 
one  to  the  other ;  the  perfect  ease,  and  self  pes* 
^on  of  Thompson  were  calculated  to  disarm 
SQspicioD ;  but  the  agitation  of  Camilla,  whatever 
its  real  cause  might  be,  excited  strange  surmises: 
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not  Uiat  he  believed  his  wife — the  fond  being 
who  had  sacrificed  so  much  for  his  sake — un- 
faithful to  him.  Nevertheless  it  was  with  some 
degree  of  impatience  that  he  addressed  her. 

"  Camilla,  it  remains  with  you  to  confirm  the 
truth  of  Mr.  Thompson's  statement,  or  at  once  to 
inform  me  that  be  has  uttered  a  falsehood  to 
cloak  dishonorable  conduct." 

The  situation  of  Camilla  was  a  pitiable  one, 
and  the  struggle  which  she  maintained  to  check 
her  emotions,  was  of  a  fearful  description.  To 
divulge  the  truth  would  be  almost  a  willing  sur* 
render  of  her  husband  into  the  hands  of  justice, 
for.  she  felt  assured  that  Thompson  would  not 
scruple  to  carry  his  threats  into  execution ;  and 
yet  to  give  corroboration  to  the  subtle  lie  of 
the  villain,  and  so  encourage  his  infamous  designs, 
was  what  her  whole  nature  revolted  at.  No- 
thing could  she  do,  then,  but  hesitate,  and  gaze 
at  her  husband  through  her  tears,  while  her  sobs 
touched  Ms  heart,  but  not  the  callous  nature  of 
the  man  who  caused  her  misery. 
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"  Answer  me,  dearest;"  said  Pellew,  stooping, 
and  kissing  her  forehead;*  fear  nothing;  I  am 
nere  to  protect  you  now.  In  wronging  you,  he 
wrongs  me ;  and  if  he  be  a  traitor  to  our  cause, 
an  enemy  under  the  mask  of  friendship,  he  shall 
Mtbat  I  am  not  slow  in  taking  vengeance." 

"No,  no!"  cried  Camilla,  her  resolution 
being  at  length  formed — she  would  connive  at 
tke  blsehood  for  the  sake  of  him  she  loved : 
'*  touch  him  not ;  he — ^he  has  not  wronged  you ; 
i)e  has  not  behaved  ill  to  me ;  your  suspicions 
are  quite  unfounded ;  Mr.  Thompson  told  you 
tlie  truth;  my  agitation  is  on  account  of  yourself, 
tbe  dangers,  the  risks,  which  you  incur.  Wal- 
ter, dear  Walter !  will  you  not  forgive  me  V  and 
overcome  by  the  rush  of  her  conflicting  feelings, 
she  fell  upon  his  shoulder  in  a  passion  of  tears. 

Tbe  eye  of  Pellew  brightened ;  he  could  not 
but  believe  the  words  that  came  from  these  dear 
lips,  and,  placing  Camilla  in  a  chair,  he  turned 
towards  Thompson. 

''  Uy  friend,  I  beg  to  o£fer  ^ou  a  most  sincere 
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apology ;  I  have  been  too  hasty  in  drawing  con- 
clusions ;  I  confess  I  was  in  error." 

"  Spare  yourself,  I  beseech  you,  Pellew;  the 
admission  quite  satisfies  me." 

"  Then,  here  is  my  hand."  The  mean  hjrpo- 
crite  grasped  it,  and  the  deceived,  and  the  decei- 
ver, smiled  on  each  other  with  all  the  blandness 
of  firmly-cemented  friendship. 

They  talked  for  a  few  minutes  apart  in  a  low 
tone  of  voice.  Pellew,  without  reserve,  divulged 
to  his  pseudo-revolutionary  pupil  the  misfortune 
of  the  night,  and  the  imminent  peril  which  the 
society  had  escaped.  Thompson  seemed  to  be 
warmly  interested,  and  urged  his  friend  never 
to  despair;  he  assured  him  that  no  possible  chance 
existed  of  his  being  discovered  in  the  obscure 
lodgings  which  he  occupied ;  and  then,  in  a  very 
cordial  manner^  that  young  proficient  in  craft 
took  his  leave. 

Pellew  and  his  wife  were  alone :  *'  Camilla," 
said  the  former,  "  we  will  allude  no  more  to 
the  circumstance  which  has  just  occurred;    I 
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aoii  perhaps,  too  suspicious  of  the  probity  of  my 
fellow  creatures ;  too  easily  excited ;  and  I  may 
even  appear  to  have  behaved  harshly  towards 
you." 

"OhI  no,  you  have  not  been,  you  never 
coald  be  harsh,  Walter ;"  said  Camilla  dashing 
away  her  tears.  "  But  come,  you  must  need 
refreshment  after  your  long  absehce." 

As  Pellew  seated  himself  at  the  table,  the 
light  of  the  candle  fell  on  his  face,  and  Camilla 
perceived,  for  the  first  time,  a  spot  of  blood  on 
his  forehead ;  she  approached  him  breathlessly, 
and  moved  back  his  hair. 

"  Merciful  Heaven !  how  is  this  ]  you  have  a 
gash  on  your  head.^ 

He  smiled  on  her — "  It  is  nothing,  dearest ; 
you  need  take  no  notice  of  it." 

But  Camilla's  apprehensions  were  not  so  easily 
allayed;  and,  after  a  few  more  questions  and 
exclamations  on  her  part,  Pellew,  finding  evasion 
to  be  of  no  avail,  disclosed  to  his  wife  the  dis- 
astrous event  with  which  the  reader  is  acquainted. 
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She  listened,  agitated,  pale,  and  silent;  but 
when  he  had  finished  his  recital,  every  other 
consideration  was  lost  in  the  intense  gratitude 
which  she  felt  to  Heaven  for  the  preservation  of 
him  who  was  dearer  to  her  than  her  own  Ufe. 

"  Walter !"  she  cried,  as  she  hung  on  him, 
weeping  and  smiling  by  turns;  "  Oh!  that  this 
escape  from  the  very  jaws  of  ruin  would  warn 
you  while  yet  there  is  time ! — what  would  be- 
come of  me  were  you  now  within  the  walls  of 
a  dungeon  1  I  confess  I  am  no  heroine,  nor  am  I 
ambitious  to  be  the  wife  of  a  Martjrr.  Leave 
mankind  to  work  out  their  own  regeneration ;  we 
can  do  good  to  our  fellow  creatures  in  a  calm 
quiet  way ;  and  this — this  will  fill  our  cup  with 
happiness !" 

Pellew  smiled  at  Camilla's  philosophy,  but, 
at  the  same  time,  tenderly  pressed  her  to  his 
heart. 


^ 


0R|  THE  F0RTX7NEB  OF  ARCHER  CLIVE.      219 


CHAPTER  XVIIL 

The  secret  which  Camilla  had  to  hide  from  her 
husband,  was  a  burden  on  her  heart  insup- 
portable. She  could  not  betray  to  him  that  a 
deadly  enemy  pryed  into  his  secrets,  that  she 
had  been  foully  insulted,  and  that  he,  the  insulter, 
st^ll  persevered  in  his  base  design.  Pellew  stood 
on  the  edge  of  a  precipice,  and  it  was  in  Thomp- 
son's power,  whenever  he  so  willed,  to  dash  him 
over.  It  is  true,  very  frequently  Camilla  advised 
him  to  be  less  communicative  with  a  man  of 
whose  family  and  standing  in  life  they  knew 
nothbg:  but  Pellew,  conceiving  such  caution 
to  be  unnecessary,  and  not  willing  to  lose  a  single 
convert  to  the  cause  he  advocated,  good-naturedly 
combatted  her  opinions. 

VOL  I.  L 
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Chve,  notwithstanding  his  parliamentary  en- 
gagements, and  his  unremitting  attentions  to 
Lady  Gertrude  Kenmore,  continued,  from  time 
w  time,  to  call  on  his  foster-brother ;  but  his  argu- 
ments wrought  no  impression  on  the  mind  of  the 
Revolutionist ;  the  creed  of  the  latter  was  not 
to  be  subverted,  nor  were  his  principles  to  be 
shaken.  The  society  of  which  Petlew  w&s  a 
member,  in  no  way  discouraged  by  recent  mis- 
fortunes, speedily  obtained  and  fitted  up  another 
room  in  a  house  more  secluded  than  the  last 
We  must,  bowerer,  follow  up  the  proceedings 
and  designs  of  Tho3>p«on,  as  connected  more 
immediately  with  the  fate  of  Camilla  and  her 
huAand. 

Long  and  continued  mental  exertion,  and  that 
excitement  under  which  the  spirit  frets  and 
chafes,  when  some  desperate  enterprise  is  con- 
templated, began  to  exhibit  their  effects  upon 
the  health  and  appearance  of  Pellew.  He  was 
once  a  hopeful  student,  pursuing  knowledge  for 
its  own  sake ;  his  hours  had  passed  in  delight, 
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and  his  heart  had  been  full  of  golden  dreams ; 
but  now  the  calm  joys  of  the  philosopher  and 
rathor  were  at  an  end ;  and  as  a  political  ca« 
balleTi  the  constant  uncertainty,  the  dread  of 
fiiilare,  the  conviction  of  the  awful  responsibility 
that  attached  to  measures  the  object  of  which 
was  the  subversion  of  thrones,  and  the  entire 
breakisg  up  of  the  social  system  then  existing — 
these  eat  into  his  soul  like  a  restless  oonsuming 
fire.  Love  swayed  him  on  the  one  hand,  and  ima- 
gined duty  on  the  other;  the  prospect  of  glory  and 
undying  renown,  one  moment,  urged  him  forward, 
and,  the  next,  he  shrank  at  the  probable  result  of 
all  his  toils — a  life  to  be  passed  in  ignominy  and 
chains!  thus  was  he  torn  by  antagonistic  pas- 
sions; and,  like  others  who  have  wedded  their 
souls  to  fearful  and  dazzling  chimeras,  he  had 
biddeo  farewell  to  peace  for  ever. 

Camilla,  with  bitter  sorrow,  marked  the  alter- 
ation which  each  day  made  in  her  husband's 
*  health ;  to  win  him  from  himself  and  his  burning 
thoughts,  she  endeavoured  to  lead  him  forth  from 

L  2 
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the  confined  apartment  where  he  passed  so  much 
of  his  time  in  writing  Revolutionary  pamphlets ; 
and  sometimes  she  succeeded  in  prevailing  on 
him  to  take  short  rambles,  and  breathe  a  less 
polluted  atmosphere  in  the  suburbs  of  the  Me- 
tropolis. 

It  was  a  cool  eveniDg,  although  the  day  had 
been  unusually  sultry,  when  Pellew  and  his  wife 
were  walking  in  Hyde-Park ;  they  sauntered 
along  by  the  Serpentine  River  near  where  the 
bridge  now  stands.  We  should  observe  that 
from  a  fear  of  being  identified  by  any  who 
would  have  been  too  happy  to  have  caused  his 
arrest,  Pellew  raiely  ventured  abroad  during  the 
day.  The  sun  had  set,  but  a  faint  glow  still 
rested  on  the  western  horizon,  like  the  memory 
of  the  dead  lingering  with  sweet  light  in  the 
heart  of  the  mourner.  The  stars,  one  by  one, 
looked  forth  from  the  blue  lattices  of  heaven,  and 
twinkled  with  their  myriad  eyes — sleepless  and 
immortal  watchers  over  the  reposing  earth !  the 
crushed  flower,  as  they  trod  on  the  velvet  turf, 
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exhaled  a  rich  perfume.  Hark !  do  they  hear 
the  roar  from  the  far-off  tumultuous  City  1  no,  the 
spirit  of  the  breeze  refuses  to  bear  sounds  so 
unholy ;  but  the  murmurs  of  the  glassy  Serpen- 
tine, and  the  rushing  of  the  wing  of  the  night- 
loving  bat,  are  faintly  heard;  while  from  the 
Royal  Gardens,"^  the  notes  that  ravished  the  ear 
of  Eve  in  Paradise — ^the  song  of  the  nightingale 
floats,  like  the  embodied  soul  of  music,  along  the 
tranquil  air. 

''  There  was  a  time,"  said  Pellew  to  Camilla, 
''  when  a  scene,  and  an  hour  like  this,  woke  my 
heart  to  poetry ;  when  the  soft  tints  of  the  earth, 
and  the  glories  of  the  sky,  would  send  my  imagi- 
nation wandering  through  fairy  realms.  I  thought 
not  then  of  the  real  condition  of  man,  or  the 
miseries  to  which  he  is  heir,  but  would  revel  in 
a  worid  of  my  own  bright  imaginings,  and  see 

nothing  in  all  things  but  perfection  and  beauty 

Ah !  these  were  happy  times !" 
"  They  were   happy,  Walter ;"    exclaimed 

•  Kennngton  Gardeni. 
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Camilla;  "  and  what  should  prevent  the  revival 
of  those  old  and  treasored  feelings  1" 

"  Every  thing:  the  veil  that  imagination 
would  draw  between  the  ideal  and  actnal  is 
torn  away ;  yet  it  is  not  without  a  sigh  that  I 
would  renounce  the  dreams  of  romance ;  these 
are  not  the  days  for  sentiment  and  poetry ;  the 
bard  must  bang  up  his  lyre,  and  turn  redresset 
and  avenger,  for  the  world  is  full  of  wrong.  There 
is  a  royal  palace  amid  yonder  trees." 

And  Fellew  pointed,  as  he  spoke,  towards 
Kensington-Gardens,  for  they  had  approached 
the  ha-ha,  or  long  wall,  which  separates  those 
grounds  from  Hyde-Park.  The  mansion  alluded 
to  was  the  venerable  pile  named  Kensington 
Palace ;  but  it  could  not  be  seen  from  the  spot 
where  they  stood. 

"  The  stars  are  gleaming  now  on  those  royal 
walls;"  continoed  Pellew;  "  within  are  silken 
couches  and  pampered  menials ;  the  same  stars 
quietly  rest  on  the  mud  cottage  in  the  valley, 
where  Povertynte  is  rags,  and  Starvationhuddles 
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her  skeleton  children.  While  these  things  are, 
what  peacei  what  bappinessj  can  exist  for  the 
reflective  mdignant  mind  Y* 

Pellew  elevated  his  arm  in  the  ardour  of 
q)eaking,  and  a  glow  suSiised  his  worn,  and 
recently  pallid  £Bice. 

"  Walter,  if  yon  taiU  go  forward  in  your  dan- 
gerous career,  would  at  least  I  could  see  your 
mind  less  disturbed !  quiet  measures  more  fre- 
quently triumph  over  obstacles,  than  headlong 
feverish  zeal ;  besides — " 

"  Nay,  dearest,  do  not  hesitate ;  think  not  I 
shall  be  offended  by  any  remark  you  may  offer : 
although  I  may  not  appear  to  be  guided  by  your 
counsels,  all  your  words  are  treasured  in  my 
heart" 

Camilla  pressed  his  arm  more  closely  to  her, 
and  tears  of  pleasure  trembled  in  her  eyes. 

"  Well  then,  Walter,  I  think  the  constant 
eagerness  which  you  display  is  your  greatest 
enemy ;  but,  more  than  all,  it  injures  your  health. 
Every  day  your  step  grows  more  feeble,  and  your 
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cheek  more  pale.   Oh !  if  you  persist  in  youi  pre- 
sent mode  of  life,  I  tremble  for  the  coDsequences!" 

Pellev  was  thoughtful,  ood  deep  melancholy, 
for  a  few  minutes,  settled  on  his  countenance. 
The  earthly  feeling — the  instinctiTe  lore  of  life, 
was  struggling  with  the  higher  principle  of  the 
enthusiastic  soul.     At  length  he  spoke : 

"  Camilla,  you  are  right;  the  flesh  fails,  though  . 
the  spirit  may  be  unconquered;  the  band  of 
disease  is  on  its  victim ;  and  I  sometimes  feel  as 
if  I  already  stand  in  the  shadow  of  the  grave. 
The  pang  of  separation  from  you  would  be  bitter, 
for  to  you  cling  all  my  human  feelings,  all  my 
treasured  affections.  Then,  also,  to  leave  the 
great  cause  of  moral  advancement  half  finished— 
to  have  sown,  and  not  live  to  reap ;  while  the 
arm  that  should  strike  tyrants  to  the  dust,  will 
be  palsied ;  and  the  voice  that  should  be  raised 
in  defence  of  the  injured  and  oppressed,  mute  for 
ever— the  thought  of  this  occasions  me  an  agony 
which  only  your  sweet  voice,  dear  looks,  and 
kind  coDBolation,  enable  me  to  support." 


^ 
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The  heart  of  Camilla  was  too  full  to  allow  her 
to  make  any  further  observation.  They  seated 
themselves  on  a  wooden  bench  which  encircled 
the  base  of  a  gigantic  elm.  On  their  left  hand 
stood  a  dark  mass  of  trees,  and  on  their  right,  at 
a  short  distance,  was  the  road  leading  to  the 
village  of  Kensington.  Camilla's  attention  was 
DOW  attracted  towards  the  latter  spot  by  the  sound 
of  wheels;  a  carriage  passed,  and  re-passed,  and 
at  length  remained  stationary ;  she  took  no  fur- 
ther notice  of  the  incident ;  but  the  moonlight 
whici)  enabled  them  to  discern  objects  at  some 
distance,  revealed  the  figure  of  a  man,  who 
stood  near  the  clump  of  trees  above  named. 

"  Look !  Walter  l"  whispered  Camilla  point- 
ing with  her  finger  at  the  group  of  elms;  "  that 
person  seems  to  be  watching  us."  But  the  figure 
almost  instantly  passed  away,  being  enveloped 
in  the  surrounding  shade. 

"  It  is  some  one,  probably,  enjoying  like  our- 
selyes  the  calm  of  this  delightful  evening,  Ca- 
milla." 
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"  I  am  not  alarmed;  yet  you  know  the  Gotod- 
moit  officen  are  extremely  vigilant;  and  I 
only  fear  lest,  tbrough  any  miBchance,  you  should 
be  leoogmsed,  and  deprived  of  youi  liberty. 
Come,  we  will  return  home — it  grows  late." 

Tbey  rose,  and  were  proceeding  along  by  the 
Serpentine,  when,  entering  from  the  neighbouring 
road,  two  men  walked  steadily  towatds  them ; 
the  person,  lately  seen,  might  have  been  joined 
by  a  companion,  yet,  whatever  their  business, 
there  was  something  peculiar  in  their  appear- 
ance, as  well  as  suspicious  in  the  rapidity  of 
their  step. 

The  shorter  of  the  two  earned  a  heavy  stick 
ooder  his  arm,  and  the  other,  as  he  stepped 
across  a  drcular  space  where  the  moon-beama 
gluiced  through  sn  opening  in  the  trees,  appeared 
to  be  muffled  in  a  cloak.  Camilla,  she  scarcely 
knew  wherefore,  felt  a  shudder  creep  over  her, 
and  mechanically  pressed  to  the  aide  of  her  hus- 
band. The  men  drew  nearer — they  passed — and 
an  exclamation  of  pleasure  at  the  circumstance 
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was  just  on  Camilla's  lip,  when  Pellew  felt 
bimself  seized  firom  behind ;  he  struggled,  faced 
around,  and  grasped  the  taller  man  by  the  collar. 

"  What !  Thompson !  is  it  you  1  then  you  are 
a  villain  after  all — what  want  you  V 

Tbe  last  words  were  scarcely  uttered,  when 
Thompson's  companion,  raising  his  heavy  stick, 
struck  Pellew  a  violent  blow  on  the  bead,  and 
the  latter  fell  bleeding  and  senseless  on  the  turf. 

One  shriek — ^wild  piercing  shriek  thrilled 
through  the  old  trees,  and  along  the  solitary 
Park,  and  then  Thompson  had  silenced  his  vic- 
tim, and  was  rapicUy  bearing  her  away  towards 
the  coach  which  waited  on  the  outside  of  the 
^osure. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


The  individual  whom  Camilla  had  at  first  seen 
among  the  trees,  was  Archer  Clive ;  to  account 
for  his  presence,  so  that  no  mystery  may  attach 
to  the  matter,  we  have  only  to  say  that  he  had 
obtuned  information  of  the  infamous  design  of  a 
man,  calling  himself  Thompson,  to  seize  and 
carry  off  a  lady  who,  his  informant  stated,  was 
in  the  habit  of  walking  with  her  husband  fre- 
quently by  night  in  the  suburbs  of  London. 
Accordingly,  Clive  bad  seen  the  profligate,  with 
whose  identity  he  was  well  acquainted,  in  ear- 
DGst  consultation,  that  evening,  with  the  driver 
of  a  hackney-coach ;  he  had  perceived  him  give 
the  fellow  a  considerable  sum  of  money,  and 
divining  the  nature  of  the  services  that  the  l»ibe 
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WBS  meant  to  command,  he  determined  to  watch 
the  issue,  and,  if  possible,  save  the  intended 
▼icdm.  In  pusuance  of  this  resolution,  he  had 
followed  the  coach  at  a  distance.  The  vehicle 
proceeded,  with  the  young  rot^  and  his  groom, 
to  Hyde-Park,  for  Thompson,  being  in  Pellew's 
confidence,  had  made  himself  acquainted  with 
his  haunts.  We  have  only  to  observe  further 
that  Clive  was  entirely  ignorant  as  to  the  name 
of  the  female,  on  whom  the  outrage  was  to  be 
committed. 

The  eye  of  the  watcher  had  been  fixed  on  the 
men.  So  sudden  and  rapid,  however,  were  the 
movements  of  Thompson  and  his  servant,  that 
before  Clive  had  emerged  from  his  hiding-place, 
and  come  up  with  them,  Pellew  had  been  struck 
to  the  ground,  and  Camilla  carried  almost  to  the 
enclosure,  beyond  which  the  hackney-coach  was 
stationed. 

On  rushed  the  pursuer,  and  as  swiftly  Thomp- 
son, aided  by  his  groom,  bore  his  prize.  The 
coach  was  within  call^  but  prudence  forbade 
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Thompson  to  raise  his  voice;  a  few  minutes, 
and  Camilla,  faint  and  senseless,  would  be  placed 
into  the  vehicle,  and  whirled  away  with  the  speed 
that  guineas  would  not  fail  to  command. 

But  Clive  was  not  endued  with  strength  and 
agility  to  no  purpose ;  he  reached  the  men,  and 
throwing  himself  between  them  and  the  barriers 
of  the  Park,  opposed  their  further  progress. 

''  Sir,  this  is  a  foul  game,  and  an  act  no  hon- 
ourable man  would  be  guilty  of;  release  that 
lady !"  cried  Clive,  in  as  calm  a  tone  of  voice 
as  he  was  able  to  assume. 

"  Who  dares  question  my  proceedings  V*  re- 
torted Thompson ;  "  if  you  wish,  felbw,  to  keep 
your  soul  in  your  body,  meddle  not  with  that 
which  does  not  concern  you!" 

'*  Man,  I  know  you;  yet  relinquish  your  base 
design,  and  even  far  as  you  have  proceeded,  you 
shall  not,  through  illy  means,  be  subjected  to  the 
disgrace  of  an  exposure.'' 

Thompson  gazed  earnestly  on  Clive  whose 
features  in  the  moonlight  could  not  be  mistaken; 
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and  for  a  moment  he  started,  terroi-stricken  by 
the  unexpected  appearance  of  one  whom  he 
hated  as  much  as  he  feared ;  but  the  paleness 
of  the  cheek  qnickly  gave  place  to  the  flush 
of  ungoyenable  rage. 

"  Fellow  I  dare  you  cross  my  path  ?  beggar ! 
receiver  of  crumbs  that  fall  from  other  men's 
tables!  out  of  my  way,  or  I  will  not  be  answer* 
ablefor  your  life!" 

Clive,  if  he  heard  the  insults  thus  offered  him, 
heeded  them  not.  His  eye,  for  the  first  time, 
ghnced  on  the  countenance  of  her  who  lay  insen- 
sible in  Thompson's  arms;  and  the  recognition 
of  his  foster-brother's  wife  filled  him  with  an 
^nishment  equalled  only  by  the  strength  of 
his  indignation. 

"Camilla!  Mrs.  Pellew  thy  victim? — were 
a  thousand  fiends,  in  thy  shape,  come  to  drag 
her  hence,  I  would  save  her  in  their  despite  l*^ 

"  Dillon  !"  exclaimed  Thompson  to  his  assis- 
tant, "  just  silence  that  rascal  with  your  crab^ 
will  youl  and  I'll  carry  forward  the  wench: 
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ten  guineas  beyond  our  bargaiii  for  you,  my 
Ud." 

The  groom,  incited  by  the  promised  reward, 
grasped  the  thick  stick  with  which  he  had  so 
effectually  stunned  Pellew;  he  brandished  it 
aromid  his  head,  and  rushed  full  upon  CliTe; 
but  the  sinews  and  muscles  of  our  hero  were 
more  vigorously  strung  than  those  of  the  pale  and 
wasted  student ;  he  received  the  first  blow  on 
his  arm,  but  the  groom  had  no  opportunity  of 
dealing  him  another,  for  Clive,  closing  with  his 
opponent,  tore  the  cudgel  iiom  his  hand,  and 
instantly  felled  him  to  the  ground  with  bis  own 
weapoB. 

The  first  thought  of  Humpson,  on  seeing  the 
fate  of  his  servant,  was  to  take  to  flight ;  for  the 
hypocrite  and  villain  on  system  is  commonly  a 
coward.  Recollecting,  however,  that  he  car- 
ried a  sword,  with  which  it  was  not  probable 
his  enemy  was  provided,  he  suddenly  dropped 
his  burden;  the  next  moment  his  rapier  flashed 
in  the  moonlight,  and  he  made  a  desperate  thrust 
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at  Clive ;  so  sudden  was  the  attack,  that  the  latter 
barely  escaped  being  run  through  the  body. 
Yet  Thompson  had  miscalculated  when  he  pre- 
sumed his  adversary  was  without  defence,  for 
half  expecting  an  encounter,  Clive  had  come 
provided  with  his  sword. 

"  Is  this  your  aim  ?  but  hold !  I  shall  not 
nise  my  aim  against  the  son  of  tiiy  honoured 
uocle :  again  I  say,  abandon  your  foul  purpose, 
and  I  promise — ^not  reconciliation  to  you,  but 
secrecy. » 

The  Honourable  Hector  Clive— for  the  reader, 
ere  this,  will  have  discovered  that  gentleman  and 
Thompson  to  be  the  same  individual, — for  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  felt  courage  animate  his 
heart;  yet  his  bravery  was  less  the  result  of  the 
spirit's  hardihood,  than  it  was  wrung  from  the 
baser  passions  of  hatred,  and  fury. 

"  Abandon  my  purpose  ]"  he  cried ;  '*  not  at 
thy  bidding,  paltry  knave!  am  I,  forsooth,  to 
sohdt  your  sanction  for  what  I  am  pleased  to 
do  1 — get  thee  gone !" 
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"  I  am  here  to  protect  tliifl  lady ;  she  wbom 
you  treat  with  such  violence,  such  imparsllel&d 
cruelty,  is  my  friend — the  wife  of  my  foster- 
brother." 

"  So  much  the  better — were  she  your  sister, 
she  should  be  mine ;  that  is,  my  pet,  my  pretty 
mistress — ha!  ha!" 

"  Back !"  cried  Clive  advancing,  stung  by 
the  foul  taunt ;  "  back !  or  I  shall  call  upon  you 
to  defend  yaui  life." 

"  That  will  I  do  speedily!  though  I  am  aware 
I  demean  myself  by  crossing  swords  with  such 
a  scoundrel." 

Hector  Clive,  notwithstanding  his  constitu- 
tional cowardice,  was  an  expert  fencer ;  holding 
a  Commissbn  in  the  Guards,  he  had  long  studied 
the  sword  exercise  under  the  most  skilful  mas-  . 
ters.  Archer,  therefore,  was  not  able  to  disarm 
his  antagonist  so  easily  as  he  anticipated ;  but 
it  was  not  until  Lord  Eltham's  son  had,  with  the 
most  deadly  intent,  made  several  passes,  ihe 
object  of  which  was  to  stab  him  in  the  breast, 
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fliat  the  elder  swordsman  acted  on  the  offensiye. 

dive  then  growing  excited,  terminated  the  con- 
liiet  by  running  his  opponent  through  the  right 
shoulder,  and  the  arm  instantly  becoming  par 
ndyzed,  the  sword  dropped  out  of  the  nerveless 
hand. 

The  groom,  meantime,  recovering  from  the 
effects  of  the  blow  he  had  received,  arose  from 
the  ground,  and  as  his  master  staggered  back- 
wards, he  caught  him  in  his  arms. 

Wheti  Clive  beheld  the  condition  of  his  rela- 
tive, his  animosity  was  entirely  extinguished. 
He  hastened  to  him,  and  taking  off  his  coat, 
bound  his  handkerchief  tightly  around  the 
wound. 

"  Dillon/'  said  Archer  to  the  groom,  ''  let  us 
lead  Mr.  Clive  instantly  to  the  coach,  and  you 
will  take  him  without  delay  to  Grosvenor-Square. 
I  trust  the  gash  has  not  injured  any  of  the  muscles 
of  the  arte,  and  that,  under  the  surgeon's  care, 
he  will  speedily  recover." 

The  man  did  not  answer,  but,  sullenly  scow- 
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ling  on  Clive,  led  his  master  forward ;  and  the 
young  dragoon  officer,  as  Archer  offered  to  him 
hie  arm  for  support,  shook  him  off,  muttering 
to  the  effect  that  he  needed  no  assistance  from 
his '  pauper'  relative. 

Clive's  services  heing  thus  rejected,  he  turned 
back  to  Camilla ;  she  had  risen  on  her  knees, 
and  was  gazing  hurriedly  around  her.  On  re- 
cognising the  kind  anxious  face  of  our  hero,  she 
partly  guessed  what  had  transpired,  and  uttered 
a  cry  of  joy. 

"  You  have  saved  me,  Mr.  Clive!  I  know  I 
owe  my  more  than  life  to  your  kindness.  But 
where— where  is  my  husband  V 

"  Compose  yourself,  I  beseech  you :  we  will 
soon  find  Pellew ;  he  cannot  be  far  distant." 

They  had  not  proceeded  many  paces,  when 
they  perceived  the  object  of  their  search  slowly 
tottering  towards  them ;  he  supported  himself 
with  difficulty,  and  when  the  fond  wife  rushed 
into  his  arms,  the  resolute  republican,  the  high- 
spirited  Pellew,  was  so  completely  unmanned, 
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that  he  sobbed  like  a  child.  The  next  minute, 
he  leant  heavily  on  Clive ;  indeed,  the  wound 
he  bad  received  appeared  to  be  of  a  more  dan- 
gerous description  than  the  sword-cut  inflicted 
on  him  who  had  but  obtained  his  deserts.  It 
was,  therefore,  with  some  difficulty,  that  Clive 
and  Camilla  conducted  Pellew  to  Hyde-Park- 
Comer,  where  entering  a  coach,  they  drove 
immediately  to  his  lodgings  in  Fleet-Street. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

The  surgeon  hod  paid  hie  morning  visit;  Clive 
also  had  called,  evincing  feelings  of  the  liveliest 
anxiety  for  the  fate  of  his  foster-brother.  And 
there  the  invalid  sat  by  his  small  but  cheerful 
fire,  in  a  chair  rendered  as  comfortable  as  the  hand 
of  love  could  make  it.  Camilla  was  beside  him; 
her  eyes  had  not  closed  in  slumber  for  the  past 
night;  yet  she  felt  no  weariness,  for  love,  like 
hers,  never  tires.  And  now  rejoicing  that  the 
injury  which  he  had  sustained  was  not,  as  they 
imagined,  of  a  serious  description,  she  was  still 
near  him,  ready  to  minister  to  his  wants,  and 
obey  his  slightest  wish.  The  conduct  of  Pellew, 
from  the  time  he  had  been  conveyed  home  from 
the  Park,  to  that  hour,  was,  to  say  the  least. 
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i^extnordioary.    One  moment,  he  was  sullen 
and  abstracted;    andj  the  next,  struggling  to 
stifle  emotions  of  indignation  and  rage.      To 
Clire's  questions  he    had  returned  brief  and 
impatient  answers ;   and,  verj  contrary  to  his 
usual  manner,  he  rarely  addressed  a  woid  to  his 
wife.    If  she  suggested  an  easier  posture,  he  did 
not  adopt  it ;  if  he  met  her  watchful  glance,  he 
almost  returned  it  with  a  scowl ;  and  when  Ae 
ventured  an  allusion  to  the  villain  who  had  de- 
ceived them  both,  the  feelings  that  burned  in  his 
eye,  and  blanched  his  cheek,  were  of  an  indes- 
cribable character.    He  offered  no  remark  ex- 
'    pressive  of  sympathy  for  her  on  whom*  the  out- 
rage had  been  committed;   and  he  seemed  to 
i^rd  his  enemy,  Thompson,  with  sentiments 
tliat  partook  less  of  hatred  than  of  maddening 
jealousy. 

The  two  prominent  traits  of  Pellew's  char- 
acter were  intemperate  zeal  in  whatever  he 
engaged,  and  an  obstinate  adherence  to  any 
opinion  he  might  form.      These  qualities  are 
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more  frequently  a  curse  to  their  possessors,  than 
instrumental  in  advancing  their  ends.  Enthu- 
siasm drew  a  film  over  Pellew's  mental  eye ;  and 
the  pictures  which  his  heated  imagination  was 
wont  to  conjure  up,  he  would  view  in  one  parti- 
cular light;  nor  would  a  hundred  recorded 
opinions,  based  on  truths  palpable  enough  to 
every  other  person,  suffice  to  convince  him  of 
his  error. 

Pellew,  at  the  moment  we  introduce  him,  was 
gazing  moodily  at  the  fire,  for  he  had  even 
rejected  the  amusement  of  a  book.  Camilla 
attributed  his  silence  to  illness,  and  his  fits  of 
occasional  moroseness  to  natural  indignation  at 
the  wrongs  he  had  received  from  Thompson. 
She  knew  his  disposition  to  be  generous,  and 
hia  heart  to  be  pure ;  yet  she  was  not  blind  to 
those  failings  in  his  character  which  we  have 
endeavoured  to  point  out. 

"  I  wish,  Walter,"  said  Camilla  anxiously, 
"  that  you  had  followed  the  advice  of  the  surgeon, 
and  remained  in  your  bed." 
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Pellew  made  no  observatioD. 

"  I  fear  you  are  worse,  far  worse  than  you 
imagine  yourself  to  be." 

"  No  I  am  not :"  was  the  brief  remark. 

"  I  hope  you  are  right;  at  all  events,  I  rejoice, 
and  am  thankful  to  Heaven  that  you  are  not 
likely  now  to  be  laid  up  on  a  bed  of  sickness/* 

"  You  rejoice  and  are  thankful  1 — I  must  be 
pennitted  to  doubt  the  sincerity  of  the  pleasure 
which  you  profess  to  feel." 

These  sarcastic  words  were  accompanied  by 
a  look  of  bitterness,  such  as  she  had  never  beheld 
her  husband  assume  before.  He  so  gentle  to 
her  on  all  other  occasions — ^he  who  had  never 
uttered  a  reproachful,  an  unkind  word — what 
oould  be  the  cause  of  this  sudden  and  extraor- 
dinary change?  or  what  could  it  portend!  Camilla 
suppressed  all  exhibition  of  surprise,  however, 
and  made  no  impatient  remark. 

"  Walter,  will  you  take  your  medicine,  for 
the  time  which  the  surgeon  mentioned  is  ar- 
rived?" 

VOL  I.  M 
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He  moved  the  phial  impatientiy  from  him,  and 
looked  at  ker,  for  she  was  weeping. 

"  Tears?  yes,  beautiful  they  ate  when  flowing 
from  an  honest  heart — but  such  as  yours  are  as 
poison  distilling  from  the  Upas-tree  of  death !" 

Camilla  could  contain  her  composure  no  longer ; 
the  look,  the  tone,  the  words,  cut  her  to  the  heart  r 
she  arose  in  wild  agitation,  and  grasped  her  hus- 
band by  the  aim. 

"  Walter!  what  does  all  this  mean?  why  do 
you  upbraid  me?  what  have  I  done  ?" 

He  motioned  her  to  her  seat — "  Be  calm,  if 
it  be  possible  for  your  guilty  heart  to  be  calm, 
and  hear  me.  I  have  been  silent  until  now,  but 
the  hour  is  come  when  I  am  compelled  to  speak." 

Camilla  obeyed,  leaning  on  the  table  with 
her  face  towards  him,  her  hands  strained  tightly 
over  her  forehead,  her  eyes  painfully  dilated,  and 
her  breath  coming  quick. 

"  I  have  been  recalling  the  past,"  said  Pellew, 
"  and  living  over  those  happy  days  again,  when 
I  thought — but  no  matter.    Oh  I  that  the  present 
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wete  a  dream !  a  hideous  dream  from  which  I 
ooold  awake !  but  all  I  see,  all  I  hear,  all  I  cod« 
template,  confirm  the  reality  of  my  disgrace,  and 
tell  me  that  my  hopes  are  blighted — ^my  happi- 
ness wrecked  for  ever." 

Astonishment  was  depicted  on  Camilla's  face. 

"  Did  I  see  you  now  covered  with  confusion, 
instead  of  assuming  that  look  of  suiprise  and 
innocence,  I  should  be  more  inclined  to  pardon, 
and  might  abhor  you  less.'' 

"  Abhor  me,  Walter  V 

"  Yes,  how  can  I  but  abhor  you,  since  you  add 
hypocrisy  of  the  most  subtle  kind  to  your  false- 
hood and  infidelity." 

Camilla  uttered  a  faint  scream,  and  sank  back 
into  her  chair. 

"  Nay,  your  '  acting*  will  have  no  eflfect  upon 
me.  I  charge  you, — would,  would  you  could 
gainsay  my  assertion! — I  charge  you — for  I 
must  speak  plainly — with  being  the  paramour  of 
Thompson !" 

Camilla  struggled  to  rise — to  speak ;  but  such 
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were  her  overwhelming  emotions,  tbat  she  was 
unable  to  do  either  the  one  or  the  other. 

"  I  perceive  you  have  no  reply  to  offer— your 
^uilt  confounds  you." 

"  Walter !"  at  length  gasped  Camilla,  mov- 
ing back  her  hair,  and  looking  eagerly  at  him ; 
"  guilt  does  not  confound  me,  but  your  unex- 
pected, your  most  cruel  accusation.  Oh!  you 
cannot  be  in  earnest — yon  must  have  some  secret 
motive  fox  your  extraordinary  conduct — you 
would  try  my  affection," 

"  That  has  been  tested  already,  and  found  to 
be  hollow  and  false.  I  say  again,  you  are  the 
minion  of  Thompson !" 

"  Let  me  die  rather  than  hear  my  husband 
repeat  these  foul  words !" 

"  Foul,  but  true." 

"  '^^1lat !  does  the  infamous  affair  of  last 
night  lead  you  to  doubt  the  truth  of  her  who  has 
loved  you  for  years !  do  the  vile  machinations  of 
an  unprincipled  villain  reflect  guilt  upon  me  ? — 
Walter,  pause — some  idea,  strange  as  dreadful. 
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has  gained  possession  of  your  mind.  You  know 
not  what  agony  you  occasion  me." 

"I  should  indeed  grieve  to  cause  you  any 
agony  that  might  be  undeserved ;  but  I  do  not 
found  my  accusation  entirely  on  the  event  of 
last  night;  if  that  only  had  happened,  I 
would  believe  you  had  been  borne  off  agatn$i 
your  will;  I  would  believe  that  you  had  not 
planned  with  your  paramour — ^that  your  anxiety 
to  lead  me  to  the  Park  arose  only  from  a  wish 
to  benefit  my  health.  No ;  I  would  direct  your 
attention  to  a  previous  occurrence." 

**  What  occurrence  ? — " 

"  Camilla ! — "  he  paused^  bending  his  eyes 
sternly,  and  searchingly,  upon  her.  **  Is  your 
memory,  then,  so  shallow  ?  does  not  your  con- 
science inform  you  to  what  I  allude  T* 

She  trembled,  for  her  suspicions  at  once 
pointed  to  the  night  when  Pellew,  returning  from 
bis  club,  as  the  reader  wiU  remember,  had  found 
her  in  company  with  Thompson, 

"  Ha!  you  recollect,  I  perceive.   Well,  when   . 
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I  encounteied  you  alone  with  youi  new  lover, 
agitated  of  course  by  his  addresses,  for  guilt  is 
often  timid  at  first — I  asked  whether  the  villain 
had  offered  you  any  insult" 

"  He  had — the  wretched  man  bad  used  to- 
wards me  language  of  the  most  in&mous  des- 
cription." 

"Say  you  sol  confess  you  all  at  lactV 
cried  Pellew,  springing  up,  no  longer  the  inva- 
lid ;  for  excited  Ceeling  lent  to  his  frame  an  un- 
natural vigour.  "  I  was  duped,  hoodwinked 
then,  and  believed  the  cunning  falsehood  you 
told  me.  '  He  bad  not  wronged  you — he  had  not 
behaved  ill  to  you,  and  my  suspicions  were  quite 
unfounded — '  these  were  your  words ;  and  thus 
you  strove  to  shield  your  lover  from  my  venge- 
ance.— Ob,  cr^ !  if  thoa  wouldst  have  a  perfect 
embodiment  on  earth,  take  the  shape  of  woman ! 
for  with  her  smiles,  her  tears,  her  witchery,  thou 
wilt  rarely  {ail  to  blind  and  ensnare !" 

"  Walter !"  cried  Camilla,  "  I  told  you  at  the 
time  an  untruth — I  confess  it — but  it  was  for 
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jour  sake.    Thompson  threatened  to  give  you 

ioto  the  hands  of  justice,  if  I  divulged  a  word  of 

vhat  Ittd  transpired !» 
"  Your  invention  is  of  a  very  lively  order;  you 

excuse  your  mendacity  then,  by  concocting  a 
oew  fiilsehood  now.'* 

"  What  i  will  not  my  explanation  suffice  ? 
will  you  cruelly  doubt  my  every  word !  oh,  to 
whom  shall  I  appeal  1  even  the  villain  Thomp- 
son  himself  would  exonerate  me." 

"  No  doubt  he  would — and  to  him,  therefore, 
I  advise  you  to  repair." 

^'  This  from  my  once  fond  confiding  husband  ? 
your  senses  wander,  dear  Walter!"  cried  Ca- 
milla pJinging  to  his  aruL 

"Off!  viper!— my  senses  only  wandered 
when  I  loved  you  /* 
"  And  do  you  love  me  no  longer  1" 
"  That  which  was  love,  Camilla,  has  yielded 
to  two  passions — abhorrence  for  you,  and  the 
desire  of  vengeance  on  him  who  has*wrought  my 
dishonour. — »    As  he  continued  to  speak,  Ca* 
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milla  slowljr  stepped  backwards,  pladng  her 
bands  before  her  eyes;  "  if  I  act  handily,  Heaven 
forgive  me!  You  were  my  first,  my  only  love,  the 
wife  of  my  bosom —  I  am  driven  to  desperation ; 
we  must  part — you  have  a  home — your  father—" 

"  My  home  is  with  you !  only  with  you !"  ex- 
claimed Camilla,  banging  upon  him :  "  kill  me, 
if  you  will ;  but  do  not  send  me  from  you !" 

There  is  a  propensity  which  may  frequently 
have  been  observed,  common  to  hitman  nature ; 
it  is  that  which  displays  itself  in  the  conduct  of 
those  whom  drcumstaocea  hriog  into  violent 
collision  with  each  other;  as  one  party  grows 
mote  ezdted,  and  loses  all  presence  of  mind,  the 
other,  in  an  exact  proportion,  cools  and  becomes 
collected.  Such  was  the  case  now.  Camilla, 
in  the  outburst  of  her  agony,  had  no  longer  any 
power  to  defend  herself,  or  undeceive  him  who 
laboured  under  bo  lamentable  a  deludon.  She 
could  only  wring  her  hands,  and  make  wild 
apostrophes,  protesting,  in  rain  words,  her  inno- 
cence, and  the  sincerity  of  her  love. 
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Pellev  was  as  a  man  calmed  down  to  a  des- 
perate resolve,  in  whose  mind  the  great  struggle 
of  douht  and  indeci»on  is  over,  and  whose  only 
course  is  now  to  ad.  He  believed  his  wife 
guilty,  and  that  her  distress  partly  was  counter- 
feited, while  it  partly  resulted  from  a  dread  of 
being  exposed ;  for  even  his  headlong  credulity 
did  not  urge  him  to  the  length  of  imagining  her 
vhoUy  depraved,  and  regardless  of  the  opinion 
of  the  world. 

"  Camilla/'  he  said,  with  something  of  pity 
in  his  look  and  voice,  gently  moving  her  from 
bim ;  '*  it  must  be  decided  between  us :  you 
have  sown  folly,  and  must  be  content  to  reap 
sorrow.  To  be  near  you — to  look  on  you,  would 
be  a  constant  awakening  of  memories  that  should 
lie  dormant,  and  a  renewal  of  my  anguish ;  we 
must  therefore,  I  repeat,  be  separated.  I  shall 
write  your  father  in  order  (o  explain—'* 

**  No— no — ^no !  in  mercy,  listen  to  me !  spare 
mer 

"  I  would  do  both  if  it  might  be  of  any  avail." 

M  5 
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"  Stay !  Mr.  Clive  will  plead  for  me— he  will 
conTince  you  of  youi  enot." 

A  bitter  laugh  broke  from  Pellew— "  Clive ! 
most  he  be  the  arbiter  between  us?  is  he  to 
reconcile  the  husband  to  his  ffuthlees  intriguing 
wife  ?  no,  I  will  no  longer  be  played  upon,  or 
made  a  dupe  of,  by  any  one.  Yet,-  Camilla,  I 
would  not  leave  you  to  want ;  though  my  means 
are  slender,  you  shall  continue  to  share  the  bread 
I  eat  To  this  house,  if  you  will  not  return  to 
your  &ther,  I  will  weekly  remit  money  for  youi 
use :"  as  be  spoke,  he  placed  his  purae  on  the 
table.  "  And  now  I  go— first  to  avenge  myself 
on  the  destroyer  of  my  peace — I  will  find  him ; 
I  will  track  out  his  lair,  if  I  have  to  hunt  him 
through  the  world !" 

He  raised  his  clenched  band,  and  uttered  an 
imprecation  on  Thompson.  Camilla  cowered 
beneath  him,  grasping  his  garments ;  hut  het 
eyes  gradually  closed ;  ber  hold  became  more 
feeble;  ber  cheek,  with  each  succeeding  mo- 
ment, grew  more  pale;    and   then,   afler  one 
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efotp-it  was  to  kneel  and  unbrace  his  knees — 
slie  sank  insensible  on  the  floor. 

And  Pellew  raised  his  young  wife,  and  placed 
her  on  the  little  Bo£ei;  there  as  she  drooped  so 
lovely,  so  like  all  he  might  dream  of  innocence 
and  purity,  what  a  flood  of  anguish  poured  upon 
his  wayward  heart !  though  he  might  regard 
her  as  a  deceitful  and  guilty  thing,  he  felt  he 
loved  her  still.  But  he  must  nerve  his  spirit, 
and  tear  himself  away ;  for  should  he  remain 
ontil  she  revives,  her  prayers,  her  tears,  may  yet 
triumph  over  his  resolves. 

He  gazed  around  the  apartment ;  it  contained 
little  that  he  valued,  for  his  papers  and  books 
were  lodged  at  his  club.  One  thing  only  he 
took  firom  a  drawer — ^it  was  his  wife's  minia- 
ture :  strange,  with  his  recently  expressed  feel- 
ings of  repugnance  at  every  thing  that  might 
remind  him  of  the  faithless  one,  Ke  should  have 
chosen  such  a  memento! — but  he  acted  from 
the  irresistible  promptings  of  a  still  enamoured 
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heart.  He  crept  (o  CamiUa's  side — took  her 
drooping  hand — bent  over  her,  closer,  and 
closer — be  impressed  on  her  beautiful  forehead 
one  kiss— then  taming,  he  softly  opened  the 
door,  and  before  she  had  awoke  to  consciousnes  ~ 
and  sorrow,  he  was  gone .' 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

Archer  Cliye,  on  the  morning  after  his  ren- 
coanter  with  his  relative,  did  not  fail  to  send 
privately  to  Grosvenor-Square  to  ascertain  the 
state  of  the  wounded  man's  health.  He  had 
forborne  calling  himself,  lest  the  nature  of  the 
nnfortunate  contest  should  at  once  come  to  light; 
and  he  was  desirous  of  sparing  Lord  Eltham  the 
knowledge  of  the  disgraceful  conduct  of  his  son. 
It  was  about  four  in  the  afternoon ;  a  little 
circle  had  collected  in  the  drawing-room.  On  a 
damask  sofa,  propped  by  pillows,  sat  or  rather 
reclined  the  Honourable  Hector  Clive,  whom 
we  so  recently  described  under  the  counterfeited 
name  of  Thompson.  His  arm  was  in  a  sling, 
and  the  paleness  of  his  cheek  would  have  given 
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to  his  face  an  interest,  if  any  thing  could  have 
endowed  those  harsh  forbidding  features  with 
that  quality.  Opposite  to  him  stood  the  phy- 
sician. Doctor  Buahby,  whose  thin  augular 
shoulders,  enormous  head,  and  little  scratch  wig, 
have  obtained  due  and  honourable  notice  in  a 
previous  portion  of  our  narrative. 

Lady  Eltham  was  regarding  her  son  with  looks 
of  the  deepest  anxiety ;  and  Miss  Smiik,  as  in 
duty  bound,  had  elongated  her  face,  and  folded 
her  hands,  in  tbe  most  approved  manner  that 
sorrow  prescribes.  Lord  Eltham  and  Minda 
were  silently  looking  at  the  doctor,  awaiting  that 
gentleman's  professional  report,  which  would  be 
the  third  bulletin,  touching  tbe  health  of  the  heir 
of  Eltham,  made  that  day. 

There  was  a  great  pulse-feeling,  and  gather- 
ing of  the  brows  in  thought — a  world  of  questions, 
uid  laconic  disrespectful  answers  from  the  pa- 
tient; there  were  countless  shakes  of  the  head, 
and  pressings  of  the  forefinger  on  the  capadous 
forehead ;    then,  after  a  few    '  h»— ba's,'  and 
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sdeom  smiles,  the  learned  man  delivered  him- 
self as  follows:^ 

"  We  shall  do,  I  perceive,  we  shall  do ;  our 
fever  is  greatly  abated,  and  our  system  altoge- 
ther comfortable.  Lord  Eltham,  you  won't  have 
to  pat  your  esteemed  and  honoured  family  into 
mourmng  this  time,  I  promise  you — ^ha!  ha!" 
and  the  worthy  gentleman  rubbed  his  lean  hands, 
and  chuckled. 

"No wine — ^low  diet — ^no  horse-exercise,  at 
least  for  a  week;  but  then  we  must  have  amuse- 
ment; your  son's  mind^  my  dear  Lady  Eltham, 
must  be  amused.  Let  me  see — shall  I  have  the 
pleasure  of  sending  to  you,  Mr.  Clive,  the  last 
file  of  the  Paris  Papers!" 

Doctor  Bushby,  it  will  be  recollected,  was  a 
violent  reformer,  and  his  darling  theme  was  the 
French  Revolution. 

"  What  are  the  papers  about.  Doctor  V  asked 
the  young  Honourable. 

"  About  1  about  1  why  the  most  interesting 
subjects,  I  suppose,  that  can  engage  the  attention 
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of  enlightened  and  civilized  roan !  they  are  full, 
Lord  Eltham,  of  more  triumphs  of  the  great 
popular  cause.  Traitors  are  having  their  heads 
lopped  off;  and  the  tree  of  liberty  is  being  planted 
ill  every  town  and  village  from  the  swamps  of 
the  lietherlands,  to  the  mountains  of  Spain,  and 
f[om  the  English  Channel  to  the  storied  Rhine. 
Hu !  ho !  what  days  of  enlightenment  and  glory 
we  do  live  in !" 

"  Days  of  rebellion  and  murder.  Doctor  Bush- 
by  !"  observed  his  Lordship,  slightly  knitting  his 
brows. 

"  Well,  I  will  confess  that,  in  some  instances, 
ihi?  French  Patriots  have  proceeded  too  far." 

"  Rather :"  said  the  Peer  drily. 

"  t  don't  mean  to  defend  their  execution  of 
poor  Philippe  Egalite,  or  that  batch  of  the 
Girondist  Ministers;  nor  do  I  quite  approve  of 
the  imprisonmeDt,  and  decapitaUon  of  Louis, 
merely  because  he  was  a  king ;  nor  of  Marie 
Antoinette,  because  she  was  a  queen — not  quite; 
so  you  see  I  am  by  no  means  violent  in  my 
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principles^  Lord  Eltham — in  fact,  a  roost  moder- 
ate man." 

"Bring  the  papers.  Doctor;"  said  Hector 
Clive;  **  bat  I  tell  you  plainly  that  I  shall  both 
drink  wine,  and  ride  my  horse,  before  the  week 
is  oat." 

Doctor  Bushby  pursed  his  mouth,  and  ele- 
vated his  forefinger  in  an  expostulating  manner ; 
Lady  Eltham  exclaimed  against  the  imprudent 
resolution  of  her  son;  and  Miss  Smirk's  dolorous 
countenance  added  an  inch  to  its  previous  length. 
Bat  now  the  worthy  physician  thought  proper 
to  take  his  leave^  bowing  to  one,  shaking  hands 
with  another,  and  casting  amorous  glances  at 
the  love-inspiring  Miss  Smirk,  between  whom 
and  the  doctor  a  closer  intimacy  existed  than  the 
Eltham  family  at  all  suspected.^ 

"That  superannuated,  croaking,  old  fool  is 
gone  at  last,  thanks  be!"  said  the  heir  of  Eltham, 
languidly  throwing  himself  back  among  his  down 
piUows. 

"  Mercy  upon  us !"  exclaimed  Miss  Smirk ; 
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"  don't  abuse  Doctor  Bushby ! — but  pardun  me ; 
I  know.  Lady  Ettham,  that  your  son's  expressiouB 
are  only  bon-jnoU — the  exuberance  of  ready  wit." 

Her  Ladyship  did  not  honour  her  .protegee 
with  any  remark;  she  was  unusuaUy  thoughtful ; 
at  length  she  addressed  her  son : 

"  Hector,  we  need  not  say  bow  much  we  re- 
joice that  your  wound  is  no  worse ;  it  might 
have  been  mortal ;  and  then  what  would  have 
become  of  the  title  and  estates?  we  have  hitherto, 
from  a  consideration  of  your  debility,  forborne 
pressing  the  inquiry  upon  you  regarding  the 
murderous  individual  who  could  dare " 

"  Pooh !  my  dear,"  said  his  Lordship,  "  the 
truth  of  the  matter  is,  no  doubt,  that  the  boy  bas 
been  rash  enough  to  quarrel,  and  to  fight.'* 

"  Lord  Eltham,  suffer  me  to  proceed,  if  you 
please. — My  dear  Hector,  no  one  is  present  but 
j'our  own  family,  for  Miss  Smirk  I  consider  as 
one  of  us." 

The  amiable  spinster  curtseyed  in  acknow- 
ledgment of  the  compliment. 
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"  Therefore,  inform  us  of  the  truth  at  once, 
90  that  we  may  take  the  necessary  steps  to 
redress  the  wrong  you  have  received." 

"  Why,  look  you,"  said  the  Honourable  gen- 
tleman, ''.I  am  unwilling  to  expose  the  party  to 
yoor  anger,  although  I  admit  he  is  an  unredeemed 
scoundrel,  and  a ^ 

Here  he  honoured  the  person  unnamed  with  a 
certain  epithet,  which  we  will  not  offend  the 
reader  by  repeating ;  but  his  oaths  never  shocked 
Lady  Eltham,  who  considered  them  but  the 
effervescence  of  spirit ;  while  Miss  Smirk  ever 
softened  them  down  by  applying  to  them  the 
exculpatory  term  of  bon-mots. 

"  My  dear  Hector,"  pursued  her  Ladyship, 
"  I  am  fully  aware  of  your  generous  nature,  and 
excellent  principles,  and  of  your  willingness,  at 
all  times,  to  shield  even  an  enemy  from  dis- 
grace ;  but,  in  the  present  instance,  I  think  your 
lenity  is  misplaced.* 

"  Well,  not  to  be  bored  and  pestered  any  more 
about  the  matter,  1*11  tell  you  who  the  man  is 
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tbat  thought  proper  to  Tall  upon  me  with  bis 
sword,  for  you  must  know  that  I  was  unarmed-'' 

"  Unarmed !  then  the  deed,  on  his  part, 
amounts  to  an  attempt  at  murder — how  dreadful!* 

Now  the  young  Honourable  would  willingly 
have  veiled  altogether  the  circumstance  of  his 
havingseiied  the  female;  but  the  evidence  wfaicli 
Archer  had  in  his  power  to  produce  agatDst  him, 
he  felt  would  be  too  convincing  to  admit  of  such 
a  line  of  proceeding.  He  was  determined,  how- 
ever, to  wreak  vengeance  on  the  thwarier  of  his 
schemes  in  a  way  that  should  not  only  goad  him, 
but,  he  hoped,  ruin  his  prospects  in  the  world ; 
and  in  carrying  out  his  plans,  be  resolved  mainly 
to  depend  upon  the  agency  of  his  mother. 

"  Hector,"  said  Lord  Ellham,  "  if  you  were 
unarmed,  the  conduct  of  your  enemy  is  inexcusa- 
ble. But  will  you  explain  to  us  the  cause  of  the 
quarrel,  or  dispute,  between  you?" 

"  Certainly  I  will — it  was  only  a  little  affiur 
of  gallantry." 

"  Ha !  ha  ■"  laughed  Lady  Eltham ;  "  Affiur 
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of  gallantry  ?  I  guessed  as  much — go  on — I  shall 
have  to  scold  you,  no  doubt ;  yet  young  men, 
Lord  Eltham,  in  spite  of  all  the  lessons  we  may 
giye  them,  will  be  young  men  still.'' 

"  The  fact  is/'  pursued  the  mother's  favourite, 
"  since  I  have  proceeded  so  far,  I  will  conceal 
nothing  from  you.  I  was  walking  in  Hyde- 
Park  in  company  with  a  young  woman — I  will 
even  tell  you  her  name — Camilla  Pellew.  It 
turns  out,  though  t  was  utterly  ignorant  of  the 
drcumstance  at  the  time,  that  she  is  the  pet 
protegee,  or  mistress^  if  you  will,  of  my  very  re- 
spected relative,  Mr.  Archer  Clive!" 

Lady  Eltham  started  as  if  she  had  received 
an  electric  shock.  "  Archer  Clive  1  you  do  not 
mean  to  assert  that  he  is  the  person — the  scoun- 
drel, I  should  say — who  made  the  murderous 
assault  upon  youl" 

"  Yes,  he's  the  man." 

"Lord  Eltham!'*  screamed  her  Ladyship, 
"  do  you  hear  that?  and  can  you  sit  there  calmly, 
and  learn  that  your  own  son  has  been  brought 
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vitliiD  an  inch  of  death,  by  that  malignant  Tipef 
which  you  have  nursed  in  your  bosom?" 

"  This  is  a  bad  biudness,  a  bad  business!"  ob- 
served the  old  Nobleman,  walking  to  and  fio, 
evidently  in  great  distress. 

"  In  a  fit  of  mad  jealousy,  then,  Hector,  my 
beloved  boy,"  continued  the  Viscountess,  "  this 
cowardly  reprobate  sprang  upon  you  with  his 
sword." 

"  Exactly — ^but  you  must  pardon  him — you 
must  excuse  him." 

"  Oh !  we  all  know  your  kind  disposition,  and 
foi^ving  temper ;  but  neither  pardon  nor  excuse 
shall  the  villain  receive  at  our  hands;  banish* 
meat,  or  tlie  gallows,  would  be  a  doom  loo  mild 
for  bim." 

"  What  a  sensation  his  hanging  would  cause! 
Lady  Eltham;"  exclaimed  Miss  Smirk;  "I 
agree  with  yon,  that  he  richly  merits  that  hide- 
ous and  vulgar  punisfameDt." 

Lord  Eltham,  as  if  his  cogitatitms  had  led  him 
to  some  definite  conclusion,  walked  quietly  up  to 
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his  son,  and  standing  between  him  and  his  mo- 
ther, spoke  in  a  tone  of  forced  calmness ; 

"  This  affair,  my  dear  Lydia,  is  by  no  means 
a  trivial  one ;  yet  I  ardently  wish,  for  all  our 
sakes,  it  may  not  be  noised  abroad,  and  get  into 
the  public  prints.  I  would,  therefore,  enjoin 
strict  secrecy.  Hector  may  have  been  wronged — 

"ifoy  have  been  wronged?  Lord  Eltham: 
interrupted  her  Ladyship. 

"  Yet  we  ought  to  hesitate  ere  we  condenm  the 
absent  without  a  hearing.  I  think  it  highly  de- 
sirable that  Archer  should  be  sununoned  to  our 
house,  to  answer,  if  he  can,  the  grave  accusation 
urged  against  him.'' 

"  Certainly;"  said  the  Honourable  Mr.  Clive, 
moving  rather  uneasily  among  his  pillows. 

"Oh!  certainly!''  exclaimed  her  ladyship, 
"  yet  I  had  hoped  this  house  would  never  again 
have  been  honoured  by  the  presence  of  one  who, 
to  his  other  good  qualities,  adds  flagrant  ingra- 
titude; and  to  the  catalogue  of  his  excellent 
deeds — an  attempt  at  murder!'' 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 


MiNDA  had  retired  from  the  room ;  Miss  Smirks 
also,  had  considered  it  decorous  to  withdraw, 
when  our  hero,   to  whom  Lord  Eltham    had 
penned  a  hasty  note,  appeared.     Though  con- 
scious of  having  acted,  in  the  event  of  the  pre- 
ceding day,  the  part  of  rectitude  and  of  honour, 
Clive  could  not  divest  himself  of  an  air  of  em- 
barrassment, or  avoid  a  look  expressive  of  regret 
and  sorrow ;  these  had  their  origin  in  the  peculiar 
situation  in  which  he  was  placed  with  regard  to 
Lady  Eltham ;  and  yet  they  seemed,  to  a  cer- 
tain extent,  a  tacit  acknowledgment  of  error. 
On  the  other  hand,  the  perfect  self-possession 
and    haughty    bearing    of   the    real    offender, 
operated  in  his  favour ;  while  he  was  admirably 
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si^yported  by  the  indignant  looks  and  flashing 
eyes  of  the  bold  and  beautiful  Viscoimtess. 

"  I  had  truly  hoped/'  said  Clive,  after  some 
OQDversation  had  taken  place,  "  that  Lord  and 
Lady  Eltham  would  have  been  spared  the  painful 
feelings  which  they  cannot  but  experience  on 
being  made  acquainted  with  the  real  cause  of 
our  contention  last  night." 

"I  dare  say  you  hoped  so;"  retorted  her 
Ladyship ;  "  you  hoped  that  the  affair  would  be 
kept  a  profound  secret/' 

"  With  regard  to  the  charge  made  against  me 
of  having  attacked  Mr.  Hector  Clive  unarmed, 
I  beg  to  say  that  it  is  without  truth.  We  en- 
gaged each  other  on  equal  terms." 

"  Do  you  give  me  the  lie  Y*  cried  the  Honour- 
able gentleman,  fiercely  twirling  his  moustachoes. 

"  Insolent!"  exclaimed  Lady  Eltham ;  "  but 
my  dear  Hector,  for  the  sake  of  argument,  let 
us  concede  that  point;  let  us  suppose  that  you 
were  provided  with  a  sword ;  I  only  ask  what 
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right  has  this  Archer  Clive  to  interfere  in  my 
son's  proceedings!" 

"  My  right,  Lady  Eltham,  is  that  which  every 
man  possesses  to  prevent  deeds  of  atrodty,  aa  fitr 
aslies  in  his  power.  Moreover,  the  lady  on  whom 
Mr.  Hector  Clive  committed  the  outrage  is  the 
wife  of  my  ibster-brother." 

"  Pshaw !  the  clown  Fellew,  yon  mean." 

"  Doubly,  on  that  account,  I  considered  it  my 
duty  to  defend  her." 

"  Oh !  most  doughty  champion !  most  valiant 
Don  Quixote!  who  would  revive  the  age  of 
knight-errantry,  roaming  about  to  rescue  dis- 
tressed damsels  t  Your  acts,  were  they  unaccom- 
panied by  injury  to  my  son,  would  be  deserving 
of  no  notice  beyond  contempt  and  laughter." 

"  But,  my  dear  Lydia !"  said  Lord  Eltham, 
"we  cannot  exactly  exculpate  Hector;  assuredly 
he  had  no  right  to  ill  treat  Mrs.  Pellew." 

"  A  mere  boy's  freak  of  gallantry — an  excusa- 
ble, harmless,  little  love-intrigue.  You  would 
not  expect  a  youth  of  nineteen  to  be  a  Joseph, 
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or  a  Scipio,  would  yoal  Young  men,  I  tell  you 
again,  Lord  Eltham,  will  be  young  men  still !'' 
and  Lady  Eltham  laughed  immoderately,  know- 
ing laughter  to  be  the  vezy  best  means  of  gloss- 
ing over  conduct  which  other  people  might  be 
inclined  to  view  in  a  grave  and  reprehensible 
light 

"  There  is  one  circumstance  connected  with 
this  busbess/  said  Clive,  with  some  hesitation, 
''  to  which  I  had  not  intended  to  have  made  al- 
lusion ;  but  self-defence  compels  me  to  advert  to 
it.  In  company  with  your  son,  l,<ady  Eltham, 
and  to  assist  him  in  his  project  of  carrying  off 
Mis.  Pellew,  was  his  groom ;  Dillon  struck  Mr. 
Pellew  to  the  ground,  while  my  cousin  seized  the 
lady.  Was  I  jQOt  warranted^  under  these  cir- 
cumstances, to  interfere  1" 

Hector  Clive,  who  for  some  minutes  had  been 
striving  to  curb  his  rising  passion,  now  lost  all 
command  of  himself;  he  sprang  from  the  sofa^ 
and,  with  his  un wounded  hand,  seized  Archer 
by  the  collar. 
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"  You  lie,  scoundrel !  you  utter  an  iBfemal 
falseluxid !" 

The  old  nobleman,  in  gieat  grief,  placed 
liimself  between  his  son  and  nephew. 

"  Young  men,  this  contention  must  not  be! 
this  is  not  the  way  by  whieh  we  shall  anire  at 
truth." 

"  Make  him  leave  the  house !"  cried  Lady 
Eilham.  "  He  wilt  murder  my  son;  see  what 
a  diabolical  passion  the  fellow  is  in !" 

"One  moment,  my  dear  Lydia;  calmyoui 
agitadoD.  Archer,  have  you  any  evidence  in 
support  of  the  charge  you  have  just  made  V 

"  I  must  not  summon  Dillon  as  a  witness ;  for, 
of  course,  be  will  uphold  his  master ;  but  I  think 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pellew — " 

A  loud  laugh  broke  from  Hector  Clive ;  "  Oh ! 
certainly — that  revolutionary  mscal,  and  his 
pretty  wife,  receive  money  from  you;  in  fact,  I 
know  you  support  them ;  so  they  are  admirably 
disinterested  witnesses  truly." 

"  My  son  is  right,"  said  Lady  £Itham ;"  these 
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wretched  people  would  be  worse  than  no  wit- 
nesses at  all.  But  again  I  assert,  if  all  be  proved, 
Hector's  o^ence  amounts  to  nothing;  and,  to  cut 
a  long  story  short,  the  truth  of  the  whole  business 
appears  to  be  this :  my  son  was  bent  on  a  little 
intrigue,  following  the  example  of  most  young 
men  of  his  age  and  station  in  life,  when  this 
Quixotic  Knight-errant  must  needs  interfere, 
and,  as  a  return,  Lord  Eltham,  for  all  the  kind- 
ness you  have  shown  him,  runs  your  son  through 
with  his  sword.  Is  this  conduct  that  we,  as  pa- 
rents, ought  to  tolerate  1  Is  this  behaviour  to  be 
overlooked?  never!  Archer  Clive  leaves  this 
bouse  with  our  censure,  and  my  curse !" 

The  lady,  who  could  pour  forth  her  denuncia- 
tions as  readily  as  she  could  speak  in  a  bitter 
sarcastic  vein,  moved  aside  from  the  contending 
parties,  and,  with  an  imperioufii  air,  pointed  at 
the  drawing-room  door.  Clive  felt  how  useless 
would  be  the  task  of  arguing  further  in  defence 
of  his  conduct ;  and  bowing  in  a  dejected  manner 
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to  Lord  Eltham,  be  was  about  to  leave,  when  the 
old  Nobleman  laid  his  hand  on  bis  arm. 

"  One  word  at  parting^;"  be  said,  in  a  tremu* 
Ions  voice,  looking  uneasily  at  his  wife,  for  be 
feared  to  utter  all  that  his  kind  heart  prompted : 
"  Althougb  I  could  have  wished  that  you  had 
not  drawn  your  sword  upon  my  sod,  do  not  ima- 
gine that  you  are  quite  condemned.  We  are  all 
too  nucb  excited  at  preient  to  judge  of  the  ques- 
tion as  we  ought ;  therefore,  if  to-morrow  you 
will  qtuetly  bring  to  us  Mrs.  Pellew,  we  will  ex- 
amine the  matter  in  a  diapueionate  way,  and 
settle  the  dispute  as  amicably  as  we  can.'' 

"  It  is  already  settled,  and  we  need  no  further 
examination;"  observed  Lady  Eltham,  in  a  de- 
termined tone,  and  casting  a  glance  of  anger  and 
defiance  at  her  buBband. 

Clive  returned  the  kindly  pressure  of  his  un- 
cle's hand,  and,  with  a  heart  swelling  witk  varied 
emotions,  quitted  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

Whether  the  testuoooy  of  Camilla  Pellev,  at 
tbat  jonctttre,  would  have  benefitted  the  cause 
ofClive,  is  doubtful;  be  that,  however,  as  it 
might,  the  latter,  on  the  following  day,  proceeded 
to  Fleet-Street;  hut,  as  the  reader  is  half  led  to 
anticipate,  he  found  that  Camilla  and  her  bus* 
band  had  left  their  lodgings.  To  what  part  of 
London  they  had  gone,  the  landlady  could  not 
tell;  but  Mrs.  Pellew,  that  morning,  apparently 
in  great  distress  at  the  continued  absence  of  her 
boflband,  had  paid  her  rent,  and  informed  the 
woman  she  might  call  in  a  few  days — ^possibly, 
oever  again. 

"  As  for  her  clothes,  poor  soul,"  said  the  lodg- 
iog-house-keeper,  "  she  had  little  enough  of 
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them ;  one  small  box  contained  all  ber  worldly 
goods.  Between  you  and  me,  Sir,  the  husband 
was  too  much  of  a  scholar  foi  any  good ;  beodes, 
I  think  what  I  tbisk." 
"  What  do  you  mean,  Mrs.  Lovejoy?" 
"  Why,  do  you  see,  Sergeant  Sleek  of  tbe 
Volunteets,  and  a  balf-a-dozen  constables  at  bis 
heels,  have  only  this  morning  entered  every 
house  in  tbe  court.  Tbey  said  tbey  were  in 
search  of  some  of  those  revolutionists  that  Cap- 
tain Tomkins  drove  out  of  their  strong  hold  at 
Lambeth.  Their  names  tbey  don't  know,  but 
they've  got  a  description  of  the  dress  and  persons 
of  tbe  ringleaders ;  and  one  of  tbem  answers,  in 
my  mind,  exactly  to  Mr.  Pellew." 

Clive,  who  was  well  aware  of  tbe^angerous 
position  in  which  the  enthusiastic  poUtidan  bad 
placed  himself,  immediately  concluded  that,  hav- 
ing received  previous  intimation,  he  had  quitted 
tbe  spot  to  avoid  an  arrest  He  little  dreamed 
of  the  melancholy  misunderstanding  which  had 
taken  place  between  tbe  husband  and  wife,  part- 
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mg  those  .whom  love  had  bound  together,  and 
adding  to  the  misery  of  povertyi  and  the  constant 
apprehension  of  danger^  the  pangs  of  desolate 
and  breaking  hearts.  To  make  any  further  ob- 
servation to  the  woman,  Clive  thought  might  be 
unsafe;  and  he  turned  away  from  the  squalid 
Court  to  meditate  on  the  probable  end  of  a  ta- 
lented but  misguided  man,  and  to  glance,  with 
mistrustful  eye,  on  the  darkening  horizon  of  his 
own  clouded  fortimes. 

Meantime  we  must  reveal  what  passed  at  Lord 
Eltham's.  The  old  Nobleman  was  seated  in  his 
library,  in  his  antique  Morocco-covered  chair ; 
bis  white  head  was  leaning  on  his  hand;  his  fixed 
eye,  and  still  features,  betokening  deep  medita- 
tion. Anon  his  brow  would  flush,  and  his  lip 
work ;  and  then  the  emotions  which  these  ap- 
pearances indicated  would  pass  away ;  and  deep 
sorrow,  and  bitter  dejection,  settle  again  on  the 
tranquillised  face. 

Re  was  not  alone ;  Minda  was  near  him ;  yes, 
Minda  was  there  in  the  character  of  an  interces- 
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sor — a  suppliant  for  another's  pardon.  At  the 
moment  that  we  introduce  them,  both  were  nlent, 
for  Minda  was  toatb,  by  any  observation  of  her 
own,  to  disturb  the  current  of  her  Other's  re&ec- 
tbns.  Her  fragile  figure  was  stooping  OTer  him ; 
her  arm  was  around  his  neck;  and  as  she  bent 
inroluntarily  nearer,  and  nearer,  her  Sowing 
ringlets  mingled  with  his  white  hair,  and  the  tear 
that  trembled  on  her  cheek  dropped  on  his  wi- 
thered hand.  An  iris  embiacing  the  dark  gulf 
of  a  cataract — a  recollection  of  bright  and  plea- 
sant dajrs  amidst  the  dreary  waste  of  the  present 
—Memory  weeping  over  a  grey  and  desolate 
ruin — all  images  of  the  fair,  the  gentle,  of  the 
venerable  and  sad,  might  have  been  suggested 
to  the  fancy  by  a  survey  of  that  father  and  child . 

"  Minda,"  said  the  old  man,  raising  his  head, 
and  Jooldag  earnestly  at  the  {ait  girl,  "  I  know 
not  why  you  should  be  so  sorrowful ;  I  marvel 
that  you  should  so  interest  yourself  in  his  fate." 

"We  were  brought  up  tc^ther;"  she  an- 
swered  in  a  &ltering  tone;  "  and  his  peculiar 
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situation,  since  he  lost  his  father  and  mother 
whoi  so  young,  always  bound  him  to  me :  we 

• 

played  together,  studied  together;  and  when 
others  shunned  or  despised  the  lame  girl,  he  ne- 
ver by  an  ill-natured  or  heartless  jest  wounded 
my  feelings.  Father,  these  things  make  me  love 
Archer  Clive  as  a  brother." 

This  explanation,  or  confession,  on  the  part  of 
ODe  endued  with  the  sensibilities,  and  warmth  of 
heart,  which  Lord  Eltham  knew  were^  the  cha- 
racteristics of  his  daughter,  perfectly  satisfied 
him.  He  guessed  not  that,  beneath  the  smooth 
bright  surface  of  the  stream,  a  tumultuous  cur- 
rent flowed ;  that  within  the  core  of  such  a  gen- 
tle heart,  there  was  a  passion.  Oh !  how  much 
stronger  than  all  affection  for  friends,  or  relatives, 
for  brothers  or  parents !  A  passion  that  either, 
like  the 'burning  sun  of  Summer,  gilds  up  and 
makes  all  beautiful  around ;  or  creates  a  night 
without  a  star — a  vnnter  without  a  green  leaf  or 
flower — the  dreariness  and  desolation  which  have 
no  hope  of  a  spring. 
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"  Yooi  pleadings,  Minda,  for  tlie  kind  com- 
panion of  youtyouth,  are  very  natural ;  I  confeaa 
my  own  heart  urges  me  to  overlook  and  forgive  ; 
but  your  motber  strenuously  argues  that  I  have 
a  duty  to  perform  to  my  family ;  and  that  since 
he  who  is  my  pensioner  was  rash  enough  to  draw 
his  sword  upon  my  son " 

"  Yes;  but  surely  his  offence  is  not  beyond 
ihc  reach  of  pardon.  My  mother — Heaven  for- 
give me  for  refiecting  upon  her  conduct  t^was 
ever  Archer's  bitt«r  enemy.  And  now  she  would 
prevail  on  you  to  crush  all  his  hopes  in  life,  by 
withdrawing  your  bounty,  and  rendering  him  a 
beggar." 

"  It  is  true,  Minda ;  it  is  too  true  !"  said  the 
old  man  turning  away  his  bead,  lest  his  daugh- 
ter should  witness  bis  emotion.  "  But  my  reso- 
lution is  not  altogether  taken ;  I  confess  to  you 
I  have  not  quite  concluded  on  casting  him  off." 

"  Bless  you  father!"  said  the  girl,  hurried 
into  more  warmth  than  might  be  consistent  with 
discretion;  "  then  I  will  hope  he  is  still  to  enjoy 
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jour  favour.  It  would  be  lamentable  indeed  to 
deprive  him  of  the  means  of  prosecuting  his 
Parliamentary  career,  since  he  has  made  so 
brilliant  a  commencement.  Besides,  I  will  tell 
you  a  secret,  which  may  have  some  weight  in 
inducing  you  to  continue  your  liberality." 

She  stooped  nearer — paused — ^for  her  heart  was 
beating  so  hurriedly,  that  she  seemed  as  a  person 
who  pants  for  breath  after  some  violent  exertion. 

"  Father,  he  is  suing  for  the  hand  of  a  lady 
whose  station  in  life,  and  whose  family,  are  wor- 
thy of  him.  He  was  about  to  consult  you  on  the 
subject." 

"  And  are  you  his  confidant,  Minda  1 — ^pray, 
who  may  the  lady  be  1" 

**  She  is  my  friend ;  you  have  frequently  heard 
me  speak  of  her — Lady  Gertrude  Kenmore." 

*'  Ha !  a  good  match  for  Archer,  upon  my 
word.  The  EarFs  politics  I  do  not  exactly  ap- 
prove of,  but  party  difference  must  not  be  a  bar 
to  so  desirable  an  alliance.  Is  Lady  Gertrude, 
do  you  imagine,  favourable  to  his  suit  ?" 
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"  I  have  every  reason  to  believe  so ;"  said 
Minda  with  increasing  ogitatioD,  lier  eyes  sud- 
denly filling  with  tears,  "  So  you  perceive  how 
very  bitter  would  be  disgrace  and  penury  to  him, 
just  now." 

The  Peer  shook  his  head,  but  made  no  com- 
ment. At  this  moment,  the  door  was  thrown 
open,  and,  with  the  eternal  fan  in  hand,  and  eyes 
sparkling  with  anger,  Lady  Ettham  walked  into 
the  library.  Minda  mechanically  moved  back 
from  her  father's  cbair ;  and  the  poor  man,  evi- 
dently with  a  feeling  akin  to  terror,  for  his  cheek 
was  blanched,  and  his  band  trembled,  looked 
over  his  shoulder  at  the  approachilig  shrew. 

Yet  Lord  Eltham  loved  his  wife — sincerely 
loved  her ;  a  strange  mixture  hia  feelings  were 
of  affection  and  fear. 

"  So,  Hiss  I  I  have  bund  you  at  last,  have  1 1 
whining  agaia  to  your  &ther,  and  concocting 
mischief  as  usual.  I  wonder.  Lord  Eltham, 
you  permit  the  girl  to  pester  you  in  this  manner." 

Minda,  urged  by  the  feelings  of  the  moment. 
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and  knowing  how  much  that  affected  Clive's 
fiite  depended  on  the  will  of  her  step-mother^ 
sprang  towards  her,  and,  hanging  on  her  arm, 
addressed  to  her  arguments,  and  earnest  entrea- 
ties, which  might  have  moved  any  heart  less 
indurated  by  pride  and  selfishness  than  that  of 
the  haughty  Viscountess. 

"  What  nonsense  is  all  this  1 — girl,  you  should 
be  ashamed  of  yourself  to  plead  in  this  way  for 
a  reprobate.  What  if  he  be  your  relative,  for- 
sooth? bless  me!  one  might  almost  fancy  you  were 
in  love  with  the  fellow ! — ^ha !  ha!  a  good  joke  !"* 

Minda  relaxed  the  convulsive  grasp  which  she 
held  on  her  mother's  dress;  she  did  not  utter 
another  word,  but  looking  a  sad  appeal  at  her 
father,  hurried  out  of  the  library. 

"  Well,  Lord  Eltham,  I  hope  you  are  reason- 
able at  last,  and  have  made  up  your  mind 
touching  the  matter  we  were  discussing  a  few 
hours  since.  If  you  still  offer  opposition  to  the 
wishes  of  your  wife  and  son,  you  will,  perhaps, 
have  cause  to  repent  of  it." 
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"  Lady  Ettham,  I  have  arrived  at  a  reso- 
lution." 

"  To  oppose  us,  I  suppose." 

"  Even  if  I  admit  Archer's  error,  I  cannot 
suspend  his  annuity — I  cannot  see  him  want 
bread." 

"  Oh !  very  well ;  uphold  and  defend  every 
scoundrel  that  insults  your  son ;  that  is  right — 
that  is  kind  and  fatherly  conduct  Why,  instead 
of  maintaining  the  family  honour  of  which  you 
profess  to  be  so  jealous,  you  will,  by  patronising 
this  fellow,  cast  a  blot  upon  your  'scutcheon  not 
easily  to  be  effaced.  In  truth,  it  is  time  he  be 
disowned  by  every  branch  and  member  of  your 
house.  And  now  I  have  to  say  that  a  dark  and 
terrible  suspicion  has  crossed  my  mind ;  I  would 
mention  it  to  no  one  but  yourself,  since,  were  it 
to  go  forth  to  the  world — I  utter  it  solemnly — a 
Clive,  a  scion  of  that  honourable  and  ancient 
family,  might  hang  on  the  gallows !" 

"  Lydia,  you  alarm  me  !■- 

"  My  Lord,  the  chief  part  of  your  property  is 
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entailed  on  the  male  heir ;  in  the  event  of  your 
only  son  dying  childless,  this  Archer  Clive  must 
inherit  the  large  estates,  together  with  your  title. 
Now,  you  are  prepared  to  comprehend  the  nature 
of  my  suspicions/' 

Lord  Eltham's  eyes  were  rivetted  on  the 
speaker ;  his  face  grew  livid,  and  he  trembled 
in  every  limb. 

**  Yes,  I  believe  that  your  ambitious  protege, 
under  the  pretext  of  defending  a  female,  about 
wBom,  in  reality,  he  cared  nothing,  made  this 
attack  upon  our  son,  his  sole  object  being  to 
remove  the  barrier  between  himself  and  the 
property;  in  plain  language,  he  designed  to 
murder  him  !*' 

"  This  is  too  dreadful !"  cried  the  Peer,  grasp- 
ing convulsively  the  arms  of  his  chair,  while  his 
forehead  was  suffused  with  large  drops  of  perspi- 
ration ;  "  the  suspicion  is  too  horrible  to  be  ad- 
mitted. Never,  if  you  would  not  drive  me  mad, 
never  again  torture  me  by  repeating  it." 

Even  Lady  Eltham,  as  she  witnessed  the 
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terrible  emotion  vbicb  shook  the  frame  of  her 
biubsnd,  thought  she  might  have  proceeded  too 
far.  "  Well,  well,"  she  whispered,  "  I  may  be 
in  error,  and  I  sincerely  hope  such  is  the  case. 
Yet  to  one  thing  I  must  direct  my  especial  atten- 
tion. To  provide  against  the  chance  of  the 
title  ever  devolving  on  this  Nephew  of  yours. 
Hector  must  be  married  with  as  little  delay  as 
.possible.  In  truth,  I  have  already  selected  a 
vife  for  him ;  nor  is  he,  by  any  means,  averse 
to  the  lady  I  have  chosen.  I  think  you  kdOw 
tbe  Earl  of  Kenmore's  daughter." 

"  Bless  my  heart!  hov  very  extraordinary!" 

"  Wbat  is  extraordinary  T" 

"  Gertrude  Kenmore  is  the  very  lady  to  whom 
Archer,  at  this  moment,  is  paying  bis  addresses." 

This  intelligence— and  her  husband,  she  knew, 
rarely  made  assertions  without  good  authority — 
threw  Lady  Eltham  into  a  fit  of  passion  more 
violent  than  any  she  had  yet  maufestad. 

"  What !  is  it  possible  1  dares  this  fellow 
again  cross  my  son's  path  1  why,  he  is  doomed 
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to  be  a  perpetual  blister,  and  a  scourge ! — but, 
bold !  we  shall  soon  overthrow  his  pretensions 
m  that  quarter !"  ' 

Now  indeed  had  Lady  Eltham  a  stronger 
motiy^  than  ever  for  crushing  her  enemy.  Her 
husband  plainly  saw  that  malice,  and  angry 
feelings  influenced  her  in  the  condemnation  of  his 
nephew,  fisir  more  than  the  conviction  of  any  real 
criminality  on  his  side.  That  venerable  man 
possessed  a  roost  kind  heart;  his  intellect  even, 
in  many  respects,  was  of  a  vigorous  order ;  how 
then  could  he  stoop  his  judgment,  and  bend 
before  the  will  of  a  woman,  whose  faults  were 
not  even  veiled  from  his  eyes  ?  the  interrogation 
is  easily  answered ;  Lord  Eltham  was  an  epi- 
corean  in  his  love  of  rest  and  peace ;  to  him  a 
state  of  hostility  was  a  state  of  torture;  he  was 
essentially  formed  to  yield  to  an  attack — never 
to  withstand  one ;  moreover,  obedience  to  his 
imperious  but  beautiful  wife,  though  at  times 
his  feelings,  like  rebels,  rose  in  arms,  had  almost 
become  to  him  a  second  nature.    He  loved  his 
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nephew,  but  the  bir  tyrant  more.  It  is  there- 
fore no  marrel  that,  as  the  vehemence  of  the  lady 
increased,  the  opposition  which  he  offered  waxed 
more  weak.  His  heart  waa  wrung  at  the  thought 
of  90  utterly  blighting  the  prospects  of  bis  unfor- 
tunate brother's  son  ;  yet  here  were  a  beloved 
wife,  and  his  own  child,  calling  upon  him  to 
renounce  him ;  he  admitted  theii  superior  claims 
to  his  protection  and  his  love,  and  he  felt  it 
almost  a  duty  to  submit 


OR,  THE  PORTCNES  OF  ARCHER  CLIVE.    287 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

When  we  first  introduced  Archer  Clive  in  his 
bachelor  drawing-room  in  Queen-Anne-Street, 
we  represented  him  as  indulging  dreams  of  future 
greatness^  and  climbing  in  fancy  to  the  summit 
of  that  hill — ^the  templed  steep  of  fame — up  which 
so  many  are  fated  to  press  in  vain.  The  scene 
then  was  bright^  and  steeped  in  rainbow-hues» 
and  Hope,  with  her  flower-entwined  tkyrsusy 
waved  him  on.  He  was  seated  now  in  a  posture 
very  similar  to  that  in  which  we  then  beheld 
him ;  and  the  sun-rays,  as  on  that  day,  were 
glancing  obliquely  through  the  window,  and  the 
multitudinous  motes  were  again  playing  across 
the  lines  of  quivering  light. 
But  a  change  had  come  over  his  spirit's  pros- 
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pects ;  where  the  Heavens  laughed  above  him, 
clouds  had  gathered ;  and  where  the  &uits  and 
flowers  of  happiness  once  seemed  to  hang  on 
every  tree  within  his  reach,  he  saw  in  the  future 
but  barrenness  and  desolation.  The  features 
may  be  tranquilUsed  or  rufBed  hy  the  sentiments 
of  the  mind,  as  a  lake  betrays  on  its  breast  the 
brooding  calm,  or  the  passage  of  the  breeze ;  bat 
the  eye  is  the  revealer  of  the  inward  world  of 
tlie  soul,  and  from  its  depths  comes  a  language 
appealing  to  the  sympathies  of  others,  and 
instantly  understood.  Olive's  feelings,  then, 
were  to  be  sought  in  theexpresuon  of  his  strained 
and  fixed  eyes:  indignation  might  have  been 
read  there,  yet  softened  by  pity  —anguish  and 
wounded  pride,  yet  supported  by  firm  resolve ; 
you  Mw  hope  obscured,  but  not  quenched,  and 
t1i'>  wiithings  of  a  spirit  bent  indeed,  but  not 
broken. 

And  Clive  held  in  his  band  a  letter  which  be 
hud  conned  over  and  over  again,  as  if  unwilling 
to  understand  the  btol  mesiiing  it  conveyed. 
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It  bore  the  signature  of  Lord  Eltham,  but  though 
written  by  diat  Nobleman,  each  word  it  con- 
tained had  been  dictated  by  his  wife. 

The  object  of  the  letter  was  to  announce^  in 
formal  terms,  that  in  consequence  of  circum- 
stances already  sufficiently  known,  all  connexion 
of  Clive  with  Lord  Eltham,  as  well  as  with  his 
family,  was  at  an  end.  He  was  discarded,  dis- 
owned ;  and  the  annuity,  which  hitherto  had  been 
allowed  him  by  the  Peer,  was  to  cease  ftom  that 
time.  No  advice  was  offered  with  respect  to 
the  means  of  his  future  subsistence;  no  reference 
was  made  to  past  years ;  he  was  declared  to  be 
a  stranger ;  and,  as  such,  was  to  hope  for  no 
sympathy  or  assistance  from  his  family,  even 
if  the  path  he  might  tread  conducted  him  to  ruin, 
beggary,  or  death ! 

Clive,  from  bis  fixed  meditative  posture, 
started  up;  a  fiercer  feeling,  for  an  instant, 
usurped  the  place  of  other  emotions ;  it  was  an 
intense  desire  of  vepgeance  on  the  unprincipled 
and  mean  profligate  who  had  been  the  cause  of 


290 


THE  EVENTFCt.  EPOCH  ; 


all  bis  present  misfortunes.  "  The  day  may 
come!  the  day  may  come!"  he  mattered  between 
his  teeth ;  but  these  words  intimated  a  fiitarity 
of  satisfaction ;  and  his  breast  waa  orerboiling 
now. — "  I  will  to  him  at  once — I  will  make  him 
to  my  iace  confess  his  villainy,  or  I  will  drag  out 
liis  caitiff  heart !" 

The  injured  man  paused ;  a  moment's  rejec- 
tion convinced  bim  of  the  rashness,  the  folly  of 
such  a  course.  Violence  waa  not  the  method  to 
prove  his  worthiness,  or  bis  adversary's  culpa- 
bility. And  now  ptide,  which  supports  us  when 
the  pillars  of  reason  ^ve  way  beneath  the  weight 
imposed  by  the  passions,  came  to  hts  assistance. 
Why  should  he  attach  so  much  importance  to  the 
favour  and  patronage  of  others  1  though  alone  in 
the  world,  he  would  battle  with  his  destiny;  the 
f'owns  of  fortune  shouhl  not  crush  his  energies, 
LuC  only  draw  forth  his  spirit's  ardour. 

Yet  Clive  was  not  without  warm  human  feel- 
ings, and  sensitiveness  to  public  opinion.  His 
thoughts  naturally  reverted  to  the  entire  change 
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in  his  condition^  and  mode  of  life,  now  inevitable. 
Since  he  sided  in  politics  with  that  party  out  of 
office,  a  diplomatic  situation  of  any  kind  was  out 
of  the  question.  His  annuity  of  nine  hundred 
a-year  which  he  had  hitherto  enjoyed,  was  to  be 
suspended ;  and  he  should  be  thrown  back  on 
the  pittance  which  he  inherited  in  right  of  his 
mother,  being  about  eighty  pounds  per  annum. 
His  seat  in  Parliament  must  be  abandoned;  his 
friendships  with  men  of  his  age  and  rank,  dis* 
solved;  farewell  to  the  dreams  of  statesmanship! 
&rewell  to  the  laurel  crown  of  the  orator !  he 
cannot  hope  now  to  spring  above  the  level  of  the 
vast  ocean  of  human  life ;  he  must  sink  with  the 
mass,  or,  like  other  ambitious  spirits  who  have 
possessed  the  aspirations,  but  lacked  the  means, 
he  must  wear  out  his  days  in  fruitless  struggles, 
in  burnings  of  the  soul,  only  at  last  to  pass  away 
from  the  theatre  of  his  disappointments  and  toils, 
to  the  gulf  of  forgetfulness— the  dark  abyss  which 
receives  the  millions  of  the  human  kind ! 
Such  were  the  meditations  of  the  ruined  man; 
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but  these  were  ibllowed  by  reflections  of  a  ten- 
derer nature ;  yet  were  they  hitter  ones.  He 
thought  of  the  high-boni,  the  brilliant  Lady  Ger- 
trude Kenmoie;  contempt  or  pity,  the  most 
withering  of  all  sentiments  that  a  lorer  can  excite 
in  his  mistress,  would  dwell  in  that  bosom  where 
he  had  hoped  to  awaken  a  passion  correBponding 
with  his  own.  How,  when  she  heard  of  his 
fellen  position  in  society — he  the  late  speaker  in 
the  senate,  the  gay  reveller  in  the  Carlton  festi* 
vities — how  would  her  beautiful  lip  curl  with 
scam  at  the  idea  that  such  a  man  dared  approach 
her,  proffering  lore  i — ^yet  apart  from  the  romance 
which  ever  invests  first  passion,  his  love  could 
not  but  be  productive  of  the  severest  mortifica- 
tion, and  heart-felt  misery.  To  the  confusion 
of  ideas,  however,  which  had  tended  to  make  a 
chaosofhis  mind,  methodised  and  tranquil  thoughts 
succeeded.  He  was  called  upon  to  act,  and  no 
longer  to  dream  and  speculate:  the  scene  of 
comfort — almost  of  luxury,  by  which  he  was 
surrounded,  must  be  resigned.    He  was  in  the 
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Utmost  poverty,  for  after  the  liquidation  of  the 
few  debts  which  he  owed,  he  found  that  he 
should  have  nothing  saving  the  light  coin  of 
resolution,  and  a  good  consciencei  left. 

lUnging  his  bell,  Clive  ordered  the  servant  to 
summon  his  groom.  The  young  man,  who  was 
the  son  of  the  old  valet,  Isaac  Hatfield,  in  Lord 
Eltham's  establishment,  presently  stood  in  the 
door-way,  smoothing  down  his  hair,  and  regard- 
ing, with  considerable  complacency,  a  pair  of 
new  top-boots  in  which  his  stout  legs  were 
encased.  He  expected  to  receive  an  order  to 
bring  around  the  horses  that  his  master  might 
take  an  airing  in  the  Park ;  but  when  Clive, 
with  a  grave  countenance,  begged  him  to  close 
the  door,  and  listen  to  what  he  had  to  say,  the 
poor  fellow,  who  was  faithfully  attached  to  his 
master,  evinced  not  a  little  alarm. 

"  Paul,  I  have  a  conmiission  to  entrust  to  you, 
and  I  think  no  one  will  be  able  to  perform  the  task 
better  than  yourself.  I  wish  you  to  dispose,  to 
the  best  advantage,  of  my  two  horses  and  cab." 
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"What!  tell  them,  sirl'  said  the  young 
man,  who,  in  consideration  of  his  excellent  old 
father,  was  a  great  feyourite  with  Clive,  and 
privileged  to  speak  a  little  more  familiarly  than 
grooms  are  wont  to  do  to  their  masters ;  "  that 
beautiful  chesnut  mare,  and  the  noble  grey  ? 
oh !  sir,  pardon  tne ;  I  doat  on  them  horses — 
your  honour  will  never  get  their  like  again— 
never !" 

"  I  shall  not  have  occasion  for  any  more  horses;" 
aaid  Clive,  biting  his  lip. 

"  But  your  honour  can't  live,  can't  get  on, 
without  horses:"  sapiently  remarked  Paul,  to 
whom  life,  out  of  the  saddle,  was  no  life  at  all ; 
or,  at  best,  a  mere  humdrum  affair—  a  vegetating 
kind  of  existence' 

"  Yes,  Paul,  I  must  endeavour  to  '  get  on,'  as 
you  term  it,  without  the  chesnut,  or  the  grey. 
You  will  attend  to  my  wishes,  and  sell  them 
forthwith." 

Paul  returned  a  melancholy  "yes,  sir;"  but 
the  next  thought  that  occurred  to  him  bore  refer- 
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ence  to  a  subject,  which  few  persons  willingly  lose 
sight  of;  namely,  self;  deprived  of  the  horses, 
Paul  experienced  a  congeniality  of  feeling  with 
Othello ;  "  his  occupation  was  gone !" 

"  Your  honour,  you  hare  made  me  very 
wretched,  but  I  hope  youUl  pardon  me:  if  you 
send  the  horses  away,  am  I  to  be  sent  away  witu 
them  tool* 

"Why,  look  you,  Paul  Hatfield,  it  would 
occasion  me  great  pain  to  dismiss  you,  for  in 
every  respect  you  have  given  me  satisfaction ; 
but  to  say  the  truth,  circumstances  have  oc- 
curred— ^in  fact,  I  have  been  unfortunate,  and 
therefore  I  fear  we  shall  be  obliged  to  part." 

"  Oh !  sir,  if  money  is  all,  that  needn't  separ- 
ate us ;  the  less  money  you  can  command,  the 
more  you'll  want  a  servant  to  see  all  proper 
about  you.  I  ask  no  board  or  wages ;  three 
hours  a  day  breaking  in  young  colts  will  get  me 
enough,  in  all  conscience,  to  support  myself. 
Father  has  served  my  Lord  Eltham  these  forty 
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years,  and  bU  I  piay  is  that  I  may  serve  you  as 
loDg." 

Clive  was  moved  at  the  disinterested  nature 
of  the  poor  fellow's  attachment  He  shook  his 
head,  and  spolte  in  a  sorrowful  tone. 

"  Nay,  I  cannot  exact  this  species  of  servi- 
tude from  you ;  it  would  be  selfish  in  me  to  avail 
myself  of  your  good-natured  offer,  and  so  profit 
by  your  loss.  You  most  seek  another,  and  a 
better  place,  Paul,  and  which,  I  doubt  not,  you 
will  soon  be  able  to  obtain." 

"  Not  a  better  place — not  a  place  I  love  so 
well — I  shall  never  get  that  I  shan't  quit  your 
service,  youi  honour,  unless  you  downright  drive 
me  away.  Though  you  may  keep  no  more  horsey 
I  won't  grieve  about  that;  but  to  be  obliged  to 
leave  you,  because  you  may  be  on  the  wrong 
side  of  fortune  for  a  little  while — this  cots  me  to 
the  heart  more  than  all!"  and  the  ftuthful  fellow, 
with  the  back  of  his  hand,  dashed  the  teara  from 
his  eyes. 
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"  Paul,  good  Paul !"  said  Clive,  who  himself 
felt  a  curious  sensation  creeping  over  him; "  leave 
me  ferthe  time,  and  we  will  talk  about  this 
matter  again." 

The  worthy  servant  quitted  the  room,  and 
Clive,  a  few  minutes  afterwards,  walked  into 
the  open  air. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

PuRBOiNG  his  way  across  Cavendish-Square, 
Clive  soon  found  himself  in  St  James'a-Street,  and 
in  the  vidnity  of  Brookes's,  of  vhich  club  he  was 
a  member.  He  would  take  a  last  look  of  that  ren- 
dezTOUS  of  wits  and  politicians,  for  henceforth  the 
ruined  man  must  stand  aloof  from  those  whom, 
at  one  time,  he  thought  to  josUe  on  the  great 
high  road  to  political  eminence.  The  dinner- 
hour  was  approaching,  for  following  the  example 
of  good  old  homely  Geo^e  III.  people  then 
dared  to  eat  when  they  were  hungry.  As  coun> 
try  members  dropped  in,  and  bachelors,  who  had 
not  as  yet  establishments  of  their  own;  as  poli- 
tical questions  were  discussed,  and  light  laughter 
rang  from  table  to  table,  it  was  with  a  feeling  of 
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poignant  regret  that  Clive  contemplated  his  own 
isolated  and  altered  condition,  and  looked  on 
those  rooms  for  the  last  time.     The  pleasant 
sparkling  hours ;  the  bluff  jo  vialty  of  a  Fox ;  the 
exuberant  animal  spirits  of  a  Sheridan ;  the  keen 
satirical  wit  of  a  Walcot ;  and,  more  than  all, 
the  en;ouement,  the  glorious  conversational  ta- 
lents of  a  Burke,  whose  every  sentence  was  an 
oracle — these,  on  which  his  soul  had  hitherto 
dwelt  with  such  delight,  would  charm  him  no 
more.    From  that  place  and  its  presiding  spirits, 
he  must  depart ;  and,  fettering  with  a  band  of 
iron,  those  aspirations  which  would  seek  to  ele- 
vate him  among  his  fellows,  creep  to  some  comer, 
and,  in  obscurity  and  poverty,  consume  with 
firoitless  longings  his  own  heart 

Clive  was  sunk  in  a  reverie  of  no  enviable 
description,  when  he  started  at  hearing  his  name, 
and  the  next  minute  his  hand  was  grasped  by 
Burke.  That  political  philosopher,,  worn  out  by 
his  long  and  arduous  duties,  had  now  almost 
reached  the  bourne  of  his  brilliant  career;  a 
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short  period  from  that  time,  and  be  slept  the 
sleep  which  awaits  alike  the  wise  and  ignorant, 
bequeathing  to  Uie  world  a.  memory,  starred  and 
illostrious,  and  which  will  perish  only  with  the 
taste  of  Englishmen,  and  the  institutionsof  his  land. 

"  Mr,  Clive,  I  am  happy  to  see  you;"  said 
the  benevolent  man,  pronouncing  his  words,  as 
was  his  wont,  rather  rapidly ;  "Ah  I  I  have  not 
forgotten  yet  our  adventure  in  the  Oxford-coach. 
By  the  way,  I  admire  the  manner  in  which  you 
replied  to  the  hard-hitting  speech,  that  Dundas 
favoured  us  with  the  other  night.  Be  as  just 
and  generous  to  your  foes,  as  to  your  friends ; 
that's  my  maxim — do  yon  go  down  to  the  House 
to-night  V 

Clive  could  not  prevail  upon  himself  to  inform 
the  questioner  that  he  should  attend  that  House 
no  more :  he  simply  replied  to  his  inquiry  in  the 
negative. 

"  Well,  well,  you  young  men  must  not  apply 
yourselves  too  closely.  '  All  woik,  and  no 
play,'  OS  the  proverb  has  it.    Ah !  Clive,  short 
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rest,  and  long  speeches,  are  breaking  me  down 
fast  I  am  in  the  fifth  Act  of  the  Drama ;  the 
curtain  will  descend  soon !" 

"  God  forbid !"  cried  Clive ;  "  may  you  be 
spared  many  years  yet,  to  your  grateful,  and 
admiring  country  !'* 

Burke  was  gone,  having  been  drawn  away 
by  Windham  to  a  knot  of  Anti-French  Revolu- 
tionists in  another  part  of  the  room«  But  now 
a  man  of  different  "  stamp  and  calibre"  from  the 
great  Wliig  Orator,  approached  -ihe  dejected 
muser,  and  effectually  roused  his  attention  by 
violently  slapping  him  on  the  shoulder.  The 
individual  was  a  sporting  Baronet  of  Newmarket 
celebrity. 

"  What's  wrong  now  1  chesnut  spavined  ?  or 

■ 

grey  broke  his  knees,  that  you  look  so  mumpish  ? 
I  say,  Clive,  if  you  wish  a  real  racer  that  shall 
take  the  shine  out  of  any  in  the  Prince's  stud, 
I  know  where  such  a  horse  is  to  be  had ;  you've 
seen  Lord  Fenton's  "  Sultan" — buy  him — you'll 
only  then  have  three  horses." 
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"  All  i  Dick,  Dick,  I  eaa't  keep  mjrself,  mach 
less  tfaiee  horses." 

"  No  * — I'm  Sony  for  that  though— f;reat 
boie — rmming  a  race,  I  suppose,  with  Fox,  at 
/aro  and  broff :  better  a  great  deal  that  you 
had  tost  your  money  at  Newmarket.  But,  I  say, 
youVe  not  quite  broken  down,  I  hope.  Come, 
Fenton  will  give  you  credit  for  '  Sultan,'  I  know 
he  will ;  and  I  fancy  we  shall  have  some  famous 
racing  this  season ;  as  good  as  when  that  rattling, 
rollicking,  fiae-spiriled  Philippe  Egalit^  was 
here ;  but,  poor  fellow,  they  say  he's  guillotined— 
a  thousaDd  pities ;  he  was  a  prune  judge  of 
horse-flesh.  Bon  jour,  mem  ami;^  and  the  sport* 
ing  Baronet  turned  away: — so  much  for  the 
sympathy  of  worldlings ! 

A  few  minutes  more  of  reflection — another 
H'alk  through  the  rooms — one  glance  at  Burke 
and  his  illustrious  companions,  and  Clive  quitted 
those  walls,  never,  as  he  believed,  again  to  enter 
them.  As  he  passed  down  St  James's-Street, 
and  turned  into  Pall-Mali,  be  saw  the  carriage 
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of  Lord  Kenmore ;  neither  the  Earl,  nor  Lady 
Gertrude  was  in  it ;  but  the  vehicle  was  moving 
slowly  up  and  down  before  the  mansion  of  the 
Duchess  of  Gordon,  the  great  Thalestris  of  the 
Tories,  the  worshipper  of  Pitt,  and  rival  of  the 
Duchess  of  Devonshire.  As  fate  would  have  it, 
just  as  Clive  was  passing  the  house,  the  cele- 
brated Scottish  Beauty  came  tripping  forth, 
leaning  upon  the  arm  of  her  father.  Clive  had 
supplanted  his  titled  rivals,  and  had  been  all 
but  her  accepted  lover.  As  his|^yes  caught 
hers,  the  impulse  he  felt  was  irresistible,  and 
he  approached  them. 

"  What  does  this  gentleman  want  with  us, 
Gertrude?"  asked  the  Earl  of  Kenmore. 

*'  I  really  do  not  know — I  believe  his  name 
is  Mr.  Clive." 

"  Oh !  the  pauper  Nephew  of  Lord  Eltham  ?" 
said  the  Earl,  loud  enough  for  Archer^to  hear. 

'*  Yes ;  of  course  we  do  not  speak  to  him  :" 
and  uttering  these  words,  without  even  inclining 
her  head  to  Clive,  Gertrude  Kenmore  was  handed 
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by  bet  father,  and  powdered  footmaD,  into  the 
carriage. 

And  this  was  the  lady  who  had  walked  and 
whispered  with  him  in  the  Conservatory  at 
Carhon-House ;  who  had  listened  with  smiles, 
and  feelings  of  undisguised  satisfaction,  to  his 
subsequent  protestations  of  love !  It  was  evident 
that  ahe  knew  all ;  that  Lady  Eltham,  carrying 
out  her  malicious  plans,  had  already  told  her 
of  lys  altered  position,  and  his  disgrace.  Oh ! 
the  bitterest«itop  which  he  had  yet  drunk  from 
his  cup  of  gall,  was  this!  His  brain  sn^un — his 
veins  ran  fire ;  unrealised,  despised,  insulted ! 
yet  loving  the  haughty  and  ungenerous  one 
madly  still — he  felt  indeed  as  if  the  pangs  of 
years,  the  misery  of  a  life-time,  were  concen- 
trated in  that  moment. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

It  may  readily  be  supposed  that  the  injustice 
done  to  Clive  pained  no  heart  more  poignantly 
than  Minda's.  We  glance  at  her  now  in  the 
little  room  appropriated  to  her  soHtary  studies. 
Her  regard,  or  love,  for  Clive  w^s  of  a  very  dif- 
ferent description  from  that  recently  entertained 
by  Lady  Gertrude  Kenmore.  The  esteem  of  the 
latter  was  essentially  of  the  world ;  it  had  been 
converted,  by  the  first  breath  of  wintry  misfor- 
tune falling  on  its  object,  into  the  ice  of  apathy 
and  contempt  Minda  loved  more  intensely  the 
darker  around  Clive  gathered  the  storm ;  and  in 
proportion  as  the  world  might  despise,  did  her 
heart  cling  to  him.  Authorised,  she  thought,  by 
the  intimacy  of  many  years,  as  well  as  the  rela- 
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tionship  existing  betveen  them,  she  had  penned 
for  his  peruBal  a  long  letter ;  it  was  intended  to 
excite  in  him  a  spirit  of  cheerfulness  and  hope, 
but  it  was  written  in  anguish,  and  wetted  with 
her  tears. 

On  re-perusing  the  sheet  which,  in  the  ardour 
of  writing,  she  imagined  embodied  all  her  wishes 
and  fears,  how  far  short  did  she  find  it  of  expres- 
sing half  of  what  was  burning  within !  The  as- 
surances of  her  regard  seemed  cold  and  cautious ; 
her  regret,  flommon-place  sympathy;  and  her 
advice,  that  of  a  prude.  Xo,  she  must  see  him, 
she  must  speak  with  him,  she  roust  hear  his 
voice,  though  it  may  be  for  the  last  time. 

Minda  destroyed  her  letter,  and  addressed  to 
Clive  one  line,  the  purport  of  which  was  to  beg 
that  he  would  give  her  an  interview  that  even- 
ing, the  place  and  hour  being  named.  Never 
before  had  she  ventured  to  make  any  such  clan- 
destine meeting.  That  day  was  passed  in  in- 
tense anxiety.  Evening  came  at  length ;  Lord 
and  Lady  Eltbam  drove  to  Ranelagh,  and  their 
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sen  was  off  for  Arthur's,  and  the  hazard  tables. 

Old  Isaac  Hatfield,  Lord  Eltham's  valet,  stood 
at  the  drawing-room  door,  having  been  sum* 
moned  by  his  young  mistress. 

"  Softly,  good  Isaac;"  said  Minda;  "close 
the  door  for  one  instant.  I  thank  you  sincerely 
for  executing  my  little  commission  this  morning." 

'*  Vm  proud,  honourable  Miss,  and  happy  to 
do  any  thing  for  Mr.  Archer — poor  gentleman ! 
Poor  injured  gentleman !" 

"  You  are  right ;  he  is  an  injured  gentleman, 
Isaac/' 

'*  No  body  can  tell  how  I  love  him^  Miss ;  but 
my  soa  Paul  will  never  forsake  him — I'll  take 
care  of  that." 

"  I  fear,  Isaac,  you  will  think  my  conduct 
strange,  but  I  know  I  can  trust  you,  since  I 
only — only  wish  to  serve  Mr.  Clive ;  and  then, 
you  must  recollect,  he  is  my  relative." 

Now  Isaac  Hatfield,  naturally  shrewd,  had 
not  lived  sixty  years  in  the  world  without  gain- 
ing some  insight  into  character,    and   people's 
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motives  for  adopting  certain  lines  of  conduct. 
Accordingly,  be  saw  plainly  through  the  excuses 
and  shifts  of  Minda;  yet  was  he  too  happy 
that  Lord  Eltham's  daughter,  in  her  communica- 
tions with  his  discarded  favourite,  was  influenced 
by  feelings  stronger  than  those  which  exist  in 
the  breasts  of  mere  relatives. 

"  Nay,  honoured  Miss,  your  conduct  is  not 
strange,  I  assure  you ;  letters  passing  between 
cousins  is  nothing,  of  course— nothing  at  all." 

"  Well,  then,  Isaac^  I  have  another  favour  to 
ask  of  you ;  I  have  appointed  to  meet  Mr.  Clive 
to-night." 

Isaac  opened  his  eyes  to  their  full  width. 

'*  The  family  being  absent^  I  wish  you  to  take 
me  as  far  as— I  mean  accompany  me,  until  I  join 
Mr.  CUve." 

"  Certainly — ^I'U  do  any  thing.  Miss.  Am  I 
to  order  the  phaeton  around  1" 

"  Not  for  worlds !  You  must  so  arrange  mat- 
ters that  none  of  the  servants  shall  be  aware  of 
my  absence ; — ^you  understand  me,  Isaac  :'*  and 


OR,  THE  F0ETUNE8  OF  ARCHER  CLIVE.      309 

the  poor  girl,  contemplating  this  her  first  attempt 
at  deception,  and  the  part  she  was  about  to  act, 
reprehensible,  perhaps,  as  regarded  her  duty  to 
her  parents,  grew  so  agitated,  that  it  was  with 
difficulty  she  restrained  her  tears  before  the  old 
man. 


Stealing  oat  of  the  Square,  and  passing  down 
Park-Lane,  her  slight  figure  wrapt  in  a  mantle, 
Minda  harried  to  the  appointed  place  of  meeting. 
Old  Isaac  followed  close  with  his  staff,  ready  to 
fell  to  the  ground  any  one  who  should  dare  to 
perpetrate  the  liberty  of  even  looking  at  his  be- 
loved young  charge.  The  moon  was  nearly  at 
the  fully  and  revealed,  in  striking  distinctness,  the 
princely  mansions  on  her  left  hand,  and  the 
dumps  of  stately  trees  scattered  at  intervals 
along  the  level  park. 

"  Poor  thing!"  said  Isaac,  softly  to  himself; 
''  to  think  that  she  should  love  Master  Archer  in 
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this  manner !  And  she  does  love  him,  for  all  her 
pretty  speeches  about  friendship  between  coa- 
sins.  Ods !  I  run  great  danger  though  of  losing 
my  place,  if  this  reaches  my  Lord's  ears.  Never 
mind — I'll  risk  a  little  for.  the  young  people;  a 
coward,  and  a  selfish  man  ain't  fit  to  live ;  and 
this  Isaac  Hatfield  will  never  be." 

Clive  was  standing  at  the  comer  of  Park- 
Lane,  and,  perceiving  Minda,  he  instantly  hast- 
ened towards  her :  the  girl  turned  to  her  anti- 
quated follower: 

"  Now,  good  Isaac,  for  a  short  time — only  a 
short  time,  remain  here ;  I  will  speedily  return." 

Too  agitated  even  to  reply  to  Olive's  saluta- 
tion,  she  clung  to  his  arm ;  and,  crossing  Picca- 
dilly, they  proceeded  down  the  path,  known  by 
the  name  of  Constitution-Hill.  In  a  few  minutes 
they  entered  the  Mall. 

The  evening  was  beautifully  calm,  scarcely  a 
breath  stirred  the  glassy  surface  of  the  fiiir  sheet 
of  water  in  St.  James's  Park :  they  could  see 
each  star  gleam  and  twinkle,  making  a  mirror  of 
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every  tiny  silver  wave.  The  swans,  with  their 
bills  beneath  their  snowy  wings,  were  nestling 
among  the  green  rushes  and  yellow  water  lilies. 
AH  things  were  softly  glistening  beneath  the 
white  moon-showers.  In  the  distance  across  the 
Park,  traced  against  the  clear  starry  sky,  arose 
the  rich  and  fretted  spires  of  that  venerable  pile, 
Westminster  Abbey;  thus  had  they  looked  up  to 
the  lights  of  Heaven  for  centuries,  emblematic  of 
the  hopes  of  the  Saint,  and  of  the  aspiring  spi- 
rits of  the  departed  great,  whose  mortal  ashes 
moulder  there  beneath  the  trophied  stone.  The 
deep  bell,  the  "  iron  tongue"  of  time,  syllabling 
the  infinitesimal  portions  that  make  up  the  sum 
of  human  life,  boomed  on  the  stirless  air  from 
distant  St  Paul's.  Yet  the  scene  and  the  hour 
were  too  lovely  to  elicit  sorrowful  thought ;  they 
diffused  a  delicious  calm  over  the  spirit.  It  was 
the  season  which  Heaven  seems  to  have  kindly 
given  to  loosen  the  bonds  that  bind  men  to  the 
more  sordid  occupations  of  life,  and  to  render 
them  poets^  philosophers,  and  lovers. 
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Clive  and  Minda  walked  on,  thmking  much, 
and  uttering  little;  but  the  fonner,  seeing  the 
increasing  agitation  of  the  gentle  girl  by  his  side, 
now  addressed  her  in  words  calculated  to  soothe 
and  encourage ;  he  thanked  her  for  the  kind  in- 
terest which  she  took  in  his  welfare,  and  that 
she  still  considered  him  worthy  of  her  friend- 
ship, although  every  other  member  of  her  family 
had  cast  him  off  as  a  felon. 

"  But  you  will  condemn  my  conduct;"  said 
Minda,  in  a  hesitating  and  faltering  voice; 
"  you  must  think  I  act  very  wrongly  in  meeting 
you  thus;  yet,  as  the  present,  probably,  is  the 
last  time  I  may  ever  exchange  words  with  you 
again — ** 

*'  Heaven  forbid  that,  dear  Minda !" 

**  I  must  dare  my  parents'  displeasure,  and  the 
ri  >k  of  losing  your  good  opinion.  Archer,  I  have 
more  to  say  to  you  than  I  could  possibly  express 
by  means  of  a  letter." 

Clive  drew  her  towards  a  bench  in  a  retired 
part  of  the  Mall,  and  they  seated  themselves. 
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"  Now  tell  me,  Minda,  all  that  lies  heavily  on 
your  heart" 

He  looked  in  her  face  anxiously,  kindly,  but 
not  with  the  passionate  earnestness  of  a  lover  ; 
yet  the  calmer  Olive's  demeanour  grew,  the  more 
warmly  in  the  breast  of  that  girl  glowed  those 
affections  which  could  not  meet  with  a  return. 

'^  Archer,  it  becomes  not  me^  a  weak  woman, 
to  play  the  monitor;"  she  said,  endeavouring  to 
throw  a  little  gaiety  and  carelessness  into  her 
manner ;  "  but  you  were  always  gallant  enough 
not  to  make  me  feel  my  inferiority ;  so  the  ob- 
ject I  have  in  this  meeting  is,  I  assure  you,  to 
question  you  narrowly.  Let  us  not  allude  to  the 
late  unfortunate  occurrence;  although  I  may 
observe,  in  passing,  that  I  consider  you  have 
acted  throughout  the  affair  a  blameless^  I  would 
say,  a  laudable  part." 

''This  acknowledgment  gives  me  infinite 
pleasure,  Minda." 

"  My  anxiety,  then,  as  a  friend  and  relative, 
you  will  understand.    I  cannot  be  ignorant  that 
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you  are  now  destitute:  what  then — ^for  I  must 
interrogate  you — are  the  plans  you  intend  to 
adopt  for  the  surmounting  of  your  difficulties, 
and  evading  starvation  1" 

"  I  have  no  plans — my  course  is  as  yet  totally 
undecided ;  like  a  weed  thrown  upon  a  stream, 
I  am  tost  to  and  fro,  and  borne  along  with  the 
current." 

Minda  was  thoughtful.  "  1  may  be  but  little 
conversant  with  the  world,  yet  I  know  sufficient 
to  be  aware  that  your  present  situation  is  a  most 
perilous  one.  There  is  a  recklessness  too  often 
produced  by  misfortune,  which  leads  to  worse 
than  pecuniary  ruin— to  the  loss  of  honour  and  a 
good  name !" 

The  earnestness,  and  solemnity,  with  which 
the  girl  uttered  these  words,  arrested  the  atten- 
tion of  Clive,  and  caused  him  almost  to  start. 

'*  Pardon  me  !'*  she  exclaimed,  "  my  fears, 
perhaps,  urge  me  too  far  in  supposing  that  you 
can  ever  fall,  or  sully  that  spirit  which,  I  know, 
is  so  jealous  of  its  honour.    Archer,  be  candid 
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with  me ;  the  little  property  you  possess,  I  am 
aware,  cannot  support  you;  therefore,  if  you 
would  not  sink  altogether,  you  must  adopt  some 
means  of  obtaining  a  livelihood.  I  beseech  you 
hear  my  prayer — do  not  enter  the  army." 

"  I  have  not  the  remotest  intention  of  such  a 
step/' 

"  You  have  relieved  my  mind  of  an  anxious 
fear.  Archer,  you  have  oratorical  powers — ^you 
must  study  the  law." 

''  It  is  too  late :"  said  Clive.  "  Besides,  my 
pittance  will  not  support  me  as  a  gentleman: 
with  mv  threadbare  coat,  and  domiciled  in  a 
garret,  I  shall  only  be  a  mark  for  derision." 

'*  I  have  a  favour  to  ask— will  you  bestow  on 
me  a  great  favour  ?" 

Minda  was  confused,  and  turned  away  her 
h^d ;  she  faltered  a  few  unintelligible  words ;  at 
length  she  took  courage,  and  spoke :  "  We  have 
known  each  other  many  years :  as  far  as  my 
memory  will  carry  me  back,  I  have  always  loved 
— I  mean  esteemed  you  as  a  brother;  surely, 

VOL  I.  p 


316  THE  EVENTFUL  EPOCH  ; 

then,  you  will  not  refuse  me  a  favour,  by  grant- 
ing which  ^ou  would  render  me  unspeakably 
happy.  Archer,  that  you  may  not  quite  labour 
under  the  pecuniary  disadvantages  of  which  you 
complain,  in  the  prosecution  of  your  studies  for 
the  bar,  I  ask  permission  only  to  lend — ^it  would 
be  very  little  for  you,  I  know,  but  my  Father 
allows  me,  for  pocket-money,  three  hundred 
pounds  a-year;  I  beg  to  place  this  annual  sum 
at  your  disposal,  for  I  can  very  easily  spare  it ; 
and  at  some  future  time,  when  you  are  able,  you 
can  repay  me." 

Clive  did  not  speak,  but  his  silence  proceeded 
not  from  hesitation  respecting  whether  he  should 
receive  the  bounty  offered  to  him ;  he  was 
overcome  by  this  instance  of  generosity  in  a  fe- 
male who,  he  knew,  in  her  station  of  life,  had 
calls  sufficient  for  all,  or  more  than  the  money 
allowed  her  by  her  father. 

''  Archer,"  said  Minda,  seizing  his  hand,  over 
which  she  bent,  while  her  tears  unconsciously 
fell  upon  it;  "  you  will  not  refuse  to  oblige  me; 
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you  will  not  deny  me  the  great  happiness  I  covet; 
I,  and  not  yourself,  believe  me,  ahall  be  the 
debtor," 

Olive's  grateful  heart  could  contain  itself  no 
longer.  He  was  conscious  he  possessed  Minda's 
esteem  in  no  ordinary  degree ;  but  he  was  not 
prepared  for  this  act  of  devotion — ^this  sacrifice 
offered  for  his  sake.  He  poured  forth  his  thanks 
— he  kissed  her  fair  forehead;  and  then  the  girl 
thought,  in  the  ecstacy  of  the  moment,  that  she 
might  teach  him  one  day  even  to  love  her. 

"  And  is  it  for  this,"  he  said,  "  to  prevail  up- 
on me  to  accept  your  bounty,  that  you  have  risked 
the  anger  of  your  parents,  and  sought  me 
here  ?  I  am  unworthy  of  so  much  anxiety — of  so 
much  regard.  I  know  not  what  to  offer  you  in 
return  for  your  great  and  unmerited  kindness.'* 

Minda  could  only  look  at  him  and  sob.     Oh ! 

that  gentle  face,  with  the  warm  tears  fresh  from 

the  heart's  fount  of  tenderness  and  purity  1  those 

loving  eyes,  expressing  thoughts  and  feelings 

too  deep,  too  fond,  to  gush  forth  in  any  other  Ian- 
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guage  than  the  language  of  sighs    if  nothing  else 
could  convince  Clive  that  Minda  loved  him,  these 
now  were  sufficient  tokens  of  the  truth.     Was 
he  delighted — was  he  proud,  that  so  dear  and 
amiable  a  being  honoured  him  with  the  most 
precious  feelings  that  man  can  awaken  in  the 
breast  of  woman?  The  heart  is  perverse  and 
imperious;  he  was  madly  enslaved  by  one  who  was 
every  way  unworthy  of  him ;  and  as  he  thought 
of  Gertrude  Kenmore,  with  her  dazzling  array 
of  Circean  charms,  memories  fraught  with  an- 
guish flashed  upon  his  spirit;  and  bending  his 
eyes  on  the  &ir,  fragile,  devoted  girl  weeping 
beside  him,  he  felt  an  unaccountable  compunc- 
tion, an  inexpressible  sorrow ;  and  yet  a  holier, 
a  warmer  feeling  for  Minda  than  mere  esteem, 
softened  his  heart,  and  attracted  him  towards 
her.    He  uttered  no  word  for  some  minutes,  but 
drew  her  to  his  breast. 

'*  Say  you  will  oblige  me,  Archer,"  whisper- 
ed the  girl,  in  a  tone  of  thrilling  tenderness. 
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"  and  I  will  leave  you  now — and  my  heart  will 
be  happy." 

But  how  could  he  accept  or  appropriate  to 
himself,  the  money  which  Lord  Eltham  allowed 
his  child?  even  if  the  compliance  with  her 
wishes  should  never  reach  the  knowledge  of  the 
Peer;  even  if  he  could  feel  confident  that,  at  no 
distant  period,  he  should  possess  the  means  of 
re-imbursing  her;  his  proud  feelings,  and  inde- 
pendent spirit,  utterly  opposed  the  adoption  of 
such  a  measure.  He  thanked  her ;  he  had  no 
words  to  express  his  gratitude ;  but  assured  her 
that  his  peculiar  situation,  as  well  as  his  princi- 
ples, would  not  suffer  him  to  receive  at  her  hands 
that  which  she  sought  so  generously  to  bestow 
upon  him.  His  refusal,  though  accompanied  by 
every  argument  calculated  to  pacify  and  con- 
vince, occasioned  her  great  distress.  The  chief 
object  of  her  interview  had  failed,  and  she  felt 
that  sadness,  and  sickness  of  heart,  which  we 
experience  when  some  fondly-pursued  plan  has 
been  overthrown — some  ardent  desire  baffled. 
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But  now  on  the  still  air  were  heard  again  the 
deep  tones  of  the  Cathedral  clock,  and  Minda 
hastily  arose,  alarmed  that  she  had  remained  so 
long. 

They  walked  from  the  Mall.  That  was  the 
last  time,  her  desponding  heart  whispered,  she 
should  lean  upon  his  arm — the  last  time  she 
should  listen  to  his  voice.  He  loved  her  not — 
she  knew  it — and  this  clandestine  meeting,  which 
she  had  been  tempted  to  seek  from  the  desire 
of  rendering  him  a  service,  must  never  be  re- 
peated. 

"  Minda,"  said  Clive,  "  I  shall  not  forget  the 
words  you  have  addressed  to  me  this  night. 
Your  image  of  brightness  and  purity  will  stand 
betwixt  me  and  temptation.  Whatever  be  my 
lot  in  life«  I  hope  I  shall  never  part  with  my 
honesty,  or  sully  my  honour." 

They  crossed  Piccadilly,  and  reached  the  cor- 
ner of  Park-Lane,  where  old  Isaac  was  waiting 
in  no  little  alarm  at  the  prolonged  absence  of  his 
mistress.    Clive  would  have  accompanied  the 
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girl  to  Lord  Eltham's  house ;  but  she  considered 
it  prudent  to  part  there. 

One  look — one  silent  pressure  of  the  hand — 
one  low  farewell  from  the  lips  of  her  whose  too 
fond  heart  was  breaking,  and  Clive  turned 
away,  while  Minda  hurried  to  her  home,  which 

» 

she  reached  only  a  few  minutes  before  the  re- 
turn of  her  father  and  mother  from  the  gay  scenes 
ofRanelagh.  That  night  her  pillow  was  wet 
with  her  tears;  yet  she  slept,  and  the  visions  that 
floated  before  her  were  the  forms  of  Clive,  and 
the  proud  Beauty  to  whom  his  heart  was  given — 
Gertrude  Kenmore. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

It  was  a  cold  and  cheerless  night ;  the  rain  did 
not  fall  heavily,  but  the  atmosphere  was  charged 
with  that  thin  penetratipg  moisture  more  disa- 
greeable and  benumbing  than  the  downright 
torrent ;  for  the  latter,  like  an  honest  outbreak 
of  passion  in  the  breast  of  a  man,  gives  hope  of 
abatement  and  subsidence;  but  the  former  is 
nature  in  her  sulky  mood,  when  no  change,  no 
good  humour  succeeding  to  that  black  atrabi- 
larious  temper,  are  very  shortly  to  be  expected. 
Few  wherries  were  on  the  Thames,  and  few 
passengers  in  the  streets ;  for  except  those  whom 
urgent  business  forced  from  their  houses,  people 
seemed,  by  common  consent,  to  shut  their  doors 
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against  the  churly  spirit  of  the  night,  and  to 
close  around  their  warm  blazing  fires. 

Yet  in  the  vast  Babylon  of  England,  by  night 
and  by  day,  in  sunshine  or  in  gloom,  there  are 
always  to  be  seen  certain  unfortunates  who,  ap- 
parently without  home  or  friends,  crawl,  and 
shiver,  and  moan  along  the  streets.    England 
may  be  the  wealthiest  of  all  the  Nations  of  the 
Globe,  and  yet,  if  we  except,  perhaps,  some  of 
the  Priest-ridden  Cities  in  Spain,  and  that  im- 
menselazarhouse  of  pious  beggars — ^Rome,^where 
is  a  greater  amount  of  poverty,  of  squalor,  and 
suffering,  to  be  found  than  in  our  boasted  capi- 
tal ]-— moralists  may  attribute  this  evil  to  idle- 
ness and  vice ;   and  Malthusian  economists  may 
ascribe  all  the  physical  misery,  and   mental 
degradation  which  we  witness,  to  a  superfluity 
of  population.     Be  this  as  it  may,  it  will  not  be 
denied  that  many  an  honest  man,  and  many 
a  virtuous  woman,  by  a  melancholy  train  of 
circumstances,  over  which  they  have  no  oon- 
troul,  will  frequently  be  reduced  to  a  state  of 
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Utter  want  and  destitution,  and,  friendless  and 
houseless,  be  confounded  with  the  mass  of  un- 
happy beings  that  rove  our  streets,  and  are 
trampled  on,  and  mal-treated,  as  beggars  and 
Tagrants. 

The  chill  drizzly  rain  continued  to  drive  over 
London,  as  a  young  woman,  in  coarse  attire^ 
shivering  and  drenched  to  the  skin,  threaded  her 
way  through  the  streets  which  lie  in  the  western 
extremity  of  the  Metropolis.  She  seemed  in 
search  of  some  person,  for  in  the  tace  of  each 
of  the  few  passengers  that  hurried  by,  she  glanced 
anxiously  and  enquiringly:  yet  there  was  nothing 
forward  or  bold  in  her  manner ;  the  scrutiny  was 
of  an  eager  yet  most  timid  description ;  and  the 
sorrow  in  her  countenance,  and  the  tears  in 
her  eyes,  utterly  repelled  the  notion  that  would 
have  sought  to  class  her  among  those  frail  sisters 
who  compose  a  too  numerous  family,  in  all  large 
cities. 

"  Shall  I  ever  see  him  again?"   whispered 
Camilla  Pellew  to  herself;  "  yet  it  is  only  at 
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night,  and  in  the  suburbs,  that  I  am  likely  to 
meet  him ;  and,  they  say,  a  Revolutionary  club 
assembles  somewhere  in  this  neighbourhood.*' 

She  wandered  on,  examining  each  house  that 
seemed  to  differ  from  the  ordinary  dwellings ; 
but  she  asked  no  questions  of  any  individual, 
for  even  desolate  as  she  was,  Camilla  would 
have  done  nothing  calculated,  in  the  remotest 
degree,  to  endanger  the  safety  of  the  self-deceived, 
and  misguided  man  who  had  forsaken  her. 

And  thus  for  days,  for  weeks,  had  the  clergy- 
man's daughter  perambulated  London,  hoping  to 
find  her  husband,  yet  still  disappointed.  She 
had  applied  to  Clive,  but  he  could  give  her  no 
information  respecting  the  fugitive ;  for  a  man 
who  wishes  to  conceal  himself,  can  in  no  place 
so  effectually  accomplish  his  end,  as  in  the 
crowded  courts  and  alleys  of  a  populous  city. 
Camilla  had  resigned  all  for  love ;  she  had  alie- 
nated her  family  by  her  imprudent  alliance,  and 
therefore  could  not  return  to  her  father.  But 
independently  of  the  sorrow  which  crushed  her 
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spirit,  she  suffered  the  utmost  pecuniary  distress. 
Pellew,  indeed,  as  he  had  promised,  took  care  to 
forward  money  to  the  mistress  of  the  house  where 
they  had  lodged ;  but  the  temptation  had  proved 
too  great  for  Mrs.  Lovejoy,  that  worthy  woman 
having  transferred  the  several  remittances  to  her 
own  pocket,  assuring  Camilla,  in  the  mildest,  and 
most  compassionate  terms,  that  she  had  neither 
heard  from  her  husband,  nor  received  a  farthing 
for  her  use. 

The  deserted  wife,  almost  unconscious  now 
whither  she  bent  her  steps,  emerged  from  the 
more  populous  streets,  and  shortly  found  herself 
in  the  vicinity  of  an  ancient  church,  and  its  sur- 
rounding burial  ground.  It  was  the  parish  church 
of  Chelsea.  What  attracted  her  to  the  spot  ? — 
^arly  associations — the  sweet  memories  of  her 
happy  youth ;  for  there  looked  up  to  Heaven  the 
old  grey  tower;  and  here  the  humble  tombs 
whitened  in  the  shade ;  all,  all  reminded  her  of 
her  father's  quiet  Rectory ;  of  that  spot  she  must 
visit,  perhaps,  no  more ;  and  of  hours  of  peace 
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and  bappy  recklessness  never  to  come  again. 
Camilla  looked  over  the  enclosure ;  within  that 
small  compass,  how  many  a  heart  lay  still !  how 
many  a  pulse  whidi  had  throbbed  like  hers  with 
anxious  sorrows,  had  ceased  its  beatings  !  how 
many  a  wife,  how  many  a  child,  forgot  in  their 
dreamless  sleep  husband  and  parent ! — ah !  not 
forgot — ^for  shall  not  spirits  retain,  in  undying 
dietinctness,  the  memories  of  those  they  loved 
in  the  mortal  state  ]  Yet  none  were  near  now  to 
mourn  above  their  dust;  but  the  night-bird, 
nestling  in  the  old  tower^  uttered  at  intervals  a 
low  plaintive  note ;  and  the  white  lilies,  heavy 
with  dew,  wept  tears  no  human  eye  was  there 
to  filled. 

Caifiilla  placed  her  hands  before  her  face, 
while  thouglits  took  possession  of  her  soul  she 
knew  it  were  crime  to  indulge.  To  sleep— to  lay 
her  aching  head  beneath  the  turf,  and  so  end  all 
her  trials— Oh !  no,  not  without  Jkm  ;  she  would 
not  die  away  from  him — ^without  convincing  him 
of  his  error;  without  receiving  his  blessing,  and 
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dw  assuTttuce  df  his  mtaming  Iov6.  Yea^  the 
hope  *of  beholding  her  husband  onoe  more  will 
support  her  beneath  physical  sufferingy  and  men- 
tal frees,  even  yet  untHed. 

She  timied  away  &om  the  churchy  and  cross* 
ing  the  long  avenue  of  trees  known  by  the  name 
of  Cheyne  Walk^  reached  the  banks  of  the 
Thames.  Chelsea  was  not  then,  as  it  is  now, 
joined  to  London^  but  stood  apart,  a  fair  isolated 
vilkge ;  and  the  journey  thence  to  the  City  was 
not  x>erfontted,  as  in  these  "  steaming  days,"  in 
the  small  space  of  thirty  minutes.  Camilla  felt 
herself  too  exhausted,  and  broken  down,  to  pro- 
ceed on  foot  to  that  part  of  the  Metropolis  which 
she  wished  to  visit;  a  wherry  was  about  to  leave 
the  stairs,  with  two  or  three  passengers^  and  she 
looked  wistfully  at  the  boat. 

"  Now^  young  woman^"  aaid  the  Waterman, 
"  V\^  just  lODiB  lor  one  more— ^  I  not  enough 
moftey— I  thought  s0{  well,  as  the  tide  iM  run^ 
aing  down  bweetly,  I  don't  mind  if  I  take  you  to 
Blackfnars  for  a  groat^ther^ !" 
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That  small  coin,  however,  Camilla  was  not 
possessed  of;  but  a  good-natured  rosy  country* 
man,  in  the  3tem  of  the  wherry,  perceiving  her 
situation,  and  understanding  her  wishes,  placed 
in  the  Waterman's  hand  the  demanded  fare,  and 
the  light  craft  soon  commenced  paddling  down 
the  river. 

When  Camilla  reached  Fleet-Street,  St. 
Dunstan's  clock  struck  ten ;  this  part  of  London 
had  been  her  rallying  point  during  all  her  anxi- 
ous journeys;  for  here,  since  her  marriage,  she 
had  lived,  and  the  street  seemed  to  possess  a 
strange  interest,  and  an  attraction,  that  invested 
no  other  spot.  Here,  each  night,  her  last  look 
was  given,  and  her  last  inquiry  made,  relative 
to  her  lost  husband.  As  usual,  she  now  pro- 
ceeded to  the  house  where,  for  two  years,  she 
had  experienced  much  pleasure,  as  well  as  many 
sorrows ;  yet  the  old  sombre-looking  building 
had  been  to  her  as  a  temple  of  love ;  and  dear 
remembrances  clung  even  to  the  half-broken 
windows,  and  dilapidated  door-way. 
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At  the  low  hesitating  knock  of  Camilla,  a 
dirty  slipshod  girl  made  her  appearance;  and 
this  Hebe  of  the  court  quickly  summoned  her 
mistress. 

"  Oh!  you  are  come  again,  are  youl"  said 
Mrs.  Lovejoy,  the  amiable  and  affectionate 
widow  having  just  inished  her  supper,  and  being 
about  to  put  her  hcdr  into  curl-papers  for  the 
night;  '^  Well,  what  do  you  want  now  1  and  do 
be  quick,  my  dear,  for  I  havVt  any  time  to 
spend  upon  jou* 

"  Has  he  been  here,  ma'am  ?  or  have  you 
learnt  any  thing  V* 

"  The  old  story  again,  I  see — he  been  here  ? 
learnt  any  thing  1  why,  my  good  woman,  do  you 
think  I  keep  up  a  regular  correspondence  with 
a  reprobate  who  deserts  his  wife  1  though  for  the 
matter  of  that,  he  may  have  good  cause  for  turn- 
ing his  back  on  you." 

Camilla  placed  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes, 
and  could  only  sob. 
"  Besides,  my  dear,"  continued  the  lady  in 
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the  niMt  mild  and  iMHiied  tone  of  voice;  ''  I  lell 
jovL  oDoe  for  all  that  I  can  leoeivo  no  meBBagea, 
evea  if  they  ihould  be  sent,  from  a  wicked  and 
awful  Revolutionist;  and  I  tremble  even  now 
to  speak  to  any  one  belonging  to  him.  Heaven 
help  me!  I  idiail  have  Captain  Tomkins  and 
Sergeant  Sleek  upon  me  again,  and  shall  be 
taken  up,  it  nay  be,  for  mdsprisin,  as  they  call 
k,  of  treason. — 'Now,  go  away,  there's  a  kind 
souli" 

Camilla  hesitated ;  her  money  was  exhausted, 
and  she  knew  not  where  that  night  to  lay  her 
head. 

*^  So,  you  don't  hear  me ;  well,  some  people 
are  very  obstinate  and  susptciotts.  I  dare  say 
now  you're  going  to  ask  me  again  if  Mister  Pel- 
lew  hasn't  sent  any  tnaney  finr  you." 

''  Ok  1  no,  I  am  not,  I  assure  you,  Mrs. 
Lovejoy." 

*'  Yes,  but  you  are  though :  a*  likely  thing 
truly  that  money  woidd  be  forth  coming  from 
such  a  man  as  he;  you  think,  too,  I  keep  it  back 
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fioffl  you,  no  doubt."  (And  this  the  excellent 
landlady  had  inrariably  dcme.)  "  Hal  ha!  ^well, 
I  excuse  you,  poor  thing;  I  forgivei  and  pity 
you— good  night,  my  dear." 

Camilla  stammered  with  difficult  a  few  words 
respecting  her  absolute  want,  and  friendless 
situation,  and  bowed  her  pride  to  b^  the  woman 
to  afford  her,  for  one  night  only,  shelter  beneath 
her  roof:  but  Mrs.  Lovejoy,  who  knew  well 
that  the  applicant  had  nothing  but  the  coin  of 
gratitude  wherewith  to  pay  her  for  such  an 
accommodation,yery  politely  and  condescendingly 
'  informed  her  that  it  was  contrary  to  the  rules> 
laws,  and  regulations  of  her  establishment,  to 
bestow  its  comforts  upon  people  whose  pockets 
have  the  misfortune  to  be  empty ;  acoordingly, 
she  was  under  the  painful  necessity  of  shutting 
the  door  in  her  &ce.  And  this  action  the  philo- 
sophic and  argumentative  lady  promptly  per- 
formed. The  next  minute  she  ordered  her  little 
seryant«of-all-work  to  warm  the  bed,  while  she 
took  from  her  private  cupboard,  with  a  view  to 
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comfort  herself  on  that  cheerless  night,  a  bottle 
containing  spirits,  a  fresh  supply  of  which  she 
had  that  day  procured  with  the  very  money 
which  the  too  trusting  Pellew  had  remitted  for 
the  use  of  his  unhappy  wife. 

Camilla  wandered  up  and  down  the  neigh- 
bouring streets  for  several  hours,  and  as  she 
forbore  accosting  any  of  the  watchmen,  they  did 
not  trouble  themselves  to  notice  her.  Weary, 
wet,  hungry,  and  desolate,  this  was  she  who  was 
bom  to  comfort  and  afSuence,  and  should  have 
been  pillowed  on  the  breast  of  love.  She  looked 
to  Heaven— her  hope  was  there;  and  yet  human 
ties,  the  bonds  of  unconquered  affection,  bound 
her  to  life. 

On  and  on  she  dragged  her  weary  limbs,  until 
reaching  the  door-way  of  a  building  that  afforded 
a  little  more  shelter  than  the  other  houses,  she 
sank  down,  heart-broken  as  much  as  exhausted. 
The  wind  blew,  the  rain  increased,  but  drawing 
up  her  limbs  in  the  comer  as  well  as  she  was 
able,  she  prepared  to  pass  the  remainder  of  the 
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night  in  that  miserable  spot.  She  bent  her  head 
over  her  knees,  and  rocked  herself  to  and  fro, 
whispering  at  times  the  names  of  her  father,  and 
sisters,  but  more  frequently  calling  in  stifled  sobs 
on  her  husband.  Yet  in  spite  of  all  the  woes 
occasioned  her  by  the  unfounded  suspicions  of 
Pellew,  her  lips  let  fall  no  reproachful  expres- 
sion, no  harsh  complaint ;  but  amid  the  pain  of 
the  body,  and  the  gloom  which  shadowed  her 
soul,  she  murmured  his  name  with  blessings,  and 
clung  with  a  fondness  which  death  only  could 
destroy,  to  his  remembrance,  and  his  love. 
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CHAPTER  11. 

We  must  transport  the  reader  to  a  picturesque 
valley,  with  its  rural  accompaniments,  about  ten 
miles  from  London :  and  where  is  the  denizen 
of  the  great  City  who  does  not,  at  times,  rush 
with  feelings  of  ineffable  delight  from  the  smoke, 
the  roar,  and  the  crushing  crowd,  to  luxuriate  in 
some  sequestered  nook  of  Nature's  green  and 
wide  domain. 

In  the  hollow  formed  by  two  hills,  which  rose 
like  vast  mounds  of  velvet,  bordered,  near  the 
summit,  hy  a  rich  fringe  of  flowering  trees,  was 
situated  the  cottage  in  which  Walter  Pellew  first 
drew  breath.  The  afternoon  was  far  advanced, 
and  the  warm  sun,  shining  obliquely  from  the 
west,  tinged  the  tops  of  the  trees  with  yellow 
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light,  and  threw  its  lustre  on  the  stream  which, 
flowing  past  the  cottage,  turned  the  wheel  of  a 
mill  at  a  short  distance  below,  and  then  flashing 
over  some  precipitous  rocks,  filled  the  valley 
with  its  murmurs.  The  peasant  was  lazily  trudg- 
ing homewards,  without  a  care,  a  thought  of  the 
great  world  beyond  his  native  place;  and  the 
birds,  as  reckless  as  he,  were  piping  their  fare- 
well song  to  the  sinking  luminary.  Peace,  with 
her  invisible  apgel  wings,  brooded  over  the  scene ; 
and  difficult  would  it  have  been  for  a  spectator 
to  have  believed,  that  sin  and  misery  could  ever 
intrude  their  haggard  forms  into  that  little  paradise 
of  quiet  and  beauty. 

Resting  on  the  hill  which  overlooked  the 
woody  dingle,  might  have  been  seen  the  figure 
of  a  female — it  was  Camilla  Pellew :  and  what 
did  she  there  1  her  long  and  persevering  search 
through  the  Metropolis  for  her  husband  had 
proved  in  vain ;  but  now  the  thought  occurred 
to  her  that  Pellew,  broken,  perhaps,  in  spirit, 
though  not  wretched  as  she,  and  impdled  by 
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those  natural  feelings  which  in  sorrow  cling  to 
home,  had  quitted  London,  and  retired  to  his 
native  place; 

It  was  on  this  supposition  that  Camilla  had 
journeyed  hither ;  her  more  pressing  wants  had 
been  relieved  by  Clive,  although  the  latter  was 
in  a  situation  that  ill  permitted  him  to  give  any 
thing  in  the  way  of  charity.  To  meet  her  hus- 
band in  that  cottage  where  his  parents  dwelt ; 
to  convince  him,  when  his  heart  might  be  open, 
of  his  delusion,  and  her  fidelity — such  was  her 
object :  and  yet  she  stood  irresolute,  looking  and 
looking  into  the  valley  below,  and  shading  from 
her  dazzled  eyes  the  oblique  sun-rays.  That 
was  his  home,  therefore  was  it  dear  to  her ;  and 
his  rustic  parents  she  would  love  for  his  sake. 
Was  he,  also,  at  that  moment  within  those  low 
woodbined  walls?  her  heart  palpitated  at  the 
thought ;  a  smile  broke  over  her  wan  face,  and 
she  hurried  down  the  hill. 


Old  Mr.  Pellew  was  a  small  farmer,  and  enjoyed 
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what  may  be  called  '^  contentment's  competence." 
He  was  now  seated  on  an  oaken  bench  in  front 
of  his  cottage,  with  a  dog  crouched  at  his  feet, 
and  a  pipe  in  his  mouth.  Little  cared  he  for 
the  downfal  of  Dynasties,  the  overthrow  of  Em- 
pires, or  any  of  the  great  questions  which  were 
then  agitating  the  world.  So  long  as  he  could 
obtain  a  good  price  for  his  corn,  and  a  fair 
tankard  of  ale,  he  troubled  not  his  head  as  to 
whether  Pitt  or  Fox  triumphed  in  the  Senate ; 
whether  France  were  governed  by  a  king,  or  by 
the  "  supreme  people :''  for  him  the  world  might 
be  one  vast  republic,  or  broken  into  as  many 
petty  kingdoms  as  there  were  furrows  in  his 
field;  political  changes  "vexed"  him  not;  he 
ploughed  and  eat,  smoked  and  drank,  and,  ab- 
sorbed in  these  daily  recurring  occupations,  •  the 
end  and  aim  of  his  humble  existence,  he  was 
contented,  and  happy. 

The  fietrmer's  wife  was  seated  near  him,  plying 
with  busy  hand  the  wheel,  an  employment  which, 
with  many  other  avocations  of  the  good  old  time, 
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has  now  almost  ceased  in  the  cottage  of  the  pea- 
sant. Mr.  Pellew,  taking  the  pipe  fiom  hts 
mouth,  buried  his  face,  for  the  space  of  a  minute, 
in  a  tankard  containing  home-brewed,  and  then, 
having  given  vent  to  a  deep  sigh  of  satisfaction, 
he  addressed  his  better  half : 

"  Well,  Margery,  I  hope  the  Schoolmaster 
who  read  to  us  that  long  letter  of  Walter's,  won't 
say  any  thing  about  it.*> 

"  Never  fear,  Peter ;  Mister  Crabtree  will  be 
as  good  as  his  word,  I  venture  to  say ;  but  if  I 
had  you  sight,  I'd  have  read  through  the  letter, 
full  of  hard  words  as  it  was." 

"  Ah !  dame,  Fm  no  scholar ;  I  only  wish 
Walter  wasn't  one  either ;  but  the  more  I  think 
of  that  letter,  the  more  I'm  confounded — such  a 
match !  the  Parson's  Daughter !— and  yet,  he 
says,  he's  obliged  to  part  from  her." 

"  Now,  how  dull  you  axe ! — tUs  fine  Miss, 
Walter  hints  plainly  enough,  isnt  what  she 
ought  to  be,  and  has  taken  up  with  a  gallant — 
shame  upon  her !  In  my  opinion,  Walter  has 
acted  quite  right" 
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"  May  be,  Margery,  but — » 

"  Why,  if  I  had  been  unfaithful  to  you,  Peter, 
how  long,  I  wonder,  would  you  keep  me  under 
your  roof?" 

"  But  you  woiCt  be  unfaithful,  Margery ;  not 
at  least  now ;"  said  the  rosy  old  man ;  and  steal* 
ing  up  to  his  wife,  he  kissed  her  forehead,  over 
which,  in  the  energy  of  her  spinnings  many  a 
silver  hair  had  fallen,  telling  of  the  flight  of 
years.  But  the  attention  of  the  elderly  couple 
was  now  arrested  by  the  approach  of  Camilla 
who  had  reached  the  garden  gate.  We  may 
here  observe  that  they  had  never  seen  their  son's 
wife^  for  the  courtship  had  been  clandesdnely 
carried  on,  and  the  marriage  solemnized  in  se* 
cret.  Camilla  drew  near  with  trembling  and 
hesitating  step;  although  her  tattered  dress, 
soiled  with  dust,  did  not  obscure  her  natural 
beauty,  yet  her  worn  looks,  and  the  anxiety 
visible  in  her  strained  eyes,  gave  her  a  very 
questionable  appearance. 
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"  Well,  young  woman,  and  what  do  you 
want !»  began  the  bluff  English  yeoman. 

''  Oh !  I  dare  say  she's  come  begging;"  ob- 
served the  farmer's  wife;  "  we're  very  sorry, 
but  can't  assist  you,  my  good  girl.* 

One  thought  was  uppermost  in  the  mind  of 
Camilla,  and  without  appearing  to  regard  the 
mistake  under  which  the  old  woman  laboured, 
she  asked  in  an  eager  tone : 

"  Is  he  here  1  is  he  in  your  house  1" 

"  Who  here]  what  does  the  girl  mean  ?"  said 
the  dame,  still  plying  her  spinning-wheel. 
Your  son— Walter  Pellew !  my — ^my— " 
Bless  my  heart!"  cried  the  good  yeoman, 
dropping  his  pipe,    and  springing  up — "  you 
know  Walter,  do  you ! — what  of  him  ?" 

"  And  who,  my  girl,  are  you,  pray  ?"  asked 
Margery,  scrutinizing  the  stranger  narrowly 
through  her  horn  spectacles. 

A  minute  elapsed  before  Camilla  could  sup- 
press the  emotions  that  almost  choked  her* 
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"  I  am/'  she  gasped,  raising  and  clasping  her 
hands,  "  I  am  Walter  Pellew's  wife !" 

There  was  a  striking  difference  in  the  effect 
which  this  announcement  produced  on  the  re- 
spective individuals  to  whom  Camilla  appealed. 
The  open-hearted  yeoman,  whose  notions  of  vice 
and  virtue  were  of  a  less  austere  character  than 
those  of  his  wife,  regarded  the  poor  way-worn 
creature  before  him  with  a  look  of  undisguised 
compassion;  but  the  starch  dame  drew  back, 
shook  her  grey  head,  and,  with  other  pantomi- 
mic actions,  expressive  of  disapprobation  and 
disgust,  resumed  her  occupation  of  spinning. 

"  Why  is  this]  do  you  also  spurn  me?''  asked 
Camilla. 

"  Oh !  dear !  you  are  very  innocent,  no 
doubt ;"  said  the  old  woman ;  "  you  hoped  to  de- 
ceive us,  I  dare  say ;  but  Walter  is  before-hand 
with  you — ^we  know  all  !'* 

"  Is  he  then  herel"  cried  Camilla;  "  tell  me, 
I  beseech  you,  tell  me !" 

"  No  Madam :"  answered  Margery ;  "  and  a 
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great  deal  better,  I  think  it  would  be,  if  you 
wouldn't  add  to  his  disgrace  and  unhappiness, 
by  trying  to  find  him  out  I  don't  look  upon  you 
any  more  in  the  light  of  his  wife." 

''  Margery/'  said  the  old  man,  who  was  not 
proof  against  Camilla's  tears;  "  jouUte  rather 
hard  upon  her;  the  most  guilty  i^e  not  too  lost 
for  repentance ;  not  that  I  mean  to  say  I  forgive 
her — no,  no." 

"  Mr.  Pellew!  Father!**  cried  Camilla,  kneel- 
ing  before  him,  her  hat  falling  to  the  ground,  and 
her  disordered  hair  half  veiling  her  wan  delicate 
features ;  "  hear  me !  If  you  will  not  pity  me, 
hear  me !  What  you  have  been  told  has  had  its 
foundation  only  in  error;  your  son,  my  dear 
husband,  I  have  never  wronged  in  thought  or 
deed.  Before  Heaven,  Who  knows  the  secrets 
of  all  hearts,  I  declare,  solemnly  declare,  that  I 
am  innocent !" 

The  thrilling  tones,  the  looks  of  anguish,  the 
wild  agony  of  entreaty,  were  too  mudi  for  the 
old  man ;  he  turned  his  head  aside,  and  brushed 
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away  a  teav  with  his  rough  hand.  **  Well,  if 
you.  are  innocenV'  said  the  cottage  dame,  spin- 
ning with  increased  diligence,  ''  you  had  better 
go  at  once  to  your  fistther,  and  make  out  your  case 
to  him ;  though,  to  be  sure,  Parson  Hartley  is 
very  bitter  to  us  aU;  seeing,  as  he  supposes, 
you  disgraced  his  family  by  marrying  my  son. 
But,  Mistress  Camilla,  if  I  thought  you  were  in- 
deed true  to  Walter,  no  one  should  love  and  re- 
spect you  more  than  myself.'* 

Thank  you,  dear  Madam,  thank  you!" 
But  I  fear  I  must  believe  my  son's  words 
before  your  own.  Peter,  just  shew  her  Walter's 
letter." 

The  Farmer,  from  his  ample  coat-pocket,  drew 
forth  the  epistle,  crumpled,  and  re-folded  in  a 
hundred  different  ways.  Camilla  seized  it ;  any 
thing  which  emanated  from  him  she  loved  was 
indeed  dear ;  and  though  it  contained  words  cal- 
culated to  wring  her  fond  and  faithful  heart,  she 
pressed  it  to  her  lips,  and  bent  over  it  with  tears 
of  delight. 
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Old  Mr.  Pellew,  mean  time,  crept  up  steal- 
thily to  his  wife,  whispering  into  her  ear,  and, 
ever  and  anon,  pointing  his  finger  at  Camilla. 
They  seemed  to  be  influenced  by  different  opi- 
nions on  the  subject  of  their  daughter-in-law's 
guilt ;  at  length  dame  Margery,  terminating  their 
little  altercation,  spoke  aloud : 

"  Well,  Peter,  you  may  think  as  you  please, 
but  my  belief  is,  that  she  is  guilty,  though  very 
likely  penitent.  You  wish.  Ma'am,  I  suppose, 
to  find  your  husband." 

"  Oh !  yes ;  I  came  to  your  house  solely  for 
that  purpose;  and  I  have  been  seeking  him  for 
the  last  three  weeks." 

"  Then  the  only  information  we  can  give  you 
is,  that  he  is  still  in  London;"  said  Margery; 
"  but  his  exact  address  his  letter,  as  you  see, 
doesn't  tell  us.  So,  no  doubt,  you  will  now  go 
back  to  town.*' 

"  I  will  return  immediately ;"  said  Camilla, 
without  hesitation. 

"No,  you  sha'n't;"  cried  the  good  yeoman,. 
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looking  at  the  setting  sun;  ''  Whiitl  Margery, 
after  she  has  walked  ten  miles  already^  would 
yon  send  the  poor  girl  back  to  night  ?  Guilty  or 
innocent^  deceitful  or  honest,  she  shall  remain  in 
our  cottage  till  to-morrow.'* 

Camilla  made  no  reply,  but  bent  her  face  on 
the  old  man's  shoulder  and  silently  wept. 


The  long  and  wearisome  night  was  ended  at 
length,  and  morning  shone  into  the  little  chamber 
where  Camilla  had  kept  her  silent  watch.  Up 
rose  the  sun  oTer  the  green  dewy  hills;  from  the 
copse,  and  from  the  cloud,  burst  forth  the  joyous 
songs  of  the  black-bird  and  lark;  the  brook 
danced  and  frolicked  like  a  child  at  play,  between 
its  mossy  banks;  and  merrily  around  turned  the 
wheel  of  the  mill.  Flowers  in  the  meadows 
opened  their  cups  to  the  wooing  beam ;  and  the 
jealous  winds  kissed  off  their  pearly  tears,  bear- 
ing away  on  their  wings  a  paradise  of  sweets, 
till  earth  and  HeaTen  were  full  of  the  fragrance 
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which  they  stole.  Beautiful  landscape !  happy 
scene !  are  the  dreams  of  the  Poets  never  rea- 
lized] is  Arcady  to  be  beheld  no  more  on  earth  1 
Oh !  yes ;  though  this  may  be  the  iron  age  as 
regards  the  moral  world,  we  still  live  in  the 
golden  one  of  nature. 

CamiUa  stood  before  the  cottage,  being  about 
to  take  her  departure ;  dame  Margery's  severity 
had  a  little  relaxed;  for  she  smiled  on  her 
daughter-in-law,  and  hoped  that  if  she  were 
truly  penitent,  Heaven  would  forgive  her.  Old 
Mr.  Pellew  conducted  her  to  the  garden-gate, 
and  would  have  forced  on  her  acceptance  a  small 
piece  of  money,  but  Camilla  hesitated  to  re- 
ceive it. 

''  No,"  she  said,  "  I  have  no  right  to  your 
assistance  or  favour,  so  long  as  you  imagine  me 
the  base  guilty  creature  I  have  the  misfortune 
to.appear.  I  now  return  to  London,  to  continue 
my  search  for  my  husband,  and  until  I  find  him^ 
I  shall  know  no  happiness,  no  rest,  no  peace.** 
"  God  speed  you,  then,  my  poor  child !  and 
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grant  that  the  next  time  we  meet,  I  may  be 
able  to  call  you  my  daughter !" 

CamiUa  moyed  away  with  a  bursting  heart ; 
and  as  she  proceeded  down  the  primrosed  lane, 
she  turned  her  head  once  to  take  a  last  look  of 
the  cottage :  the  good  old  yeoman  continued  to 
gaze  after  her,  but  the  winding  road  soon  con- 
cealed her  figure  from  his  moistened  eyes. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


We  must  now  glance  at  Pellew,  the  irritable 
liusbond,  vbose  morbid  imaginatioa  bad  conjured 
up  those  suapidons,  with  respect  to  the  fidelity 
of  his  wife,  which  bad  produced  such  lamentable 
consequences.  In  one  of  those  narrow  streets 
that  lie  at  the  back  of  the  old  Tabard  Ion  of 
Chaucer  celebrity,  in  the  Borough  of  Southwark, 
Pellew  had  concealed  himself.  So  populous 
was  that  district,  yet  so  rarely  visited  by  the 
ordinary  inhabitants  of  other  quarters,  that  it 
was  no  way  surprising  he  had  eluded  the  officers 
of  Justice,  his  liiends,  ot  any  other  party  desir. 
ous  of  conununicating  with  him. 

That  Fellew  had  been  more  than  lonely — bad 
been  miserable,  since  his  separation  bosa  Ca- 
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mflla,  needs  scarcely  be  said,  for  in  spite  of  the 
rash  step  which  he  had  taken,  he  loved  her  with 
an  ardour  little  short  of  the  intensity  of  her  own 
affection.  The  Revolutionary  student  was  now 
busily  engaged  on  a  work,  the  object  of  which 
was  the  promulgation  of  his  still  darling  doctrine 
of  the  Equality  of  the  Human  Race.  As  far  as 
pecuniary  matters  were  concerned,  his  circum- 
stances were  mudi  improved;  for  having  been 
elected  Corresponding  Secretary  of  the  Society, 
he  was  in  receipt  of  a  regular  income.  The  club, 
also,  was  in  a  more  flourishing  condition  than 
when  it  held  its  meetings  in  the  dark  cellars  at 
Lambeth;  the  members  were  prepared  to  go 
great  lengths  towards  working  out  their  project 
of  a  general  Revolution,  but  they  conducted 
themselves  more  cautiously;  and  the  "  where- 
abouts''  of  their  ''  Hall  of  Assembly,"  neither 
Captain  Tomkins,  nor  his  indefatigable  jackd 
and  spy.  Sergeant  Sleek,  had  succeeded  in 
discovering. 
Pellew  was  leaning  over  his  manuscript,  and 
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as  thoughti  buirifid  on  thaDghU,  and  be  gave 
them  embodiment  in  written  voids,  he  seemed 
entirely  abstracted  from  eveiy  thing  around  him. 
In  a  few  minutes,  however,  he  turned  hia  head 
mechanically,  as  be  bad  been  used  to  do,  when 
gazing  at  his  watcbfiil  wife — the  vacant  chair, 
the  ungarniabed  apartment,  were  too  palpable 
and  sad  evidences  of  her  absence.  He  saw  not 
her  fimd  sweet  smile ;  he  heard  no  longer  her 
gentle  encouraging  voice ;  and  as  tbese  came 
back  upon  his  recollection,  tike  strains  of  music 
passed  away,  yet  stirring  still  the  melancholy 
harp  of  memory,  tbe  lonely  man  felt  the  full 
bitterness  of  bis  lot  He  threw  down  his  pen ; 
his  lofty  speculations,  his  great  schemes,  which 
seemed  to  invcdve  the  &te  of  Empires,  were  no 
longer  able  to  engage  bis  thoughts,  or  charm  his 
mind ;  the  spell  for  the  time  was  broken ;  the 
Philosopher  had  become  the  man,  and  the  Pa- 
triot the  common  individual! 

He  walked  to  and  fro  in  his  room,  not  to 
dream  of  Republics  at  Revolutions,  but  to  think 
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of  Camilla.  He  pondered,  asking  his  conscience 
whether  he  had  behaved  to  his  wife  justly, 
mercifully;  though  he  might  be  persuaded  of 
her  guilt ;  though  he  sent  money  to  the  house 
where  they  formerly  lodged,  and  imagined  she 
received  it ;  he  could  not  disguise  from  himself 
the  truth  that  his  conduct  had  been  hasty  and 
cruel ;  and  this  conviction  produced  regret  and 
compunction  of  the  most  poignant  kind« 

Pellew  was  not  yet  acquainted  with  the  iden- 
tity of  Thompson ;  but  even  if  he  had  penetrated 
the  disguise  of  the  supposed  betrayer  of  his  wife, 
the  circumstance  of  that  person's  being  the  son 
of  a  Peer  would  have  increased,  rather  than 
mitigated,  his  indignation  and  rage.  To  PelleVs 
present  remorseful  feelings,  others  of  a  darker 
nature  were  added — ^revenge  was  still  boiling  in 
his  breast,  for  he  had  obtained  no  glimpse  of  his 
adversary  since  the  night  of  the  outrage  on  Ca- 
milla in  the  Park. 

The  Revolutionist  succeeded  in  cahning  .his 
agitation,  and  again  applied  himself  to   his 
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writing.  A  few  connected  thoaghts — a  few 
sentences — and  once  more  the  fever  of  the  pas- 
sions returned^  and  hismind  was  a  chaos.  Thtis 
was  it  hour  after  hour,  and  day  after  day ;  the 
dreams  of  the  author  and  philosopher  were  op- 
posed to  the  harsh  realities  that  compassed  about 
his  fate :  the  heart  was  at  war  with  the  soul. 

"  Where  is  she  now  1  what  has  be&Uen  her?" 
were  the  questions  that  forced  themselves  on  his 
mind.  ''Shall  I  seek  herl  shall  I  overlook 
the  pasti  and  receive  her  again  to  my  arms  ? — 
impossible !  however  penitent,  a  wife  who  has 
been  faithless  once,  will  be  faithless  a  second 
time.  Away,  then,  with  this  weakness ! — and 
yet,  how  I  love  her!" 

Thus  half  musing,  half  whispering  to  himself, 
the  excited  man  continued  to  pace  his  room,  one 
moment  bumii^  for  vengeance  on  his  enemy, 
and  the  next  bnging,  yet  dreading  to  see,  his 
forsaken  wife.  The  apartment  at  length  seemed 
too  confined  for  his  breathing,  and,  without  any 
definite  purpose,  he  hurried  into  the  street. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

The  amiable  widow,  Mrs.  Lovejoy,  was  engaged 
in  earnest  conversation  with  a  gentleman  .in 
her  little  back  parlour ;  the  door  was  closed,  and 
by  the  bw  tones  in  which  the  speakers  addressed 
each  other,  it  would  seem  that  their  business 
was  of  a  strictly  private  and  confidential  nature. 
The  gentleman  was  no  less  a  person  thaa  the 
Honourable  Hector  Clite,  otherwise  Thompson. 

"  Now,  my  dear  Mister  Thompson,  this  money 
which  you  so  kindly  give  me,  I  don't  accept, 
mind,  as  a  bribe,  or  any  thing  of  the  sort." 

"  Of  course  not,  madam;"  answered  the  young 
Honourable,  giving  his  thin  red  moustachoes 
an  upward  twirl. 

"  Oh !  no ;  my  honesty  and  principles  wont 
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allow  of  that;"  pursued  Mrs.  JjoYt^ay,  qmeUj 
depoEdting  the  coin  in  liei  leather  purse.  "  I 
take  the  cash  for  the  trouble  I've  been  at,  in  the 
raatterofyourpooriuiibrtivtiate  friends;  for  opening 
the  door  of  nights  to  that  dear  creature  of  a  young 
wcmian,  who's  so  desolate  and  deserted;  and 
answering  all  her  questions  about  that  wicked, 
unnatural,  and  cruel  husband  of  hers." 

"  Exactly,  Mrs.  Lovejoy;  you  have  explained 
the  thing  most  satisiactorily." 

"  Well,  I  always  thought,  when  you  used  to 
visit  your  needy  relations,  that  you  were  a  good 
and  generous  gentleman ;  'tis  indeed  excessive 
kind  of  you  to  interest  yourself  about  them  in 
this  way.  Can  I  do  any  thing  more  for  you, 
Mister  Thoin|«oa  1" 

The  gentleman  pondered,  restug  his  chin  on 
his  gold-headed  cane. 

"  Why,  look  you,  madam,  that  unfortunate 
girl  who,  as  I  said,  is  a  distant  relaUon  of  mine, 
must  not  be  allowed  to  roam  any  longer  about 
the  streets.    You  think  she'll  call  on  you  again?" 
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"  Very  likely ;  she's  so  distressing  eager 
about  finding  that  husband  of  hers/' 

"  When  she  comes,  then,  Mrs.  Lovejoyi  inform 
her  that  you  will  accommodate  her  with  a  room." 

The  good  landlady  grew  nervouSi  and  uneasy, 
and  tied  and  untied,  three  times  consecutively, 
the  smart  strings  of  her  cap. 

^"  Mister  Thompson,  excuse  me,  but  I  labour 
und»  bodily  fear,  at  the  thoughts  of  receiving 
again  under  my  roof  the  wife  of  a  Papist  and 
awful  rebel!  Captain  Tomkins,  and  Sergeant 
Sleek,  will  take  me  up  {otmupriiin  of  treason.'' 

Thompson  laughed*  and  endeavoured  to  con- 
vince the  loyal  lady  that  she  need  be  under  no 
apprehension  on  the  subject  of  an  arrest 

"  Well,  or,  if  I  do  venture  to  take  the  dear 
forlorn  creature  in,  may  I  look  to  you  for  the 
expense  of  the  lodging  1" 

"  Certainly,  Mrs.  Lovejoy." 

"  Thank  you;  but  suppose  she  won't  enter 
my  house,  or  give  up  that  dreadful  vagrant  way 
of  living ;  it's  quite  awful  for  one  so  young  to  be 
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roving  about  like  a  vild  Tftrt«i,  (ff  beast  of  tbe 
field,  BB  one  may  say." 

"  Gire  lier  to  understand  that  you  expect 
hei  bosbaad  will  be  here,  in  a  few  days." 

"  Ha  I  that's  clever ;  that  will  be  sure  to  coax 
her  in.  Poor  dear  soul,  we  must  try  to  refonn 
her,  if  we  can ;  and  you'll  come,  Mister  Thomp- 
son, and  give  her  advice,  and  soothe  her ;  but 
of  course,  Pellew,  the  vile  huHbaod,  mustn't 
know  she's  here,  ibr  that  would  spoil  all." 

[Hiompson  coupled  the  name  of  his  quondam 
friend  with  an  oath;  good  Mrs,  Lovejoy  chid 
him  ibr  swearing,  but  considering  how  much  she 
was  likely  to  pn^t  by  this  monied  "  customer," 
readily  forgave  him  the  peccadillo. 

The  honourable  gentleman,  gTasi»iig  his  gold- 
headed  cane,  took  his  departure ;  and  no  sooner 
was  he  iairly  out  of  the  house,  than  the  gentle 
Mrs.  Lovejoy  commenced  pouring  upon  Camilla 
every  abusive  and  d^[rading  epithet  that  her 
v^  fertile  imagination  could  invent.  But  whe- 
ther Thompson's  i^;ard  (at  the  object  of  her 


OR,  THE  FORTUNES  OF  ARCHER  GLIVE.        37 

spite  was  indeed  that  of  a  piijring  relative,  or 
had  a  more  questionable  origin,  she  would  not 
suffer  herself  to  oome  to  a  decision ;  and  if  a 
doubt,  or  qualm  of  conscience,  did  arise,  she 
discreetly  smothered  the  unpleasant  feeling  in 
its  birth. 

A  few  days  after  the  conversation  related 
above,  Thompson— as  in  this  place  we  continue  to 
call  the  Honourable  Hector  Cli  ve^-again  ventured 
from  the  purlieus  of  Grosvenor-Square,  into  the 
smoky  City,  being  bent  on  paying  another  visit 
to  the  house  of  Mrs.  Lovejoy.  During  his  pro- 
gress down  the  Strand,  his  motions  appeared  to 
be  eagerly  watched  by  a  man  who  followed  him 
at  the  distance  of  about  a  hundred  yards.  When 
Thompson  stopped  to  look  into  a  printpshop,  or 
scrutinize  through  his  eye-glass  any  pretty 
milliner  that  happened  to  cross  his  way,  the 
person  also  turned  aside,  as.if  he  were  appre- 
hensive of  being  remarked,  or  recognised;  and 
the  man  did  not  lose  sight  of  the  party  he  thus 
doggedt  until  our  young  rou6  abruptly  ¥imed 
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up  the  Court  in  Fleet-Street,  where  Mrs.  Love- 
joy  resided. 

"  My  dear  Mister  ThompsoD,  Fm  so  glad  to 
see  you ;"  began  the  widow  pathetically ;  and  in 
her  haste  she  left  the  front  door  ajar.  *'  Do  walk 
in ;  I've  been  thinking  of  you  every  minute  for 
the  day:"  and  stooping  closer,  she  whispered 
into  his  ear — "  'tis  all  right !" 

Thompson  fully  understood  the  meaning  of 
this  expression,  and  nodded  his  head,  slipping  at 
the  same  time  a  piece  of  money  into  the  woman's 
hand. 

''  The  poor  dear  soul  called  yesterday ;  she 
refused  at  first  to  take  the  room,  but  I  urged  her 
to  it,  saying,  as  we  agreed,  that  'twas  the  wish 
of  her  husband — and  that's  no  story  either,  is  it  ? 
for  no  doubt  the  wretch  would  wish  her  to  do 
so— ha!  ha! 

"  Excellent,  Mrs.  Lovejoy ;  but  where*s  the 
girl  now  1  I  mean  my  poor  cousin." 

''  Softly— she's  up  stairs  in  the  very  room  she 
and  her  husband  used  to  occupy ;  I  only  ask  one 
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guinea  a-week,  so  that  wont  fall  hard  upon  you : 
poor  dear,  she  expects  her  husband  eveiy  hour ; 
but,  marry  come  up!  that  villain  shall  never 
darken  my  doors ;  and|  of  course,  you  wouldn't 
wish  to  see  him,  Mister  Thompson.'' 

^'  Oh !  by  no  means.  I  suppose  I  may  walk 
up,  Mrs.  Lovejoy ;  I  know  the  room  perfectly." 

"  Why,  yes,  you  may ;  there  can  be  no  ob- 
jection to  that.  You  wish  to  lecture  her,  and 
condole  with  her,  I  suppose ;  and  perhaps,  put 
her  in  a  way  of  getting  her  living  like  an  honest 
young  woman.  Go  up  by  all  means,  Mister 
Thompson/' 

We  must  glance  for  a  minute  at  the  situation 
of  Camilla.  On  her  re-arrival  in  London,  she 
had  lost  no  time  in  calling  on  Mrs.  Lovejoy ;  and 
the  extraordinary  change  in  the  woman's  de- 
meanour towards  her,  induced  her  to  believe  that 
her  husband  had  indeed  made  an  arrangement  to 
return  to  his  former  dwelling :  she  did  not  long 
hesitate,  therefore,  to  embrace  the  landlady's 
proposal  of  occupying  the  room  until  Pellew 
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should  arrive;  and  now,  little  suspecting  the 
truth,  she  was  in  a  state  of  anxiety  and  pertur- 
bation, not  easily  to  be  described. 

Footsteps  were  heard  on  the  stairs — they  ap- 
proached the  door — ^her  heart  seemed  to  stand 
still,  and  her  very  breathing  to  fail;  her  fate, 
her  all,  she  thought,  depended  on  that  interview ; 
her  husband  was  come  either  to  repulse  her  again, 
or  to  be  convinced  of  her  innocence :  and  she 
must  once  more  plead — must  urge  him  to  listen 
to  her  supplications.  Oh !  after  all  her  wander- 
ings, her  sufferings,  what  a  moment  was  this  to 
be ! — ^but  the  door  was  now  opened. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Camilla,  on  beholding  the  face  of  her  persecu- 
tor, shrank  away,  and  uttered  a  faint  scream ; 
but  Thompson  made  a  gesture  in  token  of  silence, 
and  cautiously  closed  the  door. 

"  I  am  come  again,  you  see,  pretty  tantalizer; 
I  have  not  forgotten  you." 

"  Loathed  and  miserable  hypocrite!*  cried 
Camilla,  recovering  her  presence  of  mind ;  "  dare 
you  again  approach  me!  but  the  person  who 
keeps  this  house  is  not  aware  of  your  presence.'* 

"  Oh !  yes,  she  is,'*  said  Thompson,  playing 
with  the  ^old  chain  of  his  eye-glass,  and  laugh- 
ing. "  Mrs.  Lovejoy  and  I  have  settled  all  about 
it ;  so  don't  think,  dear  one,  you'll  be  able  to  slip 
through  my  fingers  this  time." 
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Terror  seized  Camilla;  the  mechanically  moved 
back,  and  gazed  around  her;  she  tbou^t  she 
heard  light  steps  steal  to  the  door ;  some  one  was 
now  creeping  along  the  old  dilapidated  gallery — is 
any  one  near  to  save  ber  7  She  was  about  to  shriek , 
when  Thompson,  anticipating  her  design,  placed 
his  hand  before  her  mouth,  telling  her,  that  if  sbe 
would  be  silent  for  a  few  minutes,  he  would  in- 
form her  where  her  hosbond  then  was. 

The  words  acted  like  a  chann ;  by  them  the 
speaker,  like  a  magituan,  seemed  to  obtain  abso- 
lute power  over  hia  victim.  Camilla  stooped  in 
submission,  her  late  pale  cheek  being  flushed, 
and  her  eyes  eagerly  rivetted  upon  Thompson. 

"  Can  you,  will  you  inform  me  where  he  is  ? 
speak,  I  implore  you  t" 

"  First,  allow  me  to  observe,  that  a  man  who 
has  treated  you  so  ill  as  Pellew,  forfeits,  in  my 
opinion,  every  claim  to  your  esteem.  If  you  had 
an  atom  of  proper  pride,  or  spirit,  you  would  ut- 
terly renounce  and  forget  him." 

"Man!"   cried  Camilla,   a  sense  of  scorn 
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stzangely  nuDgling  with  the  fear,  the  agony  of 
the  moment ;  '^  think  not  I  condemn  my  husband; 
has  he  not  good  reason  for  his  apparently  cruel 
conduct  ?  Have  you  not  laboured  to  instil  into 
him  the  belief  that  I  am  unfaithfull  and  he  has 
given  his  ear  to  the  foul  untruth ;  therefore  I  do 
not  blame,  but  rather  applaud  him  for  the  part 
he  acts." 

*'  This  is  strange,  incomprehensible  logic, 
sweetheart.  What  folly  in  you  still  to  chooee 
poverty,  degradation,  and  misery!  and  he  for 
whom  you  make  this  sacrifice,  insulting  and  de* 
sorting  you;  while  I—" 

"  Hold!  pollute  not  my  ears!  were  I  even 
unwedded — ^had  I  never  taken  the  solemn  oath 
which  binds  me  to  another  tUl  death,  and  you 
and  Pellew  stood  before  me,  you  having  the 
wealth  of  the  Indies  and  a  diadem  for  my  brow 
—end  he  a  penniless  outcast— a  very  vagrant, 
begging  his  daily  bread ;  I  would  turn  in  loath- 
ing from  your  proffered  honours,  and  cling  to 
him!* 
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CuniUa  walked  away,  her  eyes  flashing  with 
beautiful  disdain ;  and  even  ThornpsoD,  for  a 
moment,  seemed  disconcerted :  but  his  wonted 
effrontery,  and  brutal  heartlesaness,  speedily  re- 
turned ;  he  hummed  a  tune,  and  tapped  his  cane 
against  his  well-polished  boot  Suddenly  he 
bent  his  bead  as  in  the  act  of  listening  :— 

"  Confusion  !"  he  whispered  to  himself;  "  that 
step  again :  pshaw !  t  care  not  who  plays  the 
eaves-dropper.  I  say,  pretty  one,  this  is  quite 
enough  of  rant  and  sentiment ;  I  wish  to  bring 
our  business  to  a  close.  Mrs.  Lovejoy  is  in  error 
with  respect  to  your  husband;  he's  not  coming 
to  tSiia  house,  nor  will  you  ever  see  him  again, 
unless  I  exert  my  influence  in  his  fevour; — in 
&ct,  Pellew  is  in  the  hands  of  justice!" 

As  if  a  dart  had  struck  her,  Camilla  started 
at  these  words.  Woman's  natTir«  is  ever  too 
prone  to  believe ;  she  is  happy,oritmay  be,  un- 
fortunate io  possessing  an  exuberance  of  &ith ; 
and  Camilla,  amid  the  tumult  of  her  feelings,  did 
not  pause  to  consider  whether  or  not  Thompson 
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had  uttered  a  £Edsehood.  Her  energies  were  pa- 
ralyzedj  and  her  fond  soul  beheld  but  one  picture 
—her  husband  in  a  prison !  Tremblingly  she  ap- 
proached her  persecutor. 

"  In  the  hands  of  justice?  Have  you  then  car- 
ried your  threat  into  execution  ]  Have  you  be- 
trayed him  ?  Oh !  inhuman — ^heartless — ^but  for- 
give me !  If  you  know  where  they  have  taken 
him,  tell  me,  that  I  may  fly  to  him — by  a  wife's 
loYe,  by  a  breaking  heart,  I  beseech  you,  tell 
me!» 

The  unhappy  woman  dropped  on  her  knees 
before  the  unfeeling  villainy  clasping  her  hands, 
and  raising  her  eyes  imploringly  to  his  face. 

'*  Cease  all  this  foolery  !*'  broke  in  Thompson, 
harshly ;  "  I  have  power  to  take  you  to  your 
husband ;  I  have  power  by  my  evidence  to  sond 
him  into  banishment,  or  to  obtain  his  acquitiai  ; 
but  I  wish  you  to  think  no  more  of  a  man  so  ut- 
terly unworthy  of  you.  I  love  you  sincerely, 
and  will  place  you  for  life  beyond  the  chance  of 
want,  and  the  casualties  of  fortune.    Come  with 
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me,  then,  this  hour— renounce  your  former  love, 
which  only  produces  you  misery ;  I  have  wealth 
that  you  dream  not  of— come  with  me  !*' 

He  seized  her  arm,  and  was  drawing  her  to* 
wards  the  door  of  the  apartment.  It  was  at  this 
point  of  time,  when  forbearance  may  be  sup- 
posed to  have  been  taxed  to  the  uttermost,  and 
fury  to  he  overboiling,  that  a  man  who,  from  his 
place  of  concealment,  must  have  overheard  all 
the  conversation,  threw  down  the  old  oak  screen 
that  formed  a  portion  of  the  partition  between  the 
inner  and  outer  rooms,  and,  with  the  spring  of  a 
tiger,  darted  on  Thompson :  such  was  the  strength 
which  rage  had  given  to  an  arm  by  no  means 
muscular,  that  Lord  Eltham's  son  was  borne  to 
the  floor,  and  as  he  lay  there  half  suffocated  in 
the  gripe  of  his  enemy,  his  straining  eyes  looked 
up  and  recognised  the  man  whom  he  had  so 
foully  wronged — ^Walter  Pellew ! 

To  account  for  the  sudden  appearance  of 
Camilla's  husband,  we  have  only  to  allude  to 
certain  foregoing  circumstances-^to   the   man 
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dogging  Thompson  through  the  Strand;  the 
hoQse-door  left  accidentally  a-jar ;  and  the  steps 
that  had  been  heard  stealing  through  the  outer 
room ;  and  we  conceive  there  will  be  no  mystery 
in  the  matter.  But  still  on  the  floor  lay  the  heir 
of  Eltham — a  bully  in  success,  a  coward  in  ex- 
tremity !  PelleWi  the  first  paroxysm  of  his  rage 
being  spent,  allowed  his  foe  to  rise ;  and  then 
the  Honourable  Hector  Clivei  swearing  and 
threatening  instant  prosecution  for  the  assault 
committed  upon  him,  struggled  and  defended 
himself  as  well  as  he  could,  until  he  reached  the 
room  door,  when  he  darted  out,  plunged  down 
the  stairs,  oyertuming  the  affrighted  Mrs. 
Lovejoy  in  his  passage,  and,  reiterating  vows  of 
vengeance  on  the  Revolutionist,  quitted  the 
house. 

The  conclusion  of  this  scene  w6  must  leave  lo 
the  imagination  of  the  reader.  There  stood  the 
fi^thful  one,  the  wronged,  the  forsaken — and 
there  the  doting  husband,  convinced  now  of  his 
sad  and  almost  fatal  error,  and  that  the  wide 
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world  contained  no  equal  for  bve  and  fidelity  to 
the  dear  being  whom  he  had  spomed.  For  a 
minute,  in  nlecce  more  eloqoent  of  the  soul's 
buining  language  than  tlie  most  passionate  ex- 
damations  would  have  been,  the  husband  and 
wife  gazed  on  each  other.  Their  hearts  beat  in 
unison ;  their  fondness  had  at  no  time  lessened  in 
its  intensity ;  yet  they  felt  as  if  they  had  never 
rightly  known  how  dear  they  were  to  each  other 
until  now ;  and  thus  gazing,  sobbing,  looking 
all  they  could  not  speak,  they  rushed  into  each 
other's  arms. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

One  of  the  oldest,  and,  in  appearance,  the  most 
quaint  of  all  the  Inns  of  Court  in  London,  is  that 
re^-bricked  pile  of  buildings  called  Staple-Inn. 
The  wooden  archway  under  which  you  enter 
from  Holbom,  rich  once  in  antique  devices  and 
carvings,  but  now  half  decayed,  and  pierced  by 
countless  worm-holes,  looks  old  enough  to  have 
belonged  to  one  of  the  side  entrances  of  Noah's 
Ark ;  while  the  black,  crtunbling  oaken  gates, 
might  lead  an  antiquary  to  believe  that  they 
almost  equal  in  age  those  of  the  famed  Temple 
of  Somoauth. 

Passing  inwards,  you  enter  the  first  square 
Court,  and  the  impression  previously  received 
that  great  antiquity  hovers  over  and  around  the 
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spot,  is  by  no  means  removed.  The  worn  bricb 
fronts  of  the  houses,  the  ^ble-eiida,and  jutting  attic 
windows,  all  speak  of  a  style  of  domestic  archi- 
tecture now  passed  away.  The  pump  is  old : 
the  clock  is  old ;  the  very  atones  on  which  you 
tread  appear  to  have  borrowed  an  interest  from 
years.  But  the  greatest  curiosity,  perhaps,  in  Sta- 
ple4nn  is  tbe  Hall  in  which  the  Lawyers  dine ; 
at  first,  on  Tidtisg  the  spot,  we  imagined  it  to 
be  a  church,  for  thp  windows  are  fantastically 
painted,  exhibiting  crests,  arms,  and  a  Tariety  of 
figures,  which  we  took  for  Martyrs,  and  Saints : 
the  hands  which  traced  these  ore  dust ;  but  old 
parasitical  plants,  whose  lives  are  not  limited, 
like  ours,  to  three  ao«e  years  and  toi,  still  climb 
up  the  battresses  that  face  the  South ;  and  in 
front  of  the  Hall  is  a  neat  garden,  where  flowers, 
most  probably,  have  perpetuated  their  exact 
kind  for  many  ages,  since  we  cannot  conceive, 
in  the  heart  of  the  Metropolis,  that  the  wandering 
bee  can  have  found  her  way  hither,  to  dive  amid 
their  pdala,  and,  by  her  cuoning  inoculation, 
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diversify  their  shapes  and  colours.  Yet  the  scene 
is  quiet — unnaturally  so ;  for  within  a  stone's 
cast,  is  the  rushing  multitude,  with  the  whirl, 
and  the  roar  of  commercial  life :  you  hear  only 
a  deep  confused  murmur,  as  if  the  streets  without 
were  the  great  ocean,  and  the  waves  were  rolling 
loud  enough  to  prompt,  not  disturb,  meditation. 
In  addition  to  the  little  garden  just  described, 
the  place  has  a  luxury  not  frequently  enjoyed 
in  this  part  of  London ;  several  elm-trees  lift 
their  heads  in  the  inner  Court.  Yet  here  again 
we  are  under  the  spell  of  age ;  the  trunks  of  the 
trees  are  slender,  and  for  some  six  feet  from  the 
roots,  they  are  without  any  signs  of  vegetable 
life,  being  shrivelled  and  black  as  the  bodies  of 
mummies  that  have  been  hardening  in  their 
sarcophagi,  since  Cheops  built  his  Pyramid. 
But  these  superannuated  trees  bear  themselves 
bravely  about  their  summits;  like  Patriarchs 
boasting  children  in  their  old  age,  they  put  forth 
young  branches  from  their  leafy  crowns ;  thus, 
all  through  the  hot  summer,  they  cast  a  pleasant 
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shade;  and  among  the  leaves  sparrows  twitter 
and  enjoy  themselves ;  and  even  the  poor  old 
women,  who  wait  on  the  occupEtnts  of  the  Inn, 
feel  an  attachment  towards  the  ancient  trees  as 
though  they  were  their  grandfathers.* 

We  have  been  thus  particular  in  our  descrip- 
tion of  Staple-InD,  because  it  was  here  that  our 
hero.  Archer  CUve,  took  up  his  residence.  De- 
prived of  his  annuity,  cast  off  by  his  family,  and 
no  longer  a  member  of  the  House  of  Commmis, 
he  had  followed  Minda's  advice — he  had  directed 
his  attention  lo  the  law.  The  annual  sum  that 
he  possessed  in  right  of  his  mother,  and  to  which 
allusion  has  been  made,  was  so  small,  that  to 
maintain  the  appearance  of  a  gentleman  seemed 
almost  an  impossibility.  He  had  taken  cham- 
bers in  Staple-Inn — neither  then  nor  now  the 
resort  of  great "  sharp-practice"  firms,  or  fashion- 
able  lawyers— amply   because   the  spot  was 

*  Since  tk«  tbova  «m  wiittai,  ■  ilight  ebangt  hH  takes 
pUea  io  fi»  Inner  Coort:  >  dbk  bnildiiig  bu  bMa  aneUd* 
uid  the  guden  beanlifitd ;  tha  oldttMi,  komTn,  ua  nOand 
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retired,  and  the  accommodations  were  cheap :  he 
''read*  with  a  Barrister  intheTemple,  a  Mr. 
Osborne,  who  having  in  early  life  known  his 
father,  took  an  interest  in  Olive's  wel&re,  and 
being  acquainted  with  his  peculiar  situation, 
insisted  on  his  studying  at  his  office  free  of  the 
usual  charge,  or  premiiui.  So  far,  Olive  was 
not  yet  reduced  to  the  last  stage  of  misfortune 
and  want. 

We  must  ascend  the  stairs,  which  are  so 
narrow  that  but  one  person  can  mount  at  a  time ; 
and  so  sinuous  or  spiral,  that  you  imagine  your- 
self  climbing  an  old  country  church  tower :  dim 
is  the  light  that  struggles  through  the  small  loop- 
hole shaped  windows;  and  you  see  oak  banisters, 
oak  on  each  side  of  you,  nothing  but  worm-eaten 
oak  every  where.  Olive  was  in  his  little  room, 
about  eight  feet  square;  he  had  furnished  it 
himself,  and  a  contrast  indeed  it  afforded  to  his 
late  luxurious  lodgings  in  Queen- Anne^Street. 
Two  or  three  chairs,  a  table,  a  desk,  and  an 
ancient  bureau,  comprised  all  the  moveables  in 
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the  apoitment;  aadtbe  boudsof  the  floor  were 
so  affected  by  time,  that  the  inmates,  rtepping 
from  either  side,  had  to  descend  a  small  hilL 

Clive  bad  just  finished  his  bieakiaBt,  and 
Paul,  the  faithful  Paul,  stood  in  the  door-way, 
his  hat  in  one  hand,  and  the  dark  piece  of  oak- 
panelling  forming  the  door,  in  the  other.  Since 
the  change  in  hia  master's  fortunes,  Paul  had 
been  more  respectful,  and  more  assiduoos  in  the 
discharge  <A  his  di^es,  than  ever ;  and  straoge 
to  say,  he  dressed  with  greater  attention,  and 
earned  himself  before  his  associates  with  an  air 
of  increased  importance  and  pomposity ;  for  the 
crafty  Paul  knew  how  closely  the  independent 
bearing  of  the  servant,  and  the  smartness  of  his 
i^pearance,  are  connected  with  the  presumed 
prosperi^  of  his  master. 

"  So,  Paul,  you  are  come  again;"  saidClive; 
"  in  spite  of  the  commands  I  gave  yon  last  night, 
yon  refuse  to  leave  me." 

"  Yes,  sir,  for  father  sayt  I'm  still  to  be  your 
servant" 
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Paul,  in  all  his  arguments,  nevex  failed  to 
hare  recourse  to  the  opinions  of  his  fether, 
inasmuch  as  he  believed  that  the  wishes  of  old 
Isaac  possessed  considerable  weight  with  Clive. 

''  Well^  good  Paul,  you  are  completely  wast- 
ing your  time  by  remaining  with  me.  Sir  I  can 
neither  give  you  any  thing  to  eat,  nor  allow  you 
wages." 

"  Now,  sir,  don't  if  you  please  talk  about  that ; 
fiither  and  I  have  managed  every  thing ;  besides, 
I've  two  colts  ''  breaking  in"  for  Sir  John  Bram- 
ble, for  which  job  I  shall  receive  four  guineas ; 
and  I  hope,  sir,  if  any  of  the  gentlemen  of  the 
Inn  should  speak  to  you  about  them  horses,  you 
won't  say  they're  not  yours." 

"  Mine  t  Paul — ^what  do  you  mean  I** 

**  To  be  known  to  keq^  horses  raises  you  like 
in  the  opinion  of  the  Lawyers  here ;  solletthem 
suppose  the  horses  I'm  **  breaking  in"  are  yours." 

"  Paul !  Paul !  this  will  never  do ;  I  under- 
stand your  motives  perfectly ;  however,  I  will  not 
permit  falsehoods  to  be  told  on  my  account.    But 
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whj  Uus  aev  suit  of  Uvoy  1  yon  doDt  moch 
resemble  the  Krrant  of  a  ruined  and  pennilesi 
mao." 

"  Father  Bays  I  must  take  more  pains  with 
mjself  than  formerly.  I  hope  your  honoar  likei 
the  dress." 

Clive  smiled — "  Well,  I  intend  studying  hard 
to-day,  so  1  shall  not  require  your  services." 

"  But  surely,  sir,  you'll  want  me  as  usual,  to 
stand  behind  your  chair  at  dinner,  over  at  the 
Hall." 

"  No,  I  shall  take  dinner  in  the  Hall  no  mora; 
I  find  dining  with  the  Lawyers  too  expensive." 

"  Don't,  please  sir,  make  ap  yout  mind  on 
that.  What  shall  I  say  if  they  ask  me  why 
you've  left  themi* 

Paul  muttered  to  himself  soiiiething  in  reference 
to  Brookes's,  Arthur's,  and  other  club-houses, 
and  fashionable  hotels  in  the  court  end  of  the 
town.  "  Yes,  to  be  sure,  I'U  say  my  master  now 
dines  there ;  no  champaign,  or  turtle,  in  this 
paltry  little  Hall,  fit  for  a  gentlenum  to  partake 
of— that's  it" 
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'^  Now,  Paul,  what  long  story  are  you  repeat- 
ing to  your8el£-*eh  1  You  may  leave  me  at  once, 
and  ride  your  colts,  for  I  know  you  are  never  so 
happy  as  when  on  horseback.**  And  the  ser- 
vant, in  obedience  to  his  master,  bowed  himself 
off. 

When  all  connected  with  the  future  is  dark 
and  uncertain,  the  mind  naturally  reverts  to  the 
past  Clive  had  not  been  many  hours  poring 
over  the  pages  of  Blackstone,  and  "  Coke-upon* 
Littleton,*  when  he  closed  those  ponderous  tomes 
to  think  of  days  which,  in  his  prosperous  moments, 
he  had  little  regarded.-  Rummaging  over  his 
old  boxes,  he  had  recently  discovered  a  packet 
which  contained  several  papers  relating  to  the 
affairs  of  his  deceased  fetther ;  some  were  written 
by  himself,  others  were  letters  from  friends,  and 
not  a  few  appeared  to  be  tradesmen's  bills.  He 
had  not  as  yet  opened  all  the  documents,  and 
impelled  by  curiosity,  he  took  the  bundle  from 
his  drawer,  and  resumed  his  examination.  Clive 
was    well    aware    that   his    father    had   died 
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considerably  in  debt ;  the  elopement  of  his  mothor 
with  Colonel  Singleton,  was  also  no  secret  to 
him.  Lord  Eltham,  it  is  tnie,  bad  never  alluded 
of  late  years  to  the  last  named  disgraceful  occur- 
rence ,-  but  the  Viscountess,  whenever  an  oppra- 
tonity  offered,  had  taken  a  malicious  pleasure  in 
opening  old  wounds,  and  dwelling,  in  the  hearing 
of  Clive,  on  the  profligate  conduct  of  hlsmotber, 
and  the  lamentable  end  of  her  husband,  who  had 
fiillen  by  the  sword  of  Colonel  Singleton  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Paris. 

Documents,  connected  with  fiunily  matters, 
may  be  attractive  only  to  Uiose  immediately 
concerned;  we  theretbre  pass  over  many  papers 
in  silence,  though  they  greatly  interested  Clive. 
But  his  eyes  were  now  livetted  on  a  letter,  the 
contents  of  which  seemed  to  afiect  him  in  an  ex> 
traordinary  degree;  the  hand-writing  was  deli- 
cate, and  the  words,  in  some  pUces,  were  almost 
illegible,  as  though  they  had  been  blotted  by 
teats :  the  date  was  twenty  three  years  back, 
and  the  signature — Helen  Clive. 
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The  letter  was  an  avowal  of  crime— an  out- 
barst  of  agony— the  confessdons  of  a  spirit  writh- 
ing under  the  keenest  pangs  of  remorse.  Helen 
Clive  was  his  mother,  and  this  memento  of  her 
frailty  was  evidently  addressed  to  his  father  a 
few  days  after  her  departure  with  Colonel  Sin> 
gleton:  it  was  dated  from  Calais,  and  ran  thus: 
''  Cyra  ; 

"  I  dare  not  j^ace  before  your  name  the  usual 
term  of  endearment,  for  such  £com  me  would  ap- 
pear mockery.  Yet  I  must  send  you  this  letter, 
or  my  brain  will  madden ;  it  is  the  last  commu* 
nication  you  will  receive  from  your  guilty  wife. 
Cyril,  from  this  hour  conader  me  as  among  the 
dead,  and  Heaven  knows  how  ardently  I  pray 
that  I  were.  Remorse  is  already  gnawing  at  my 
heart;  and  Iknowand  feel  that  it  will  fix  its  fangs 
there  for  ever ;  already  the  scenes  of  my  inno- 
cent days  appear  to  my  soul  as  the  paradise  from 
which  I  am  driven.  What  is  before  me  ?  the 
thorns  and  briars  of  anguish;  while  unending 
woe  awaits  me  at  last.    Why  did  I  leave  you  ? 
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Wbat  evil  spirit  darkened  my  mil  when  I  list- 
ened to  the  Tempter  t  I  betieve  jroa  loved  me ;  I 
have  not  even  the  poor  excuse  that  you  were  od- 
kind ;  the  debts  yon  contracted  were  for  my  sake ; 
yoa  sacrificed  your  own  comfort  and  respectabi- 
lity on  the  shrine  of  my  vanity ;  and  all  tbis  en- 
hances the  magnitude  of  my  offence,  and  of  your 
wrongs.  He — he,  for  whom  I  have  forsaken 
you,  and  bartered  my  all — the  veil  has  now 
dropped  from  my  eyes — ^is  no  longer  the  seraph 
of  light,  but  the  wily,  smiling  incarnation  of  evil. 
Yet  this  matters  not ;  the  gulf  between  yourself 
and  me  is  never  to  be  repassed ;  my  lot  hence- 
forth is  linked  with  his ;  and  abhorrence  in  my 
heart,  and  cruelty  at  his  hands,  will  form  a 
portion  of  my  punishment. 

"  Cyril,  a  few  words  more,  and  I  lay  down 
my  pen.  I  would  now  allude  to  that  which, 
amid  the  wanderings  of  a  vain  mind,  and  in  spite 
of  the  plague-spots  of  sin,  has  not  deteriorated 
in  its  strength,  or  even  its  purity — a  mother's 
love.      Oh !  it    is   now  I  feel  the  more  than 
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desolation  of  the  bereaved  heart!  were  my  child 
in  the  grave^  I  should  sorrow  less ;  for  Heaven 
then  would  have  ordained  the  separation ;  now 
it  has  been  caused  by  my  own  iniquity.    I  am 
here  alone,  for  he  is,  at  this  moment,  in  a  neigh- 
bouring gambling-house.  I  look  round  the  room — 
for  what!    my  child's  couch;   I  listen  for  his 
prattle,  but  his  voice  is  not  heard ;  yet  &ncy  flies 
to  bim-— I  clasp  him  once  more  in  my  arms ;  I 
see  his  cherub  smiles,  and  even  his  infantine 
tears  melt  on  my  heart  like  rapture.     But  the 
dream  is  over,  and  I  awake  to  the  bitter  reality — 
I  awake  to  think  that  Archer  will  live  to  scorn, 
to  loathe  me ;  ay,  he  who  has  twined  his  arms 
around  this  neck,  will,  at  no  distant  period.,  curse 
the  mother  who  bore  him ! 

"  But,  Cyril,  I  experience  some  satisfaction 
in  having  written  this  confession  of  my  guilt ;  I 
entirely  exonerate  you  from  the  charge  of  all 
unkindness,  all  harshness.  I  only  am  culpable. 
You  will  now  take  to  yourself  some  one  more 
deserving  of  your  affection,  more  worthy  to  be 
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(he  tnoUier  of  your  children.  God  bless  you 
though  His  smile  will  never  more  rest  on  me. 
I  have  hut  one  word  to  add,  while  tears,  una' 
vailing  tears,  blot  this  page — a  word  never  to  he 
recalled^Cyril,  you  whom  I  once  called  my 
husband — farewell ! 

Helen  Clive." 
Archer,  after  he  had  perused  the  above  letter, 
written  so  many  years  before,  sat  motionlesa  in 
his  chair;  leflections  and  mournful  memories, 
like  wave  on  wave,  crowded  upon  his  mind.  And 
he  was  the  child  alluded  to,  and  the  writer  was 
his  own  unhappy  mother.  Lawless  love !  how 
bitter  are  the  fruits  which  it  brings  forth !  what 
woes  has  it  not,  in  all  ages,  brought  upon  men ! 
what  mysteries  are  wrapped  up,  never  to  be 
comprehended  or  solved,  in  human  destinies, 
and  human  hearts ! — Clive  could  condemn,  but 
he  could  also  pity ;  and  when  he  reflected  that 
she  who  had  erred,  was  at  that  moment  dust, 
and  her  spirit  in  the  presence  of  the  great  Judge 
of  all  things,  he  felt  no  inclination  to  anathematize 
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the  memory  of  one  who  had  disgraced  her  family, 
and  her  sex ;  with  all  her  errors,  she  was  his 
mother  still ;  and  as  he  bent  over  the  time-muti- 
lated  letter,  and  thought  that  the  woes  she  must 
have  suffered  might  have  half  cancelled  her  sin, 
a  softness  came  upon  him;  the  sentiments  of 
the  judge  were  merged  in  the  feelings  of  the 
son ;  and  scalding  tears  filled  those  eyes  which 
had  not  yielded  to  such  weakness,  since  the 
susceptible  hours  of  childhood. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


Clits  had  not  conquered  his  pasnoo  for  Ger* 
tmde  Kenmore ;  his  pride,  it  ia  tme,  had  re> 
ceived  a  cruahing  blow  by  the  cavalier  mairnei 
in  vhich  ahe  had  treated  him  since  the  alteratioD 
in  his  worldly  prospects;  bat  love  is  ofientintes 
too  ready  to  make  apologies,  and  frame  excuses, 
which  circumstances,  in  reality,  will  by  no  means 
warrant.  Clive,  accordingly,  attributed  her 
coldness  and  hauttur  less  to  the  right  cause  than 
to  the  misrepresentations  and  calamnies  or  Lady 
Eltbam.  He  bad  addressed  to  her  a  letter,  but 
bis  passionate  avowals  of  love,  and  his  ardent 
entreaties  not  to  be  banished  from  her  presence, 
during,  aa  he  hoped,  the  brief  embarrassment  ot 
hia  drcumstances,  had  been  favoured  with  no 
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answer.  The  truth  was,  the  passion,  or  rather 
esteem,  of  the  Scottish  girl,  had  been  of  the  head, 
not  the  heart ;  she  had  about  as  much  sentiment 
as  the  poodle  which  she  led  by  a  silken  string ; 
and  less  romance  than  the  marmoset  that  grinned, 
and  eat  ban-'bons  on  the  back  of  her  chair.  Mar- 
riage to  her,  as  to  all  women  essentially  worldly, 
was  a  matter  of  calculation ;  and  since  neither 
political  distinction,  money,  nor  a  title,  was  now 
likely  to  fall  to  the  lot  of  Clive,  he  was  expunged 
from  the  list  of  those  names  which  adorned  her 
album  of  coquetry :  in  a  word,  he  was  no  longer 
worth  the  glance  of  her  eye,  or  the  flash  of 
her  wit. 

Had  Clive  been  acquainted  with  the  truth, 
he  might  not  have  continued  to  love  so  intensely ; 
and  yet,  with  all  his  pride,  even  if  he  had  pos- 
sessed a  thorough  conviction  of  her  unworthiness, 
we  doubt,  whether  in  his  present  mood,  he  could 
have  entirely  burst  his  bonds,  or  emancipated 
himself  from  the  spells  of  the  enchantress.  And 
did  no  thoughts  of  Minda,  the  gentle,  the  self- 
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sacrificing  Minda,  ever  cross  faifl  spirit !  Oh  ! 
had  he  rightly  judged  between  the  two,  he  would 
-  not  have  long  hesitated  in  his  choice ;  he  would 
not  have  continued  to  bow  to  fri^  and  selfish 
beauty,  but  have  snatched  to  his  heart  that  dear 
one  who  loved  him  the  more  in  his  down&l,  and 
would  have  clung  to  him  with  greater  tenacity 
for  his  having  been  fojsaken  by  all  the  world. 
But  it  was  not  so.  Passion  is  tyrannically  way- 
ward, and  the  heart  an  insolvable^gma.  Every 
thing  gentle,  everything  sweet  and  lovely,  might 
the  image  of  Minda  have  appeared  unto  Clive ; 
he  might,  also,  entertain  for  her  sentiments  of 
admiration,  gratitude,  brotherly  affection ;  and 
yet,  with  all  this,  the  mysterious  link  which  love 
supplies,  the  vitality  of  passion  was  absent ; 
another  shrine  attracted  his  worship ;  he  had  not 
a  heart  to  give  her. 

It  was  the  height  of  the  London  season ;  the 
summer  sun  was  jocundly  shining  down  on  a 
targe  concourse  of  the  gay  and  fiiahionable  of 
179 —  The  scene  was  Hyde-Park,  and  the  day 
a  public  holiday. 
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Along  the  road,  now  called  Rotten-Row, 
countless  horsemen^  and  vehicles  of  every  imagi- 
nable description  were  dashing.  On  the  grass, 
(for  ladies  and  gentlemen  then  did  not  consider  it 
beneath  their  dignity  to  invigorate,  by  locomotive 
exercise,  those  limbs  with  which  nature  has  sup- 
plied them),  on  the  grass,  the  picture  was  even 
more  animated  and  brilliant;  walkers,  in  rich 
variety  of  costume,  paraded  to  and  fro,  and 
mixed  in  delightful  confusion.  Although  the 
beau,  or  Macaroni  of  the  First  George,  with  his 
looped-up  hat  under  his  arm,  high-quartered 
long-pointed  shoes  adorned  with  pink  ribbons, 
and  stiff  ruffles  of  Mechlin  lace,  had  disappeared 
from  the  scene ;  yet  the  dress  of  many  of  those 
who  aimed  at  the  honour  of  being  considered 
exquisites,  and  ladies'  men,  was  sufficiently  fan- 
tastic :  the  lordling,  the  young  M.  P.  the  aspiring 
parvenu,  and  all  those  nameless  hangers  on  about 
the  Court,  and  the  coteries  of  the  great,  strutted 
here  and  there  with  bag  wig  and  queue,  in  sky *blue 
embroidered  waistcoat,  and  flesh-coloured  silk 
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Btockings  with  gold  clocks;  some  even  sported 
still  the  long  atraight  sword,  and  tbTee-cotneted 
bat.  The  very  prevalence  of  the  levelling  and 
assimilating  principle  of  the  F^nch  Revcrintion, 
drove  the  opposite  party  into  the  revival  of 
modes  and  fashions  nearly  obsolete;  and  the 
English  gentleman,  to  evince  his  abhorrence  of 
French  Mant-cuIotliMtn,  almost  made  himself  ridi- 
cnlous  by  this  external  profession  of  attachment 
to  the  Old  Rigime. 

But  to  proceed:  beaux  were  bowing  to  ladies; 
and  ladies,  leaning  on  the  arms  of  their  protectors, 
were  gradoudy  smiling,  or  blushing  behind  their 
large  &ns.  -Here  also,  as  respected  the  femile 
costume,  was  an  endeavour  to  check  the  spirit  of 
Gallic  innovation;  the  hing pointed  stomacher; 
the  rich  brocade ;  and  the  lofly  bonnet  signifi> 
cantly  hinting  of  little  towers  of  powdered  hair 
and  pearl-strings  within;  all  were  foshions  io 
vogue  thirty  years  previously,  and  which  a  few 
seasons  more  were  to  see  entirely  banished. 
These   ladies    and    gentlemen   were  emphati- 
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cally,  and  truly,  the  last  of  the  old  English 
school. 

Mingling  with  the  crowd,  were  seen  not  a  few 
French  Refugees— ex-counts,  and  fair  March- 
ionesses, who  had  glittered  in  the  salons  of  the 
ill-fated  Marie  Antoinette.  And  had  not  the 
loss  of  titles  and  lands — ^had  not  the  woes  which 
had  befallen  their  blood-stained  country,  sad- 
dened their  countenances  ?  Oh !  no ;  they  were 
French;   and  their   faces  exhibited  smiles  as  { 

bright,  and  their  manners  were  as  gay  and  joyous 
as  those  of  any  who  strutted  and  laughed  in  the 
sunshine  there.  Enviable  temperament !  philo- 
sophy denied  to  other  Nations !  strange  that  such 
a  discrepance  should  exist  between  the  moral 
characteristics  of  the  inhabitants  of  two  great 
countries,  divided  by  only  twenty  miles  of 
water! — here  the  disciples  of  the  weeping,  and 
there  of  the  laughing,  Sage  of  Greece ! 

It  were  in  vain,  in  this  place,  to  attempt  a 
description  of  the  many  celebrated  individuals 
included  in  the  apparently  reckless  and  unthink- 
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iog  throng.  Some  were  there,  whose  namee, 
not  very  illustrious  at  that  period,  are  nov  &mi- 
liar  to  UB  as  household  woids ;  others,  the  iUie 
of  the  day,  the  envied,  the  be-proised,  who  are 
now  in  dust  and  oblivion,  their  pretentions,  tlieir 
greatness,  their  splendour,  alike  forgotten. 

Gibbon  who  had  just  returned  firom  Lausanne, 
and  his  friend  Burke,  were  riding  in  a  baroache, 
and,  from  their  growing  infirmities,  it  seemed 
probable  that  the  great  Orator  and  the  Historian 
of  Rome  would  drive  no  more  tf^ther  in  this 
world.  Lord  Stanhope,  the  notorious  abettor  of 
Revolution  and  Equality,  was  reining  a  fiery 
horse,  and  looking  "  a  guillotine"  at  every 
Royalist  Emtgri  he  crossed.  In  a  la^  open 
landau,  Sheridan,  and  Fox  were  lolling;  and 
between  these  worthies,  was  seated  a  gentleman, 
on  whom  like  a  hone,  they  were  sharpening  the 
daggers  of  their  wit ;  he  was  no  less  a  person 
than  the  starch  Talleyrand,  little  dreaming  he 
sfaonld  one  day  be  a  Prime  Minister,  and  a 
Prince^ — timeserving  Talleyiand,  whose  French 
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proper^  was  at  tliis  period  confiscated  to  the 
Republic ;  and  who,  occupying  a  small  house  on 
Highgate-Hill,  liyed  on  the  proceeds  of  his  U* 
brary,  being  thus  compelled,  in  the  literal  sense 
of  the  word,  to  turn  his  books  into  bread. 

The  hated  by  the  Prince,  but  the  favourite  of 
good  George  the  Third,  Pitt  was  driving  in  a 
low  curricle,  thrusting  forward,  every  now  and 
then,  his  little  hatchet-shaped  face  to  converse 
with  the  renowned  Prima  Donna  of  the  Tories, 
the  Duchess  of  Gordon,  who,  with  her  spouseless 
daughters,  was  ensconced  in  a  magnificent  open 
chariot 

Among  the  crowd  on  the  grass,  the  conspicuous 
characters  were  Mrs.  Siddons,  leaning  on  the 
arm  of  her  immortal  brother,  John  Kemble; 
Mackintosh,  old  sculptor  Banks,  and  his  friend 
and  rival  NoUekins,  glorious  Tom  Dibdin, 
Painter  Barry,  Poet  Hayley;  the  beautiful 
Jerseys  and  Crewes,  who  were  gallanted  by  their 
respective  beaux.  In  short,  half  of  the  gay 
disHnguis  of  those  times  seemed  to  have  met  on 
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that  son-shiny  afternoon,  to  breathe  Heaven's  air 
in  a  medium  more  free  and  pore  than  that  which 
the  dose  streetSi  or  narrow  squares,  afforded. 

But  we  quit  the  crowd  to  foUow  the  move- 
ments of  a  person  walking  on  the  north  side  of 
the  Park.  And  what  did  Clive  there  7  in  his 
fallen,  and  humiliated  condition,  he  had  nothing 
in  common  with  those  gay  and  proud  spirits ;  he 
hadlost "  caste;"  he  was  thrust  out  of  the  charmed 
circle ;  and  those  who  formerly  courted  him,  now 
passed  without  notice  the  ruined  and  poverty- 
stricken  man.  Yet  there  was  a  spell  which  had 
attracted  him  to  the  spot — ^the  hope  of  seeing  the 
proud,  but  brilliant  one-— the  haunter  of  his 
dreams. 

Clive  was  edging  nearer  to  the  group  of  Pedes- 
trians. Although  it  might  have  taxed  his 
slender  finances,  he  still  dressed  like  a  gentle- 
man ;  how  much  longer,  however,  that  exterior 
could  be  supported  he  knew  not.  At  each  lady, 
as  he  passed,  he  cast  furtive  glances,  but  he  did 
not  behold  the  fiur  object  of  his  search.  Dashing 
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down  the  load  on  Ids  right  hand,  he  observed 
Lord  Eltham's  carriage ;  it  came  nearer,  and, 
thioogh  the  open  windows,  he  saw  his  malicious 
enemy,  and  persecutor ;  but  Minda  was  with 
her  mother,  and  her  presence  acted  as  a  charm 
to  dissipate  the  bitterness  of  those  feelings  which 
he  could  not  but  entertain  for  Lady  Eltham.  Yet 
it  was  pain  mingled  with  pleasure  that  affected 
him,  as  he  caught  Minda's  eye ;  the  slight  start,  the 
flush,  and  the  pallor  that  quickly  succeeded — all 
betrayed  the  girl's  agitation.  She  bowed,  and 
smiled,  but  it  was  a  tremulous,  a  sad  smile ;  and 
shrinking  badt  into  the  carriage  lest  her  mother 
should  perceive  her  emotion,  she  was  speedily 
whirled  away. 

At  this  moment,  Cliye  felt  himself  jostled,  and 
rudely  thrust  aside ;  there  was  evidently  room 
&r  all  to  pass ;  consequently  the  act  was  one  of 
undue  arrogance,  or  premeditated  insult.  Clive 
recognised  the  individual ;  the  clouded  cane,  and 
military  swagger,  were  those  of  the  young  lord 
m  perspective— the  heir  of  Eltham.    But  any 
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exhibition  (tf  the  indignatioD  he  felt  me  Midclenly 
checked  by  the  aQvery  Bound  of  a  voice  wl^ct^ 
he  knew  too  well ;  and  tarning,  he  beheld.  Got-: 
trade  EeniDore.  She  waa  leaning  on  the  yoong 
o£Scer's  ann,  and  was  BTideotlj  awace  of  the 
presence  c^  her  M  admirer,  for  she  seemed  to  be 
whispering  to  her  companion,  and  urging  him  to 
move  away. 

"  Ob!  'tis  only  that  fellow,  mj  worthless 
cousin." 

"  I  know  it ;  but  there  is  danger  in  his  looks ; 
of  course  ne  persoD  takes  notice  of  him  now. 
Hector,  let  us  return  to  our  fnends." 

And  these  words  CUto  overheard ;  and  the 
feelings  of  pain,  impatience,  and  hot  indignation, 
to  which  they  gave  rise,  it  would  be  difficnlt  to 
define.  She  had  called  him  familiarly,  '  Hec- 
tor'— could  it  be  possible  that  she  had  accepted 
him  for  her  lover  ^  had  his  relative,  not  content 
with  working  his  nan,  supplanted  him,  also,  in 
the  object  of  his  affection  ? — Clive  stood  Hke  a 
man  stunned,    stupified,    as   these    harrowing 
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ttougbts  passed  through  his  mind ;  and  he  was 
only  awakened  to  a  sense  <tf  his  situation^  by  the 
loud  laughter  of  Lord  Eltham's  son,  as  the  latter 
balanced  his  gold-headed  cane  in  his  hand, 
twirled  his  moustache,  and  drew  the  &ir  lady 
onward. 

Clive  was  now  behind  them,  for^  by  an  irresis- 
tible impulse,  he  could  not  forbear  following. 
One  of  Lady  Gertrude's  failings  was  insatiable 
vanity ;  but  whether  she  were  anxious  to  create 
a  "  scene,*  merely  for  the  sake  of  convincing 
those  around  that  two  rival  cavaliers  were 
ready  to  cut  each  other's  throats,  we  cannot 
exactly  determine ;  yet  certain  it  was,  she  drew 
her  companion's  attention  to  the  circumstance  of 
Olive's  passing  and  re-passing  them;  for  as 
Ardier  was  walking  slowing  and  silently,  with 
thoughts  now  too  sad  and  subdued  for  any  violent 
outburst  of  feeling,  the  Honourable  gentleman 
turned  sharply  around,  and  asked  him  what  he 
meant  by  annoying  them. 

"Mr.  Hector  Clive,  I  wish  not  to  annoy  you ; 
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but  you  bare  insulted  me  is  the  presence  of  s 
hAj  whose  good  opinion  I  am  very  anxious  to 
regain,  if  I  am  unfortunate  enough,  through  seme 
misrepresentation,  to  have  lost  it' 

"  Lady  Gertrude,  I  take  upon  myself  to  state, 
will  form  just  what  opinion  she  thinks  proper  re- 
specting you.  Yoorpresumption  in  alludiog  to  her 
ia  too  ridiculous  to  provi^  even  resentment" 

"  Plresumption  T  though  my  prospects  may  be 
5a  a  time  overcast,  my  honour,  my  blood,  remain 
untainted ;  and,  in  neither  of  these,  do  I  yield 
to  the  son  of  Lord  Eltham." 

"  Pshaw !  a  truce  to  yoor  heroics  I — we  all 
know  that  yoo  me  a  worthless  scoundrel — out  of 
my  way  •" 

But  Archer,  if  be  heard  the  discourteous  and 
insulting  language  of  his  relation,  did  not  for  the 
moment  appear  to  heed  it ;  he  was  gaaing  on 
that  beautiful  face,  hoping,  at  least,  to  read  there 
some  change,  the  expression  of  some  sentiment 
in  his  fiiTour;  but  haughty  coldness,  and  proud 
iodifieience,  only  were  visible. 
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**  New,  Btaad  away>  if  you  please,  and  cease, 
I  repeat,  this  annoyance,  or  it  will  be  worse  for 
you;"  said  the  Honourable  Hector  Cliye,  slightly 
raising  his  cane. 

''  Lady  Gertrude/'  cried  Clive,  look^lg  at  her 
steadily ;  ^  I  need  not,  perhaps,  inform  you 
that  this  gentlemaB  has  thought  proper  to  make 
himself  my  impbcable  enemy;  his  aspersions, 
then,  I  hope,  will  not  influence  you ;  but  if,  as 
I  fear  is  the  case,  you  labour  under  fidse  im- 
pressions, I  call  upon  you,  by  past  days  of 
friendship,  to  do  me  justice ! — And  now,  not  at 
his  bidding,  but  to  spare  you  any  further  pain 
which  this  unpleasant  roioounter  may  occasion, 
I  take  my  leave." 

The  speaker  turned,  but,  on  the  instant,  the 
irritable  young  gallant,  galled  by  his  coolness, 
and  the  air  of  superiority  which  he  had  assumed, 
struck  him  with  his  cane  on  the  shoulder.  CUve 
could  scarcely  believe  the  reality  of  the  insult 
offered  him;  or  that  his  relative  could  so  far 
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forget  the  manners  of  a  gentleman  as  to  strike 
him  thus  publicly ;  the  in&moiu  act,  also,  was 
perpetrated  befiire  the  eyes  of  a  woman  the  last 
in  the  world  that  ought  to  behold  his  humilia- 
tion. He  retired  a  few  steps,  but  astonishment 
soon  gave  place  to  the  outraged  feelings  of  the 
lover,  and  the  indignation  of  the  man.  All  fais 
habitual  self-command  was  gone ;  fiery  passion 
spoke  in  hia  flashing  eyes,  and  working  features; 
and,  losing  sight  of  the  course  generally  pursued 
under  such  drcnmstances,  he  was  about  to^spring 
at  his  enemy,  when  a  man  wtto,  for  some  minutes, 
had  been  aoxioasly  watching  bis  movements, 
suddenly  placed  himself  before  him. 

"  No,"  said  the  gentleman  mildly,  "  do  not 
return  in  this  manner  the  insult  you  have  i«- 
ceived.  Your  opponent  is  younger  than  your- 
self;  shew  him  an  example  of  gentlemas-like 
conduct,  and  manly  forbearance — you  know 
me." 

Clive,  io  trath,  tiwf  know  the  speaker,  who 
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was  as  extraordinary  a  person  as  it  had  ever 
been  his  lot  to  encounter ;  his  words  acted  upon 
him  like  a  spell,  reducing  almost  instantly  to  a 
calm  the  boiling  passion-waves  that  stirred  his 
spirit ;  his  reason  acknowledged  the  soundness 
of  the  proffered  advice,  and  he  bowed  to  his 
Mentor,  expressing  a  full  concurrence  with  his 
views. 

In  a  few  minutes,  Clive  and  that  gentleman 
quitted  the  Park  together* 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


TVa  ue  now  arrived  at  a  point  which  may  be 
oonndered  an  era  in  the  life  and  fortunes  of 
Arcbei  CUve,  and  this  dates  from  hia  conneziro 
with  the  man  whom  we  abruptly  intiodaced  at 
the  coDcluoon  of  the  foregoing  chapter.  As  the 
individual  in  questioa  will  have  to  act  an  impor- 
taat  part  in  our  drama,  we  must  bestow  upon 
him,  ere  we  proceed  further,  a  few  remarks. 

Mr.  Chorchill  had  been  introduced  to  Clive 
by  his  foster-brother  Pellew,  but  where,  or  under 
what  drcumstancei,  the  latter  had  made  his 
acquaintance,  it  did  not  appear.  He  was  a  man 
past  the  '  grand  dimacteric;'  yet  time  had  laid 
his  hand  lightly  upon  him,  fin  his  head  had  no 
tell>tale  lines  of  grey,  and  his  brow  was  as 
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smootb,  and  his  eye  as  fiill  of  fire,  as  if  he  had 
numbered  bat  twenty,  net  fifty,  of  our  planet's 
revolutions  aiound  the  sun.    He  was  still  re- 

4 

markably  handsome,  his  address  was  easy,  and 
the  tone  of  his  voioe,  while  it  escaped  affectation, 
was  peculiarly  mdlifluous  and  persuasave.     He 
seemed  a  person  whose  equanimity  no  misfortune, 
no  intemperate  behaviour  on  the  part  of  other 
people,  oeuld  possibly  disturb.    He  was  slow  in 
Ins  movements,  and  cautious  in  his  expressions, 
evidently  weighing  6vezy  word  with  most  scru- 
pulous care,  before  venturing  to  give  it  utter- 
ance.     On  all  occasions,   he  was  peculiarly 
anxious  not  to  offend,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
was  determined  never  to  take  offence.     Yet 
viewing  his  character  narrowly,  and  watchixy 
the  under-current  of  the  stream  which  glittered 
80  brightly  on  the  su^ace,  the  acate  observer 
might  discern  that  his  mild  and  conciliating 
demeanour  had  its  origin  neither  in  a  regard  for 
virtue,  nor  a  love  for  his  fellow  creatures.    He 
was  a  man  of  a  clear  head,  but  of  a  cold  heart; 
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he  was  essentially  deroted  to  self;  be  endeavoured 
to  please  others,  to  assist  others,  from  do  other 
motire  than  that  their  good  offices,  when  solicited, 
might  be  returned  to  him  three  fold.  In  sum- 
ming up  his  characteiistics,  we  must  add  that  he 
was  an  Epicurean ;  his  philosophy  was  df  the 
pernicious  school  of  the  Roman  Poet  and  Sage, 
Lucretius ;  and  the  life  he  would  have  emulated 
was  that  led  by  the  polished  and  ease-loving 
Lucullus  in  his  latter  years.  His  ambition  knew 
no  higher  quarry  than  self-aggrandisement;  and 
the  turn  of  his  existence  pointed  at  nothing  but 
present  enjoyment. 

Tet  Mr.  Churchill  was  a  needy  man ;  he  had 
passed  many  years  aa  the  Continent,  and  had 
been  in  Paris  during  the  first  memorable  scenes 
of  the  Revolutkm.  Less  from  inclinadon  or 
principle,  than  &om  a  dread  of  the  pikes  of  the 
Scmt-eutottei,  he  espoused  the  Patriotic  cause, 
and  had  lent  his  assistance  to  &e  sevetal  depu- 
tations that  had  been  sent  over  from  England 
to  the  CDnvention,  Paine,  Cocker,  and   Earl 
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Stanhope^  being  at  their  head.  On  the  decla- 
ration of  war  b^ween  England  and  France,  he 
had  returned  to  his  native  eonntiy;  and  the 
secret  of  his  poverty  was  M  intense  love  of  the 
gaming-table. 

Clire  was  now  in  his  chambers  iii  Stapie-Inn, 
and  Mr.  Chorchill,  as  much  at  his  ease  as  if  he 
had  known  his  young  friend  for  many  years,  was 
lolling  in  an  old  oaken  chair,  the  best  of  the  three 
with  which  the  apartment  was  furnished.  In  spite 
of  the  mild  expression  of  his  handflome  counte- 
nance, and  the  extreme  suavity  of  his  manners, 
there  was  an  indescribable  something  inf  the  man 
which  Clive  by  no  means  liked;  there  was  a 
want  of  heart,  and  huitaan  feeling  in  all  he  said ; 
while  the  principles  by  which  his  own  conduct 
seemed  to  be  regulated,  appeared  artificial,  or 
adopted  for  the  occasion.  Clive  felt  no  desire 
to  cultivate  his  acquaintance,  yet  Chiffchill,  from 
the  moment  ^of  his  first  introduction  by  Pellew, 
seemed  to  have  contracted,  in  familiar  parlance, 
a  great "  liking  for  the  other,"  and,  without  any 
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apparent  reaaoD,  evinced  ftn  extreme  interest  in 
bis  occupations,  and  future  prospects  in  life.  In 
abnt,  there  was  a  fascination  abont  the  man,  a 
kind  of  moral  ntagnetism,  which  bound  70a  to 
him  in  spite  of  yourself 

"  I  cannot  see,  iSx.  CliTs,"  said  Churchill, 
quietly  fixing  his  ezpressive  eyas  on  the  antique 
panelling  of  the  room ;  "  bow,  as  a  gentleman, 
after  this  public  insult,  yoa  can  well  avoid  de- 
manding satis&ctioD  fiom  Lord  Eltbam's  son. 
Have  you  ever  before  been  engaged  in  what  the 
worid  calls,  an  afiair  of  honour  V 

"  Never." 

"  Then  this  will  be  an  excellent  oppwtunity 
for  initiation ;  recollect,  however,  when  I  give 
my  advice,  one  thing  is  to  be  understood : — no 
friend  of  mine  must  ever  engage  in  a  dud  who 
is  not  certain  of  killing  his  man ;  if  any  doubt 
exist  on  that  head,  I  always  recommend  a  com- 
promise. We  are  come  into  the  world,  Mr. 
Clive,  to  snatch  as  long  a  term  of  eDJoyment  as 
possible,  and  not  to  be  cut  off  in  the  hey-day  of 
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"  What !  enjoy  yourself  after  you  may  have 
murdered  a  fellow  creature  !*' 

''Certainly.  When  confronted  with  your 
enemy,  you  act  only  in  self«defence ;  all  great 
generals  destroy  their  feUow  men  on  this  princi- 
ple ;  but  the  world  here,  in  the  line  it  draws,  is 
remarkably  unjust :  he  who  kills  one  enemy^  is 
branded  with  the  title  of  homicide — ^the  man  who 
slaughters  a  million  of  beings  that  may  have 
never  offended  him  in  word  or  deed,  is  your 
great  hero,  and,  during  his  life,  is  covered  with 
laurels,  and,  after  death,  assigned  an  honourable 
niche  in  history." 

''  Your  last  observation,  I  confess,  is  an  echo 
of  my  own  sentiments.*' 

''  I  rejoice  at  it ;  but  we  are  wandering  from 
the  matter  under  discussion.  Mr.  Clive,  I  hope 
you  are  master  of  the  sword-exerdse,  for  I  have 
an  extreme  aversion  to  pistols;  even  an  unprac- 
tised Apothecary's  apprentice,  by  a  random  shot, 
might  bring  you  down;  the  case  is  materially 
different  with  the  rapier :  have  you  fencing*foils?*' 
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Clire  prodoced  a  pair ;  though  he  was  con- 
sidered by  no  means  an  inexpert  fencer,  he  soon 
foaad  that  Churchill  was  more  than  his  match : 
indeed,  he  was  struck  with  admiration  by  the 
graceful  attitudes,  and  great  skill,  of  his  strange 
friend.  In  a  few  minutes,  Churchill  had  dis- 
armed him. 

"  You  are  a  military  man ;"  said  Clive  ab- 
ruptly. 

Churchill,  rarely  ruffled  by  any  remark,  exhi- 
bited for  a  moment,  in  his  changing  look,  a  slight 
discomposure : 

"  I  was — but  depend  on  it,  I  never  served 
with  those  butcher-like  Repubhcans  in  France. 
Dumouriez,  and  Lafayette,  both  offered  me  posts 
of  distinction  in  the  ranks  of  their  undisciplined 
Yahble  which  they  called  an  army,  but  I  declined 
the  dangerous  service,  since  either  success,  or 
defeat,  was  sure  eventually  to  lead  to  the  guil- 
lotine. Bat,  Mr.  Clive,  you  fence  well ;  Lord 
Eltham's  son,  being  in  the  Dragoons,  will 
doubtlessly  choose  the  rapier.    Permit  me,  with- 
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out  further  delay,  the  great  hcHunur  of  oonveying 
to  him  a  message." 

cure  was  thoughtful.  Although  his  insuHer 
might  be  bound  to  give  him  satisfactioni  yet  his 
regard  for  Lord  Eltham  opposed  his  natural 
inclination  -.  then  arose  the  image  of  Minda — ^her 
imploring  looks,  her  sweet  voice,  persuading  him 
rather  to  bear  all  disgrace,  than,  by  having 
recourse  to  violent  proceedings,  plunge  her  poor 
&ther,  and  herself  in  misery. 

"  Mr.  Churchill,"  said  CUve  firmly,  "  I  shaU 
not  send  a  challenge  to  my  cousin ;  the  matter 
must  drop." 

"  And  wherefore?  if  I  may  put  to  you  the 
question  1" 

*'  I  have  particular  reasons  for  the  line  of 
conduct  I  adopt.  Excuse  my  explaining  myself 
further." 

''  Mr.  Clive,  you  are  a  young  man,  and  have 

seen  less  of  the  world  than  myself;  I  am  anxious 

.    to  promote  your  welfare ;  imagine  not,  then,  I 

would  urge  you  to  any  thing  contrary  to  your 
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iitterett  I  know  i^eciaely  bow  you  are  situated, 
and  do  not  owe  tbe  information  I  possess  to  Mr. 
Fellew.  The  son  of  a  Peer  has  foully  insulted 
you,  and  that  not  in  a  private  loom,  but  before 
the  eyes  of  many  indlTiduals  in  a  public  Park ; 
this  ibpling,  the  Honourable  Hector  Clire,  is  tbe 
only  bar  between  you  and  a  title  with  seventy 
thousand  per  annum :  what  course  so  natural  I 
what  conduct  so  justifiable,  as  that  you  should 
cross  swords  with  him  ?  Mr.  Archer  CItve,  this 
golden  opportunity  lost — and — " 

Chorchill  paused :  the  drift  of  his  a^ment 
was  too  naked,  and  palpable  not  to  make  itaetf 
instantly  apparent.  Tbe  cold  calculalioa  which 
would  turn  the  quarrel  to  persoud  advantage 
—tbe  hint  at  justifiable  murder,  shocked  as 
much  as  they  disgusted  Clive.  With  knit  brow, 
and  flashing  eye,  be  seized  Chorchill  by  tbe 


"  Yon  understand  me,  then,"  said  (he  imper- 
turbable man  with  freezing  calmness ;  "  and  my 
suggestion,  I  hope,  will  not  be  lost  upon  you." 
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'*  Whoeyer  you  are,  or  whatever  philosophy 
joa  would  teadi,  you  have  niistaken  your  pupil. 
Man !  your  principles  are  those  which  could  only 
have  emanated  £rom  below.  Are  you  a  devil 
come  to  haunt  and  tempt  roe  V* 

"  No,  I  am  neither  Lucifer,  nor  any  other  de- 
mon;*' said  Churchill  smiling;  ''  I  am  simply  a 
man  of  the  world,  whose  objects  are  competence 
and  enjoyment  For  myself,  I  have  not  been  very 
fortunate;  but  had  I  your  means,!  should  certainly 
make  an  effort  to  render  myself  master  of  the 
good  things  which  life  has  to  bestow." 

''  I  am  not  without  ambition,  Mr.  Churchill ; 
but  never  will  I  grasp  at  power  or  riches,  if  they 
are  to  be  won  at  the  expense  of  honour,  and 
an  approving  conscience/' 

"  Your  notions  are  those  of  a  novice  in  the 
world.  In  ten  years,  believe  me,  your  ethics 
will  have  undergone  a  complete  revolution ;  but 
then,  I  fear  me,  the  change  will  come  too  late, 
fi>r  instead  of  one  bar  between  you  and  the 
Eltham  Estates,  some  three  or  four  may  exist 
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in  the  shape  of  the  young  Lord's  children. 
However,  since  Iperceive  thia  view  of  the  ques- 
tion irritates  you,  and  that  you  are  as  yet  neither 
a  Tinum,  nor  an  Alcibiades,  a  Stoic,  nor  an 
Epicurean,  we  will  speak  no  more  of  the  subject" 

"  Strange  man !  am  I  to  abhor,  or  admire  yout 
am  I  to  consider  you  a  friend  or  an  enemy  1" 

"  Abhor,  or  admire  me,  as  you  choose;  but 
be  asaored  1  am  your  friend ;  your  bte  is  more 
closely  linked  with  mine  than  you  may  at  pre- 
sent imagine.  Ask  me  no  questions,  for  I  am 
not  at  liberty  to  answer  them.  Events  are  in 
the  womb  of  time,  and  be  it  yours,  as  well  as 
mine,  quietly  to  await  the  unravelling  of  that 
tnjrstic  skein  over  which,  according  to  the  bean- 
tiful  foble  of  the  Ancients,  three  females  pre- 
sided— the  task  of  the  first  being  to  hold  the 
distaff,  of  the  second  to  spin  the  woof,  and  of  the 
third  to  cut  the  tbread^t  is  the  skein  of 
Man's  destiny." 

And  as  Churchill  sp<Ae  these  words,  he  bowed 
to  Clive,  and  quitted  bis  chambers. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Pellew  and  Camilla,  after  the  departure  of 
their  persecutor  Thompson,  did  not  remain  long 
under  the  roof  of  Mrs.  Lovejoy ;   that  worthy 
woman,  after  a  full  explanation  had  been  given 
to  her,  and  the  truth  glimmered  upon  the  affected 
midnight  of  her  mind,  where,  however,  we  are 
uncharitable  enough  to  believe,  broad  daylight 
shone  all  the  while — ^that  virtuous  widow  ex- 
pressed great  astonishment  at  the  subtle  and 
reprobate  conduct  of  her  late  friend,  "  Mister* 
Thompson.    Nevertheless,  she  was  remarkably 
argent  that  Pellew  should  quit  her  house,  &r 
pictures  of  a  Revolution  even  in  her  court,  and 
fearful  visions  of  Sergeant  Sleek  and  his  Myr- 
midons, for  ever  flitted  before  her  mental  eye. 
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Camilla  and  her  husband  had  sow  taken  lodg- 
ings in  the  vidnitj  of  Srory  Lane ;  and  retire- 
ment and  obBcurity  being  Btill  absolutely  neces- 
sary, they  had  chosen  a  house  aitaated  in  an  alley 
which  was  intersected  by  sereral  other  narrow 
thoroughCEtres,  so  that  the  place,  to  a  certun  ex- 
tent, emulated  the  famous  Cretan  Labyrinth, 
from  the  unuosities  of  which,  having  once  enter- 
ed them,  the  unexperienced  way&rer  oould  never 
extricate  himself. 

And  happy  again,  doubly  happy  in  theii  recon* 
ciliatuD,  were  the  husband  and  wife.  Oh!  the 
assurance  that  her  heart  was  his,  all  his ;  and 
the  conviction  of  the  bitter  trials  to  which  he  had 
aringly  exposed  her,  were  but  as  fresh  incen- 
tives to  Pellew's  love.  Camilla,  the  patient,  the 
devoted,  who  had  blest  him  when  he  had  spumed 
her,  and  prayed  for  him  what,  on  that  inclement 
night,  amid  rain  and  cold,  she  had  sunk  ex- 
hausted at  a  stranger's  door — her  afCection,  in  its 
oneness,  its  unselfishness,  was  a  type  of  what 
love  should  be,  and  had  no  parallel  save  in  the 
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few  instances  to  be  found  in  the  history  of  her 
own  sex. 

And  yet  some  bitterness  mingled  in  the  cup  of 
enjoyment  which  even  now  Camilla  quaffed: 
fear,  constant  anticipation  of  evil,  pressed  like 
an  incubus  on  her  spirit.  Thompson,  as  an  evil 
genius,  seemed  to  haunt  her  steps,  and  still  weave 
around  her  a  web  of  direst  misfortune :  should 
he,  in  his  perambulations,  discover  their  present 
retreat,  they  had  every  thing  to  apprehend  from 
his  vindictive  disposition.  Moreover,  her  hus- 
band, instead  of  gradually  awakening,  as  she  had 
hoped,  to  a  sense  of  the  visionary  nature  of  his 
schemes,  grew  more  confirmed  in  his  errors,  and 
desperate  in  his  resolves.  He  daily  attended  the 
Revolutionary  Club,  where  he  was  one  of  the 
most  prominent,-  and,  necepsarily,  the  most  vio- 
lent speakers ;  and  motions  of  his  had  been  car- 
ried, tending  to  abolish  Royalty  in  England,  to 
reduce  all  classes,  as  far  as  might  be  practicaMe, 
to  one  common  level,  and  to  destroy  the  entire 
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social  machinery,  the  cotmtless  wheels  of  which 
had  been  worluDg  in  such  beautiful  order,  with 
a  few  interruptions,  for  ten  centuries. 

And  why  did  Pellew  cultivate  the  acquunt- 
snce  of  Bucb  a  man  as  Churchill,  since,  far  from 
entertaining  the  "  levelling"  principle,  that  indi- 
vidual would,  if  possible,  become  an  Aristocrat 
himself?  He  sought  his  company  merely  because 
Churchill  bad  witnessed  the  first  striking  scenes 
of  the  great  revolution  in  Paris;  and  to  hear  his 
remarks,  and  gain  information  from  the  fbuntaia 
head,  and  not  through  a  secondary  channel,  af- 
forded the  patriotic  student  a  delight  scarcely  to 
be  comprehended,  unless  by  spirits  enthusiastic 
as  his  own. 

But  all  this  was  a  source  of  unceasing  sorrow 
to  Camilla.  He  would  listen  patiently,  and 
calmly,  to  her  expostulations ;  but  her  womanly 
eloquence,  omnipotent  in  matters  of  love,  failed 
to  dissipate,  in  the  slightest  d^ee,  tbe  darkness 
of  his  delusion,  or  amvince  him  of  the  fittiUty  of 
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tlx>se  a^ts  by  which  he  was  only  forging  for  him- 
self future  chains,  and  digging,  with  suicidal 
eaergyi  his  own  grave. 

But  we  shall  not  dwell  at  present  on  the  for- 
tunes of  the  Revolutionist  and  his  wife ;  we  in- 
troduce them,  in  this  chapter,  only  as  connected 
with  other  personages  in  our  story.  Pellew  and 
Camilla  one  night,  it  might  have  been  ten  o'clock, 
were  seated  together,  when  the  moan  of  a  female 
struck  their  ear;  it  proceeded  from  the  room 
above  them,  and  she  who  uttered  the  plaints  was 
00  other  than  the  wife  of  Mr.  Churchill.  Yes, 
that  person  reduced  to  extreme  poverty,  as  we 
observed,  by  his  gambling  propensities,  was  com- 
pelled to  put  up  with  a  squalid  lodging  in  the 
purlieus  of  Drury  Lane:  his  residence,  however, 
he  kept  a  profound  secret  from  the  parties  with 
whom  he  associated,  and  had  bound  Pellew  to  a 
similar  observance ;  and  this  will  acibunt  for  the 
ignorance  of  Clive  at  the  present  time,  and  on  fiu 
tore  occasions,  with  respect  to  Churchiirs  exact 
place  of  abode. 
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The  moaiu  were  continued,  and  Camills  pio* 
ceeded  to  ascertain  the  cause  of  the  woman's  dis- 
tress. With  her  candle  in  her  hand,  she  knoclud 
at  the  room-door,  and  a  feeble  voice  denied  her  to 
enter.  The  apartment  was  far  less  commodious, 
anil  cheerful  in  appearance,  than  her  own ;  it  was 
wretchedly  furnished,  and  every  thing  spoke  of 
want  and  misery  :  the  raftered  ceiling  sloped  to- 
wards the  floor;  and,  in  the  single  window,  were 
several  holes,  the  broken  or  missing  fragments  of 
glass  being  made  good  by  patches  of  brown  paper. 
Such  was  the  habitation  that  Chutchill,  the  Epi- 
curean, hod  provided  for  his  wife;  we  need 
scarcely,  however,  observe,  that  he  himself  spent 
a  very  limited  portion  of  his  time  in  the  squalid 
garret ;  his  haunts  were  elsewhere ;  and,  true  to 
his  philosophy  of  self,  he  strove  to  forget  every 
thing  calculated  to  excite  disagreeable  ideas,  m 
break  the  chann  of  his  sensual  Elysium. 

When  Camilla  entered,  Mrs.  Churchill  was 
leaning  back  in  her  chair ;  bet  face  had  a  deathly 
paleness,  and  its  hue  was  rendered  more  cada- 
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venms  by  the  fiunt  and  flickering  gleam  of  the 
candle,  which  was  nearly  burnt  down  in  the 
socket.  Her  age  might  have  been  forty,  but  bo* 
dily  want,  and  mental  suffering,  had  effected 
gceater  ravages  in  her  appearance  than  the  ordi- 
nary course  of  years  could  have  done.  Yet  she 
possessed  the  remains  of  beauty — the  reflection 
of  the  light  of  other  times — the  twilight  when 
the  sun  is  gone;  and  as  Camilla  gazed  upon  her, 
she  could  not  but  jrield  to  the  conviction,  that  the 
unhappy  woman  had  once  moved  in  a  sphere  of 
life  far  different  from  that  to  which  misfortune 
had  consigned  her. 

*'  Are  you  ill,  Mrs.  Churchill  I**  asked  Ca«« 
milla,  in  an  anxious  tone ;  the  woman  opened 
her  eyes,  and  raised  her  thin  hand  to  her  fore- 
head ;  "  my  chief  illness  is  here,"  she  said  ; 
"  and  yet  my  body  is  sinking  now ;  I  am  dyihg, 
and  my  husband  is  absent — Oh  I  I  would  he 
were  near  me,  if  only  to  give  my  shrinking  spirit 
courage,  by  telling  me  again,  as  he  has  been 
wont  to  tell  me,  that  there  is  no  retribution  for 
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CTtine  in  another  state.  But  forgive  me,  I  know 
not  what  I  say — do  not  remain;  perhaps  Hr. 
Churchill  will  shortly  return," 

"  I  will  send  my  husband  for  a  surgeon." 

"  No,  no ;  all  the  physicians  in  the  world  will 
avail  me  nothing:  yet,  if  Mr.  Pellew  will  oblige 
one  who  has  no  right  to  expect  that  he  will  trou- 
ble himself  on  her  behalf,  let  him  hasten  to  my 
husband,  and  beseech  him  to  return  home." 

"  And  where  may  Mr.  Churchill  be  found?" 
asked  Camilla. 

The  poor  woman  seemed  for  a  short  time  per- 
plexed and  thoughtful,  muttering  a  few  uncon- 
nected sentences  to  herself.  "  He  had  no  mo- 
ney to-day — he  cannot  have  gone  to  any  of  the 
Houses  in  the  West  End.  Ha !  I  recollect — he 
told  me  he  should  spend  the  evening  in  'White- 
iriars ;"  and  she  explained  to  Camilla  the  locality 
of  the  house  where,  she  doubted  not,  her  husband 
might  be  met  with. 

Pellew  started  on  his  charitable  mission.  He 
^ent  his  steps  to  that  district  situated  east  of  the 
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Temple,  bordering  on  the  Riyer  Thames,  and 
commonly  known  byihe  name  of  Whitefriars. 
The  place  may  be  in  a  progressive  state,  as  re- 
gards civilization  and  morality,  since,  some  two 
centuries  ago,  it  was  celebrated  as  being  the  den 
or  refuge  of  the  most  abandoned  characters.  In 
the  present  day  it  is  famous  for  coal-wharfs,  low 
pothouses,  and  dirty  courts :  into  one  of  the  last 
Pellew,  after  having  threaded  many  bye*alleys, 
found  his  way :  it  was  a  square  court,  with  a  tall 
iron  bar  fixed  in  the  centre,  the  summit  of  which 
formerly  displayed  a  lamp ;  but  this  article  of 
superfluous  luxury  had  long  since  disappeared, 
and  unrelieved  darkness,  peculiarly  friendly  to 
the  habits  of  the  settlers,  nightly  enshrouded  the 
spot. 

After  much  searching,  and  listening,  for  he 
feared  to  make  inquiries,  lest  a  suspicion  of  his 
being  some  informer,  or  officer  of  justice,  might 
be  excited,  he  succeeded  in  discovering  the  house 
where  the  "  Whitefriars  Billiard  Club,"  held  its 
sittings.    The  prudent  porter  hesitated  to  admit 
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him,  bat  when  he  bad  informed  the  man  that  Mr. 
Chuichill  yna  his  friend,  and,  moreover,  accom- 
panied that  assarance  with  a  piece  of  money,  the 
door  was  cantioualj  opened,  and  Pellew  found 
himself  in  the  interior  of  the  Pandemonium. 

The  mild  appellation  of  the  "  Whitefriars 
BilHard  Club"  waa  bnt  assumed  ag  a  "  blind  ;" 
for  it  was  a  gamUrng-bouse  of  the  lowett  descrip- 
tion. That  order  which  prevails  through  the 
polished  hells  of  fashionable  resort  was  in  this 
place  tmknown.  Men  with  uncombed  locks,  their 
cravats  off,  played  hazard  with  frightful  eager- 
ness ;  there  a  group  assembled  around  two  indi- 
vidoals  in  fierce  contention,  the  dispntants  being 
forcibly  held  back  from  each  other,  clenching 
their  fists,  and  gnashing  their  teeth.  Again 
others,  with  perfect  indifference  to  the  scene 
around,  were,  glass  after  glass,  swallowing 
brandy,  wine  being  banished  the  establishment 
as  weak,  and  lacking  the  Sery  and  exhilirating 
influence  of  raw  spirits.  At  times  a  dead  silence 
prevailed,  broken  only  by  the  rattle  of  the  dice- 
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^  ^r  the  call  of  the  Marker;   anon,  would 
^  the  fierce  stampings  of  men  as  possessed 
^  devils,  accompanied  by  volleys  of  oaths  and 
^^^crations. 

Pellew  at  first  thought  of  retiring,  but,  anxious 
to  serve  the  poor  woman,  be  passed  from  table  to 
table,  and  at  length  encountered  Churchill.    It 
may  scarcely  seem  probable  that  a  gentleman, 
for  such  Churchill  evidently  was,  could  take 
pleasure  in  consorting  with  such  a  low  set  of  men 
as  those  by  whom  he  was  surrounded ;  but  the 
elements  of  his  character  were  of  a  most  anti- 
thetical description ;  he  could  be  refined  and 
classical  with  the  polished  and  literary,  or  he 
could  indulge  in  coarse  and  tumultuous  revelry 
with  the  uneducated  and  abandoned;    hence, 
whenliis  pocket  pernntted,  and  his  inclination 
led  him,  he  ''  played"  on  the  West  tide  of  Tem- 
ple Bar;  and  when  it  was  otherwise,  the  even- 
tempered  Epicurean  could  make  himself  perfectly 
happy  on  the  East. 
PoUew  stood  behind  Churchill's  chair,  and 
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perceiving  him  to  be  deeply  occupied  with  his 
game,  he  did  not  for  some  minate^  Teoture  to 
disturb  him.  The  person  with  whom  he  played 
was  exdted  almost  to  freozy;  and  odiers  aroniid 
continued  to  exhibit  every  species  of  passion  that 
icariS  and  hazard  rarely  fail  to  call  forth.  Bat 
Churchill  sat  with  unruffled  mieo,  and  smiliiig 
brow ;  he  von — be  was  not  elated ;  he  lost — and 
still  he  smiled;  no  person  quarrelled  with  him ; 
all,  as  &r  as  they  could,  respected  blm :  he  was 
a  new  member  of  the  "  Whitefeiars  Billiard 
Clab,"  and  it  being  repcvtM  that  be  had  bees 
in  Paris  during  the  great  Revolution,  he  was  an 
object  of  no  inconsiderable  interest. 

"  Hal  my  friend!"  exclaimed  Churchill,  now 
looking  up,  and  reoc^imng  Pellew ;  "  are  you 
become  one  of  us  T  Welcome  !  You  see  we  are 
wiser  men,  and  make  ourselves  &r  happier  than 
the  members  of  your  AssociatioD,  who  o-rTumat 
their  energies  in  oratory,  and  torture  theii  brains 
by  Constitution-making.  Nay,  never  fear ;  we 
are  all  true  hearts  and  honest  within  these  walls; 
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friends  betray  not  firiendSi  for  the  men  of  the 
"  Wbitefiiars  Billiard  Club"  stretch  their  hands 
in  brotherly  love  to  the  '^  Friends  of  the  Human 
Race." 

Churchill  opened  his  eJcquisitely  chased  silver 
snuff-box,  and  applied  himself  to  a  luxury  in 
which  he  very  frequently  indulged;  he  was  a 
German,  also,  in  his  love  of  the  meerschaum,  but 
did  not|  like  the  dreamer  of  the  Rhine,  vulgarize 
enjoyment,  and  blunt  delight,  by  inhaling,  at  all 
times  and  in  all  seasons,  the  fumes  of  the  fra*- 
grant  weed. 

*'  Mr.  Churdttll,'^  said  Pellew,  ''  I  am  oome 
to  this  house,  not  to  join  in  the  pastimes  which 
you  seem  so  highly  to  relish — I  am  the  bearer  of 
a  message  to  yourself.*^ 

"  You  are  extremely  kind  f  said  the  Game- 
ster, politely  bowing. 

''Your  wife,  Mr.  Churchill,  is  unwell,  and 
wishes  to  see  you.*' 

"  So !  and  she  informed  you  I  was  here — 
very  well—  I  conjectured  as  much." 
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"  I  bope  you  will  return  home;  Uis.  Chardull, 
I  assure  you,  bin  a  most  dangerous  state." 

"  I  do  not  dispute  your  word.  Ah!  Mr.  Pel- 
lew,  this  is  a  melancholy  world  of  ours,  scenei 
of  misery  so  often  obtruding  themselTes,  and 
marring  the  enjoyments  of  our  brightest  houn. 
He  is  the  true  philosopher  who  preserres  his 
equanimity  amidst  the  moral  changes  that  sur- 
round him,  and  encounters  all  ills  with  smiles." 

"  Come,  Sir,"  urged  Pellew,  almost  oat  of 
patience;  "  your  wife  may  ^e." 

"  Very  probably — it  is  the  doom  of  all  lo4ie 
— would  it  were  not!  alas !  would  it  were  not .' 
— Mr.  Hammond,  I  beg  pardon,  but  I  think  it  is 
your  play." 

"  Miserable  man !"  thought  the  wann-heaited 
Fellev  to  himself;  "  and  is  this  the  train  of  re- 
flection, the  description  of  feeling,  induced  by 
his  boasted  Epicurean  philosophy  ?  A  murderer 
may  writhe  under  remorse,  and  awake  to  a  sense 
of  pity :  but  in  this  man  the  current  of  every  na- 
tural sympathy  seems  to  be  dried  up,  and  his 
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heart  is  dead  before  his  body. — Once  more/'  said 
Pellew  aloud,  "in  the  name  of  justice,  for  the 
sake  of  humanity,  Mr.  Churchill,  I  call  upon  you 
to  oome." 

"  Well,  then,  since  you  are  so  urgent,  and  I 
am  desirous  of  pleasing  every  one,  although  I 
confess,  to  stand  by  a  sick  bed  is  to  me  a  very 
irksome  task,  I  will  accede  to  the  wishes  of  my 
dear  wife — ^that  is,  immediately  on  the  comple- 
tion of  this  game." 
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CHAPTER  X. 


Trb  Burgeon,  summoned  bjr  Pellew,  had  visited 
Mrs.  ChurcHill,  and  administered  td  her  his 
mediciDes,  before  the  arrival  of  her  husband. 
About  one  o'clock  in  the  morning,  Charcbill  let 
himself  into  the  house,  by  a  latch-key,  and, 
quietly  taking  up  a  candle  which  burned  in  the 
passage,  proceeded  to  bis  apaitments. 

"  My  dear  Helen,"  he  said  sotUy,  stepping 
to  the  side  of  his  sick  wife's  bed,  "  I  am  come — 
and  very  sorry  I  am  that  you  are  bo  severely 
indisposed.  The  old  story  again,  J  presume — 
exhaustion — mental  torture — about  to  die — eh? — 
well,  can  I  do  any  thing  for  you  V 

The  unhappy  woman  cast  on  him  a  sad  and 
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wistful  looki  as  be  held  the  candle  oyer  the  bed* 
half  shading  it  with  his  hand.  She  knew  him 
too  well  to  manrel  at  the  calmness  of  his  nmnner, 
or  expect  from  him  much  sympathy ;  yet  she 
sighed  deeply,  and  even  envied  him  that  frigid, 
callous  heart,  affected  by  no  present  evil,  and 
haunted  by  no  memory  of  the  past 

"  Reginald/'  she  said  fEontly, ''  I  am  glad  you 
are  arrived ;  I  know  I  trouble  you  greatly,  but 
bear  with  me  a  little  longer;  my  end  is  near 
now ;  death,  in  one  respect,  will  be  welcome — it 
should  have  come  years,  years  ago— it  will 
terminate  my  misery,  and  release  you  of  a 
burden." 

''  Now,  dispense  with  these  dark  moralities, 
Helen ;  you  know  I  hate  gloomy  reflections ;  you 
are  not  dead  yet,  and  so  bng  as  one  lives,  it  is 
one's  duty  to  be  cheerful.-^Have  you  any  coffee 
ready,  for  I  am  very  thirsty.* 

When  Mr.  Churchill  was  told  that  there  was 
no  coffee  in  the  house,  for  the  first  time  he 
frowned;  but  the  slight  impatience  which  ruffled 
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his  temper  speedily  vanisbed,  and  quietly 
drawing  a  chair  to  Uie  bed-side,  he  trimmed  Out 
candle,  and  took  out  his  silver  snuff-box. 

"  Reginald,"  said  Htb.  ChnichiU,  "  I  would 
we  had  not  qoittad  Fiance !  I  would  I  might 
have  laid  my  bones  on  a  fbrngn  shore,  tat  it 
seemB  to  me  as  if  the  very  ground  here  will 
refdsa  to  give  rest  to  the  guilty  culpriL" 

"  Harping  upon  gnilt  again  1  yon  can't,  I  see, 
get  that  crotchet  out  of  your  head,  not  withfltanding 
all  my  pains  to  eradicate  from  your  mind  these 
senseless  notions." 

"  If,  like  you,  I  oould  teach  myself  to  believe 
there  is  no  hereafter,  then  I  would  smile  at  what 
Heaven,  fuid  the  world  we  live  in,  pronounce  to 
be  crime.  Reginald,  in  spite  of  all  your  lectures, 
in  spite  of  all  the  learned  authorities  ymi  quote 
from  French  Literature,  and  elaamc  lore,  I  am 
still  under  the  conviction  that  there  is  a  germ 
within  us  which  cannot  perish ;  that  there  is  an 
all-righteoos  omnisaent  Judge,  who  will  doom 
the  soul  to  happiness,  oi  anguish,  according  to 
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the  deeds  it  may  have  oommitted  on  earth.  Ohi 
what  then  will  my  sentence  be!  I  know — for 
having  perjured  my  soul,  for  having  broken  a 
heart,  and  caused  blood,  I  shall  bear  about  me  a 
torture  to  which  the  pangs  of  everlasting  fire 
would  be  mild — a  torture  that  will  not  terminate, 
Uke  fleshly  agonies,  in  death,  but  ivill  haunt  and 
pierce  me  for  ever  and  ever !" 

With  a  sudden  effort,  the  wretched  woman 
rused  herself  in  her  bed,  and  grasped  Churchill's 
arm ;  her  thin  cheek  was  flushed,  and  the  fire  of 
the  perturbed  spirit  shone  in  her  strained  and 
glittering  eyes.  Even  that  reckless  man  was 
awed  by  her  appearance;  and  gazing  on  her 
fearfully  excited  .countenance,  he  mechanitelly 
shrank  away. 

"  Reginald !  save  me !  scatter  these  horrible 
thoughts !  convince  me  of  the  truth  of  your  creed 
that  man  is  but  dust!  Oh!  convince  me  that 
there  is  no  Judge,  no  hereafter,  and  I  will  bless 
yott!» 

''  Helen,*  said  Churchill,  striving  to  assume 
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Wi9  accustomed  haTdibood ;  "  I  know  not  what 
to  say ;  for  if  all  my  efforts  at  enlightening  your 
undetstanding  failed  when  you  were  in  bealth, 
!  can  acarcelj  hope  to  succeed  now." 

"  Then  let  me  have  a  clergyman  !"  cried  the 
sick  woman ;  "  for  surely  some  kind-hearted 
Divine  will  condescend  to  visit,  and  give  conso- 
lation even  to  a  wretch  like  me." 

"  Unhappy  creature !"  said  Churchill  in  a 
tone  of  compassion ;  "  I  pity  you  sincerely;  your 
imagination  is  heated,  and  you  mistake  for  the 
inspiration  of  truth  that  which,  in  reality,  is  but 
the  prompting  of  fear;  yet  you  only  resemble 
the  rest  of  your  sex — inconsistent — weak — cre- 
dulous to  a  degree.  You  want  a  clei^msn, 
you  say,  as  if— but  there,  I  satiri2e  not  tbe 
church ;  I  condemn  no  one,  for  I  wish  to  live  in 
peace  and  amity  with  all  mankind." 

While  her  husband  spoke,  Mrs.  Churchill, 
either  growing  more  calm,  or  labouring  now 
under  the  effects  of  an  opiate  which  the  medical 
man  bad  administered,  leaned  tranquilly  back 
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OD  her  pillow ;  her  eyes  were  closed,  and  from 
time  to  time  she  mattered  words,  as  if  her  mind 
wandered  in  a  dream ;  these  words  had  reference 
to  past  times,  for,  in  that  doubtfd  state,  between 
sleeping  and  waking,  the  burdened  spirit  loyes 
to  fly  back  over  the  weary  road — the  waste  of 
departed  years,  to  scenes  of  youth,  and  happier 
hours.  "  My  child !  my  husband  !"  were  the 
faint  exclamations — "  no,  no,  I  have  not  for- 
saken you — my  heart  is  ever  with  you;  so,  I 
see  you'  again — I  have  been  only  absent  one 
day — pretty,  pretty  prattler !  do  not  turn  from 
me — it  is  your  mother  who  calls." 

Churchill  bent  over  her;  her  mutterings 
ceased^  and  she  was  now  in  profound  slumber. 
That  singular  man  moved  back  from  the  bed, 
for  he  wished  not  to  disturb  her.  Neither  sor- 
row, nor  contemptuous  feeling  was  imprinted 
on  his  countenance ;  it  wore  its  habitual  quiet 
and  passionless  expression.  He  reached  a  book 
from  the  mantel-shelf,  and  seated  himself  at  the 
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table ;  the  Toliuae  was  a  copy  of  the  Rtrvm 
ffahtra  of  bis  favourite  Pbilosopber  and  Poet, 
'  Lucretiue,  and  he  was  rendering  the  Latin  text 
into  English  verse — a  task  in  which  he  bad  made 
considerable  progress. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

Our  narrative  carries  us  to  the  residence  of  Lord 
Eltharo ;  and  as  Minda,  perhaps,  is  the  chief 
attraction  there,  it  will  be  necessary,  in  this  place, 
to  say  a  few  words  in  reference  to  her  proceed- 
ings. With  the  exception  of  a  passing  glance 
which  she  caught  of  Clive,  on  the  day  of  his 
rencounter  with  her  brother,  she  had  beheld 
nothing  of  him  since  their  interview  by  moon- 
light in  St  James's  Park.  Clive  had  written 
to  her  several  letters,  and  which  she  had  an- 
swered. The  only  possible  excuse  for  such  a 
oonespondence  was  the  plea  of  their  relation- 
ddp.  Minda  had  no  confidant,  no  judicious 
friend  to  advise  her,  yet  she  instinctively  felt 
that  she  acted  a  part  which  was  wTong.    Clive, 
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she  more  than  half  suspected,  was  acquainted 
with  her  weakness;  bow  then  could  die  conlinue 
to  write  to  one  who,  however  kind  he  might  have 
been,  entertained  for  her  no  reciprocal  feeling  of 
lovet  maidenly  pride,  feminine  decorum,  con- 
demned a  coDtinuance  of  such  epistolary  com- 
munication. 

We  must  view  Minda  alone.  There  is  a 
sanctity  cast  around  woman  in  sorrow  and  trial ; 
and  we  seem  to  attach  to  her,  under  such  circum- 
flUiuces,  more  amiabihty  and  worth  than  we 
sometimes  give  her  credit  for  in  her  lighter 
boura  Minda  was  leaning  over  her  desk  penning 
her  last  note  to  Clive ;  the  soft  rays  from  the 
shaded  lamp  felt  on  her  downbent  features. 
Again  and  again,  she  paused  to  think,  and  wipe 
the  tears  from  her  eyes.  Her  hair  fell  over  her 
hot  forehead,  and  anon  she  would  fling  back  the 
luxuriant  tresses ;  and  once  or  twice  she  arose 
to  subdue,  by  walking  up  and  down,  the  feelings 
which  oppressed  her.  Yet  faint  indeed  was  the 
transcript  she  could  moke  of  all  that  was  passing 
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withio  her  bieast.  Weak  were  words  to  embody 
the  heart's  burning  language.  She  had  to  be 
guarded  when  she  longed  to  throw  herself  iinre- 
aerredly  upon  Clive's  geoerosily ;  and  she  must 
poor  coldness  where  the  ardent  passion  she 
cherished  would  have  written  itself  in  words  of 
fire.  But  the  letter  at  length  was  completed  ,- 
and  although  it  contained  nothing  calculated  (o 
convey  an  adequate  notion  of  the  deep  distress 
under  which  the  writer  laboured,  we  shall  trans- 
cribe it  for  the  reader's  perusal. 
"  Dear  Archer ; 
"  Oa  that  night  when,  by  the  quiet  water, 
and  beneath  the  still  Heavens,  we  conversed  for 
the.  last  time,  we  resolved,  I  believe,  to  write 
occasionally  to  each  other.  I  thank  you  sincerely 
for  your  letters,  and  they  have  been  to  me,  need 
I  say  ?  a  source  of  great  consolation,  as  well  as 
pleasure;  but  I  think — and  you  would  not  be 
ofieoded  with  me  did  you  know  my  reasons  for 
wishing  it — that  our  correspondence  must  cease. 
Oh!  you  will  not  for  a  moment  imagine  that  1 
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am  leaning  towards  your  enemies,  or,  taking  a 
part  with  those  of  my  family  who  persecute  and 
wrong  you  <  no,  the  conviction  of  your  worth, 
and  the  recollection  of  past  kindnesses,  trould 
ever  deter  me  from  such  a  step. 

"  Archer,  I  fear — I  tremble  when  I  think  of 
it— that  on  too  many  occasions  I  have  acted,  in 
reference  to  yourself,  as  I  should  not  have  done, 
and  written  what  my  hand  ought  never  to  have 
traced  on  paper;  but  if  such  weakness,  on  the 
part  of  a  woman,  have  any  excuse,  or  palliation, 
surely  mine  has : — to  be  allied  to  you,  to  be  near 
you,  to  see  you,  and  not  regard  you  in  the  light 
of  a  dear  friend,  seems  to  me  impossibte.  I 
abandon  myself,  writing  thus,  to  the  dictates  ef 
my  heart,  because  I  address  you  for  the  last 
lime.  1  have  committed  folly,  but  I  awake  to 
a  sense  of  my  error,  and  repent  in  tears.  You 
pitied  me  once— you  will  now  despise  me ;  yet 
it  matters  not;  I  can  scarcely  be  more  misoa- 
ble — my  sorrow  I  ieaem,  and  I  ask  no  one's 
compassion. 
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"  But  I  hasten  to  conclude.  Though  fully 
coovinced  it  is  my  duty  to  suspend  our  corres- 
pondence, I  would  observe  that,  when  we  meet 
by  accident,  we  must  not  appear  estranged  from 
each  other,  for  the  world  would  then  put  a  wrong 
construction  on  oui  separation,  attributing  to  me, 
without  doubt,  the  hostile  feelings  entertained  by 
other  members  of  my  family.  I  fear  you  suffer 
privation ;  Oh ;  had  you  permitted  me  to  have 
done  what  J  proposed,  great  indeed  would  have 
been  the  pleasure  I  should  have  experienced! 
but  you  would  not  be  beholden  lo  a  poor  weak 
girl.  Farewell,  Archer,  and  that  fortune  may 
smile  on  you,  and  Heaven  protect  you,  is  the 
ardent  prayer  of 

Yours  ever, 

MiMDA  Clivk." 


A  change  was  aliout  to  take  place  in  the  re- 
spective situations  of  the  meml^ers  of  Lord 
Ellham's  family.     For  some  time  past  the  health 
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of  the  old  Peer  had  been  declining ;  he  was  less 
frequently  seen  among  the  curiosities  and  *  mon- 
gers' in  bis  museum,  01  poring  OTer  the  black- 
lettered  tomes  of  bis  favourite  Antiquarians 
Leland,  Stove,  and  Hollinshed  ;  he  exhibited, 
also,  a  decreased  relish  for  the  jokes  and  conun- 
drums of  the  facetious  Bushby,  begging  that 
worthy  physician  to  talk  more  frequently  touch- 
ing his  bodily  ailments,  and  less  on  that  ever- 
lasting subject  with  the  doctor^the  French 
Revolution. 

"  Thank  you  Minda,"  said  Lord  Elthana,  as 
he  sat  in  his  easy  chair  before  the  drawing-room 
fire.  The  girl  had  been  adjusting  his  pillows, 
and  placing  an  ottoman  for  his  feet.  Lady 
Eltham,  with  her  son,  was  taking  an  airing  in 
her  carriage,  having  been,  for  the  last  two  or 
three  days,  "  stewed  to  death"  ^  she  termed  it, 
;n  that  furnace  of  a  drawing-room. 

"  Minda,  you  are  my  most  attentive,  my 
kindest  nurse,  after  all ;  your  mother,  I  am 
aware,  considers  me  nervous  and  hypochondriac , 
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and  until  I  am  absolutely  in  my  grave,  she  will 
not  admit  that  I  have  been  ill.  But  let  me  not 
complain ;  you  are  all  very  good  to  me ;  for 
yourself,  Minda,  I  cannot  thank  you  Bufficiently ; 
yet  if  an  old  man's  blessing  may  avail  any 
thing,  I  pour  it  upon  you,  a  thousand  times,  my 
beloved  child." 

"  Father,  I  deserve  no  thanks ;  I  stay  by 
your  side,  I  wait  upon  you,  because  I  like  it; 
yet,  believe  me,  your  pruse,  your  blessing,  are 
more  prized  by* me,  than  all  which  the  world 
has  beside  to  offer." 

"  Minda,  my  hours  are  numbered — I  am 
aware  of  it.  Ah  I  how  soon  shall  I  be  forgotten 
by  the  majority  of  my  friends  I  but  I  go  like 
others  of  my  line — external  signs  of  mourning — 
a  hatchment  in  the  front  of  our  house— a  fu- 
neral— the  opening  of  the  marble  vault — pomp 
and  trappings  of  woe — this  past,  and  we  are 
remembered  no  more ;  our  memories  are  blotted 
out  even  from  the  minds  of  those  wbo  formed 
our  household ;  we  are  but  as  the  dust  on  which 
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they  tread.  The  young  heir  flashes  through  his 
brief  hour,  goes  through  a  similar  routine,  and 
the  same  doom  awaits  him  at  last." 

The  old  man  leant  his  head  on  his  hand,  and 
relapsed  into  thoughtfu]  ulence. 

"  Father  I"  cried  Minda,  after  a  pause  of  a 
few  minutes,  throwing  her  arms  around  his  neck, 
and  bursting  into  tears ;  "  I  will  never  fot^ci 
you;  thousands  whom  you  have  befriended,  whom 
your  good  and  generous  deeds  have  bound  to  you, 
will  cherish  and  revere  your  memory.  But  you 
will  not  die ;  you  are  not  so  ill ;  no,  no !" 

"  Thousands,  say  you,  will  cherish  my  me- 
mory?' observed  Lord  Eltham,  with  a  slight 
smile ;  "  Nay,  those  on  whom  benefits  have  been 
bestowed  are  generally  the  first  (o  banish  the  re- 
collection of  their  benefactors.  But  for  yourself, 
Minda,  I  believe  your  words ;  you  will  grieve 
sincerely  when  I  am  gone ;  you  will  think  of  me 
oflen,  and  never,  I  hope,  with  any  other  senb- 
menls  than  those  of  love." 

The  father  and  daughter  remained  wlently 
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looking  at  each  other,  for  the  latter  was  unable 
to  speak :  how  much  sometimes  may  be  commu- 
nicated  by  such  mute  glances !  It  is  as  though 
BouJ  spoke  to  soul,  through  the  bars  of  the  fieshly 
prison. 

"  Minda,"  said  Lord  Elth&m,  at  length,  "  we 
must  Dot  be  sorrowful;  grief  implies  discontent 
at  the  will  of  our  Maker.  Will  you  read  to 
me?  No,  I  have  something  to  say  to  you — some 
particular  question  to  ask ;  and  since  we  are  now 
for  a  short  time  alone,  no  better  opportunity  may 
occur." 

Lord  Eltham  spoke  with  healation,  yet  io  eo 
earnest  a  manner,  that  Hinda's  attention  was  in- 
stantly arrested. 

"  What  I  have  to  say  principally  regards  Ar- 
cher Clive — "  he  paused,  and  a  fiush,  like  fire, 
overspread  the  girl's  countenance. 

"  His  present  destitute  situation  is  a  matter  to 
me  of  extreme  anxiety ;  I  will  not  now  allude  to 
circumstances  which  are  passed,  further  than  to 
obacrve,  that  my  position  between  hiin  and  your 
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mother  has  been  a  very  painful  one.  I  have  sa- 
crificed my  own  feelings  and  inclinations  to  what 
I  considered  my  duty,  for  I  thought  it  incumbent 
on  me  to  attend  to  the  urgent  wishes  of  a  wife 
and  son  in  preference  to  the  claims  of  a  nephew ; 
yet  Archer  has  neither  forfeited  my  high  opinion 
nor  my  esteem." 

Minda,  pressed  more  closely  to  her  father's 
side,  and  kissed  his  hand.  Lord  Eltham  re- 
garded her  with  a  look  in  which  not  a  little  sur- 
prise seemed  mingled  with  suspicion. 

''  Minda,  you  are  my  best-loved  child — why 
should  I  disguise  my  feelings  now?  and  you  have 
won  my  love  not  only  by  your  kind  unceasing 
attentions,  but  by  those  qualities  of  mind  which 
make  me  proud  to  call  you  my  daughter.  I  will 
reveal  to  you  a  little  secret  The  Will  in  which 
I  bequeathed  property  to  Archer  has  been  de- 
stroyed. I  am  about  to  make  another,  and  I 
would  not  leave  him  penniless." 

Lord  Eltham  gazed  searchingly  into  his  daugh- 
ter's face,  and  continued :  ''  To  tell  you  the  truth. 
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Minda,  for  some  time  past  I  have  bHrbonred  a 
stnuige  idea ;  I  may-  be  in  error,  and  I  trust  I 
am.  NevertbelesB,  I  cannot  nmcb  wonder  that 
the  handsome  exterior,  and  chivalrous  qoatities 
of  Archer  Clive,  should  have  found  favour  in 
joar  sighL  Tell  me  candidly,  do  you  not  love 
1dm  V 

The  question  was  put  so  directly ;  it  so  com- 
pletely precluded  any  attempt  at  an  evasion,  that 
Uinda  could  only  turn  her  head  away,  and  re* 
main  silent. 

"  I  said  I  trusted  I  was  in  error;  my  reason 
for  this  is,  that  however  worthy  or  clever,  Archer, 
most  probably,  will  remain  through  life  a  poor 
man ;  and  love  and  poverty,  in  spite  of  the  dreams 
of  Romandsts,  are  generally  mortal  foes." 

"  Father !"  cried  Minda,  intb  a  mixture  of 
anguish  and  passionate  energy  in  her  mAnner, 
that  Lord  Eltham  was  not  prepared  for ;  "  you 
■peak  as  if  your  daughter  could  command  lovers ; 
as  if  it  only  rested  with  me  to  love  and  to  wed. 
Ob*  who  would  ally  themselves  to  a  poor  insig- 
o2 
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nificant  being  like  myself?  who  wonld  gaze  oo 
your  afflicted  child  vith  any  feelings,  bat  feel- 
ings of  compassion  ?" 

"  Still,  Minda,"  oied  the  old  man,  diawiog 
her  towards  him  in  deep  distress ;  "  still  will  you 
entertain  these  uncalled  for,  unwarranted  no- 
tions 1  You  are  only  deformed  in  your  own  eyes, 
my  dear  child ;  to  me  you  are  a  realization  of  my 
early  dreams  of  beauty — the  bright  flower  which, 
were  I  a  young  man,  I  would  cull  from  among  a 
thousand  others." 

The  poor  girl  smiled  sadly  at  the  flattery  of 
her  too  partial  father. 

"  You  ask  me,"  she  sud,  in  a  low  tremulous 
tone,  "  whether  I  love  Archer  Clive ;  yet  you 
seem  to  have  forgotten  what  I  UAd  you  on  a  pre- 
vious occasion — ^he  is  entirely  devoted  to  Lady 
Gertrude  Kenmore." 

"Ha!  I  recollect;  and  is  it  so?  Well,  well- 
then  of  course  I  am  altogether  mistaken ;  you— 
you  must  care  no  thing  abouthim — I  am  rejoiced 
at  it." 
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Minda  seized  lier  father  by  the  hand — ^her  sad- 
ness took  an  intensity  that  touched  while  it 
starUed  him  ;  and  her  lip  quivered,  and  h^  eyes 
filled  with  tears,  as  she  spoke  in  a  hurried  and 
almost  agonized  tooe  of  voice. 

"  You  are no<  mistaken ;  Ob!  would  that  yoii 
were !  Would  that  you  were !  I  confess  to  you, 
father,  at  ODce,  my  weakness,  my  folly,  my  tan ; 
for  I  know  you  will  ptty  rather  than  chide  me.  I 
Jo  lore  Archer  Clive,  intensely,  madly,  and  with 
the  full  persuasion,  the  firm  conviction,  that  he 
can  never  return  my  afiTection.  '  I  have  schooled 
my  heart  severely ;  I  have  reasoned  with  my- 
self, but  in  vain :  I  have  prayed  for  strength  to 
exorcise  those  thoughts  which  haunt  me  day  and 
night,  and  destroy  my  peac&— but  prayed  to  no 
purpose.  The  heart  must  bear  unseen  its  secret 
wound,  and  I  must  drink  in  silence  my  cup  of 
bitterness." 

^'  No,  no,  this  must  not  be !"  said  the  old  Peer, 
blading  the  girl's  drooping  form  in  his  feeble 
arms :  "  you  shall  not,  Minda,  give  way  to  these . 
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desponding  thoughts."  Bat  Lord  Eltham  nid 
no  more ;  he  knew  how  little  efiect  moral  advice, 
and  cold  ai^umeot,  produce  OQ  the  fervid  spirit 
of  the  young ;  and  to  urge  his  child  to  aronte 
herself,  and  fling  offa  weakness  unworthy  of  her, 
would  at  that  time,  most  probably,  only  have 
rendered  her  a  more  abject  slave  to  her  unhappy 
passion. 

The  drawing-room  door  was  now  thrown  open, 
and  Lady  Eltham  entered ;  she  was  in  her  car- 
riage-dress, her  colour  heightened  byexerdse. 

"  What  means  this  V  cried  her  Ladyship, 
tossing  her  plumes,  "  is  Lord  Eltham  quite  akme 
again  with  that  girl?  No  wonder  he's  so  dread- 
fully low-spirited  and  nervous.  Where  are  Hiss 
Smirk  and  Doctor  Boshby?  I  left  them  both 
with  you  Lord  Eltham,  to  talk  to  you,  and  dieer 
your  spirits ;  so,  if  they  totU  desert  yon,  it  is  no 
&ult  of  mine." 

"  Do  not  distress  yonnelf,  my  dear;  I  have 
not  by  any  means  missed  the  company  of  Miv 
Smiik,  or  Doctor  Bnshby." 
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"  Oh!  but  you  have  though;  I  know  very 
well  the  real  cause  of  youi  illoess— 'tia  all  ner- 
vousness and  faucy.  A  few  storiee  &om  Hiss 
Smirk,  and  jokes  from  the  Doctor,  would  do  you 
more  good  than  all  the  serious  talking,  outsit^, 
or  medicines  in  the  world."  Her  Ladyship  again 
tossed  her  lowering  feathers,  and  laughed  hearti- 
ly. "  Now  then,  Miss,  leave  the  room,  for  I 
doubt  not  you  have  been  making  your  bther  doll 
as  Jacques  in  the  play,  and  fandfol  enough  to 
imagine  himself  already  in  his  coffin.  Heaven 
kip  me!  what  I  have  to  bear  with!  Send  Miss 
Smirk  hither  instantly,  and  Fll  see  whether  we 
cannot  chase  away  the  vapoon,  and  force  his 
Lordship  into  a  little  spirits." 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


In  spite  of  Lady  Eltham's  unceasiii^  raUIery, 
and  the  indefatigable  Miss  Smirk's  long  stories, 
both  the  lailleiy  and  the  stories,  intended,  as  the 
ladies  asserted,  to  disnpate  "  the  vapoury"  bat 
amountiiig,  in  point  of  fact,  to  absolute  persecu- 
tion— in  spite  of  these  incentiTes  to  good  spirits, 
the  health  of  the  old  Nobleman  gradually  de- 
clined. It  was,  indeed,  very  apparent  tltet  he 
was  fast  approaching  that  country  from  whose 
bourne  "  no  traveller  retams."  Even  Lady  El- 
tham's eyes  began  to  be  opened  to  the  solemn 
tiath,-  and  alreadytbonghts  of  funeral  processions, 
her  son's  assumption  of  the  ancient  honours  of 
the  family,  her  own  title  of  Dowager,  with  a  join- 
ture for  life,  together  with  other  simster  matters. 
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filled  bet  mustog  miDd.  But  there  was  one 
thing  at  present  of  paramount  importance  I  Lwd 
Eltham's  first  will,  at  her  instigation,  had  been 
destroyed ;  it  waa  necessary,  therefore,  that  ano- 
ther should  be  made  without  delay. 

A  sad  spectacle,  and  one  which  grates  harshly 
on  tlie  feelings  of  a  reflective  person,  is  that  of 
will-making,  under  the  aspect  it  sometimes  pre- 
sents. 

The  sick  Peer,  now  confined  to  his  bed,  was 
propped  up  by  pillows;  his  cadaveious  counte- 
nance, and  emadated  arms  thrown  listlessly  on 
the  coverlet,  contrasted  strangely  with  the  rosy 
features,  and  general  m^onpoint  of  his  wife. 
She  stood  dose  by  hia  side,  gazing  sternly,  even 
menacingly  upon  him,  while  his  languid  eyes  cow- 
ered beneath  her's,  resting  alternately  on  a  bible 
which  had  been  placed  on  a  table  near  the  bed, 
and  on  sundry  labelled  bottles  of  medicine,  di- 
vided oranges,  and  other  matters  appertaining  to 
aaickroom. 

In  addition  to  Lady  Eltham,  three  other  indi- 
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viduals  were  present— the  lawyer,  bis  asaistaD^ 
and  Doctor  Buahby.  The  will  was  id  progress 
of  making.  Oh !  at  sach  an  hour  when  the  soul 
is  about  to  leap  the  gulf  that  separates  the  "  now'' 
from  the  everlasting  future,  to  witness  the  uncon- 
cern, the  recklessness  of  lookez«-on,  with  their 
hard  matter-of-fact  calculations  on  the  subject  of 
worldly  business — it  is  melancholy  indeed ;  and 
yet  the  rich  man's  last  moments  are  too  often 
ckised  amid  scenes  (hat  lack,  almost,  the  common 
decencies  usually  accorded  to  the  hour  of  death ; 
his  survivors  being  &r  more  anxious  to  grasp  the 
pelf  he  leaves  behind,  than  that  the  dying  man's 
soul  should  be  saved. 

There  sat  Doctor  Bushby  nodding,  and  whis- 
pering to  the  lawyei,  while  the  latter  nibbed  his 
pen,  or  peered  through  his  spectacles  over  the 
shoulder  of  his  assistant,  to  ascertain  that  the 
wizen-faced  clerk  was  writing  exactly  what  Lord 
Eltham,  in  his  low  voice,  dictated.  Then,  as  a 
pause  ensued  in  the  business,  occasioned  by  the 
invalid's  distressing  cough,  sundry  square  bits  of 
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cake  would  find  their  way  into  the  lawyer's 
mouth,  being  duly  qualified  by  the  coDtents.of  the 
decanter  at  his  elbow ;  and  even  the  wizen-faced 
clerk,  forgetting  his  ordinary  humility,  would 
quietly  place  his  pen  behind  his  ear,  and  "  help" 
himself. 

The  Will  was  nearly  completed ;  the  bulk  of 
the  property,  as  a  matter  of  course,  devolved  on 
Lord  Eltham's  son ;  the  amount  left  to  his  wife, 
independently  of  her  jointure,  gave  even  that  lady 
satisfaction;  Minda's  portion  was  set  down,  and 
Miss  Smirk  handsomely  remembered,  when  the 
thick  sonffling  voice  of  the  lawyer  was  heard  from 
his  station  at  the  foot  of  the  bed : — 

"  And  what  does  his  Lordship  mean  to  do  with 
Uie  South-Down  Estate,  fbi  I  perceive  we  hav'n't 
alluded  to  it  yetl  His  Lordship  knows  it  is  not 
entailed  on  the  male  heir,  so  he  can  give  it  to 
what  party  he  pleases." 

The  Peer  strove  to  elevate  himself  into  a  more 
erect  posture,  and  the  flush  which  overspread  hia 
late  ashy  features,  seemed  to  intimate  that  he 
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was  labooring  uodei  conaidenble  emotion.  "  That 
estate — the  South-Down  Estate,"  hurriedly  spoke 
the  old  man,  "  it  is  but  two  hundred  acres,  I 
think — my  deai  Lydia,  you  are  provided  for — so 
is  Minda ;  Hector  has  eight  estates,  each  of  them 
la^er  and  iar  more  valuable  than  South-Down, 
therefore — " 

"  Therefore,"  echoed  Lady  Eltham,  as  her 
husband  paused;  "  what  are  you  about  to  say, 
my  deorT  I  trust  you  do  not  intend  giving  the 
land  out  of  the  family.'' 

"  Oh !  no ;  it  shall  not  go  out  of  the  family ; 
but  it  ia  my  wish  to  fo^t  past  unpleasant  cir- 
cumstances ;  I  would  die  in  peace  and  good-will 
with  all." 

"  Ceitainly — that's  very  desirable,  and  like  a 
Christian. — Now,  what  is  your  meaning?" 

' '  I  intend  to  bequeath  the  South-Down  Estate' 
— the  poor  man  paused  again,  but  with  a  despe- 
rate effort,  looking  at  his  wife,  he  shortly  re- 
sumed— "  Bequeath  it.  Lady  Eltham,  to  my  bro. 
ther's  son.  Archer  Clire  1" 
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He  drew  a  long  breath  after  giving  utterance 
to  this  resolution,  as  if  his  heart  were  teliered. 
Lady  Eltham  gazed  on  him  for  a  short  time  in 
silence,  but  her  awelUng  form,  and  flashing  eyes, 
were  evidences  of  the  whirlwind  gathering  with- 
in ;  and  as  she  stooped  further  over  the  bed,  the 
sick  man  shrank,  and  endeavoured  to  turn  away. 

"  Will  you  give  the  South-Down  Estate  to  our 
enemy !"  she  whispered  in  a  hoarse  voice ;  "  to 
the  man  whom  we  despise  and  loathe,  and  would 
see  consigned  to  in&my  and  disgrace  1  Xever! 
Not  an  inch  of  land,  not  a  farthing,  shall  you 
bequeath  to  Archer  Clive !" 

"  My  dearest  Lydia,"  said  the  trembling  Peer, 
in  a  tone  of  entreaty,  "  will  you  not  allow  me  to 
follow  my  inclination  in  this  ?  Will  you  not  so 
far  gratify  me,  seeing  1  am  about  to  leave  you 
for  ever  ?" 

"  No !"  was  the  firm  reply. 

"  He  is  friendless,  and  in  poverty." 

"  I  giant  it,  but  he  has  his  deserts." 
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"  I  shall  not  rest  in  my  grave,  if  I  die  without 
doing  this  act  of  justice." 

The  imperious  woman  cast  on  him  a  look 
which  expressed  a  singular  mixture  of  contempt 
and  pity.  She  quitted  his  side,  and  walked  to 
the  group  at  the  little  table.  ''  Gentlemen/' 
she  said  aloud,  her  face  suddenly  assuming  a 
placid  and  benignant  expression ;  "  his  lordship 
wishes  you  to  retire  for  a  few  minutes  to  the 
next  room ;  he  has  a  private  communication  to 
make  to  me^  although  I  do  not  know  why  any 
thing  should  be  concealed  from  his  faithful  legal 
adviser." 

The  husky-voiced  gentleman  bowed  at  this 
gracious  compliment;  and  the  three,  in  dompli- 
ance  with  her  Ladyship's  suggestion,  stole  with 
cat-like  step  out  of  the  room. 

Immediately  that  the  door  was  closed.  Lady 
Elthara  moved  back  to  the  bed ;  the  fierceness 
of  her  manner,  when  she  laboured  under  irritation, 
was  usually  tempered  by  majestic  deportment ; 
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but  now  ber  dignity  was  evea  forgotten,  as  she 
yielded  to  the  malevolent  prompUnga  of  her  in- 
censed spirit ;  her  head  was  thrown  back,  her 
teeth  were  clenched,  aodshe  lifted  her  hand  with 
a  gesture  of  menace : 

"  Well,  Lord  Eltham,  what  have  you  te  say 
now  1 — will  you  set  my  wishes  at  defiance  1" 

"  My  dearest  Lydia,"  faltered  the  unhappy 
man,  "  I  have  no  desire  to  prolong  this  conten- 
tion— I  am  about  to  die.'' 

"  I  know  you  are ,-  but  that's  not  the  ques- 
tion : — do  you  still  intend  to  bequeath  the  South- 
Down  Estate  to  Archer  Clivel" 

"  I  wisb — ^yes — to  give  instructions  to  my 
Attorney  to  that  effect." 

"  And  you  say  this  to  my  face  1 — very  well  ; 
abide  by  that  decision ;  I  interfere  no  more ;  but 
ooe  thing  I  know."  She  stooped,  and  breathed 
words  into  his  ear;  her  voice  was  low,  and  might 
seem  to  resemble  the  hiss  of  a  serpent,  rather 
than  to  convey  the  tones  of  common  language. 
Whatever  the  import  of  her  words  might  have 
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been,  they  had  a  fearful  effect  upon  the  sick 
■USD :  he  writhed — he  turned  from  her,  and 
endeavoured  to  hide  his  head  beneath  the  bed- 
clothes, crying  in  his  anguish ; 

"  Curse  me  not,  Lydia !  pity  me,  my  wife ! — 
I  caoDot  die  with  your  curse  upon  my  soul." 

"Then  you  yield;    the  estate  will  be  my 

"  It  shall!  it  shall! — Oh!  what  horrid  visions 
crowd  upon  my  brain  !" 

"  Compose  youself.  I  will  now  summon  the 
Attorney,  and  the  business  shall  be  speedily 
brought  to  a  conclusion." 
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CHAPTER  XKI. 

Thb  summer  sun  had  risen  pleasantly,  and  was 
shining  on  the  green  trees  in  the  Square ;  and 
that  society- loving  denizen  of  the  great  City, 
the  sparrow,  was  twittering  on  the  house-tops, 
and  shaking  from  his  brown  wings  the  dews  of 
night ;  tbe  artisan  had  resumed  hia  toil,  and  the 
coandess  thousands  of  the  vast  Metropolis  were 
again  awake.  Nature,  all  things,  observed  their 
wonted  routine ;  no  sympathy,  no  change,  were 
manifested,  because  a  great  man  was  to  die.  In 
that  chamber  only  reigned  stillness  and  gloom. 
The  Peer's  boor  was  come ;  one  link  more,  in 
Uie  kmg  chain  of  noble  ancestry,  was  to  be 
broken ;  one  guESt  more  was  to  be  ushered  into 
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the  narrow  hall  of  the  cold  and  sunless  sepul- 
chre. 

And  what  shall  now  give  him  consolation ! 
not  the  remembrance  of  pomp  and  honours  past— 
not  the  thoughts  of  the  unbounded  wealth  he 
leaves  behind — but  the  assurance  of  a  well-spent 
life ;  and  the  hope  of  that  immortality  to  which 
all  cling — these  must  be  the  antidote  for  death — 
the  medicine  to  the  soul. 

The  titled  sufferer  was  bidding  farewell  to 
those  who  grouped  around  his  bed.  However, 
in  former  hours,  he  might  differ  in  opinion  from 
some  standing  there,  no  sentiment  but  forgive- 
ness, no  feeling  but  love,  filled  the  good  man's 
heart.  Even  Lady  Eltham,  with  a  decent 
appearance  of  sorrow,  held  her  husband's  hand : 
Miss  Smirk,  who  understood  that  she  had  beeti 
left  a  handsome  legacy,  was  probably  the  roost 
contented  and  happy  present ;  yet  from  both  her 
eyes  were  forced  the  "  briny"  tears,  for,  with 
the  vulgar,  she  imagined  that  the  only  test  of 
true  sorrow  are  those   waters  wluch  may  be 
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styled  the  rain  of  the  heart.  The  young  heir 
was  sullen  Tather  than  sad;  he  considered  the 
whole  proceeding  in  the  light  of  a  "  bore"  aiid 
longed  to  be  furly  out  of  iL  UDreflecting  idiot ! 
a  few  years,  and  he,  also,  would  pres9  the  dying 
pillow ;  his  turn  would  come ! 

Two  gentlemen  were  present  who  did  not 
belong  to  the  family ;  ihey  were  the  Executors 
of  Lord  Eltham's  Will— Doctor  Wolcot.  and 
the  eminent  naturalist,  Sir  Joseph  Banks.  Ah! 
the  facetious  Doctor !  his  jests,  his  gibes,  his 
witticisms,  how  worthless  seemed  they  now  in 
the  presence  of  death  < 

And  what  shall  we  say  of  Minda  1  her  grief 
was  too  deep,  too  holy,  to  be  depicted  by  the 
common  language  of  description.  That  old  man 
she  at  once  respected  as  a  father,  and  loved  as 
a  friend ;  and  this  combined  sentiment  is  the 
most  beautiful  of  all  feelings  that  a  child  can 
entertain  for  a  parent.  Her  meek  eyes  rested 
on  that  face  over  which  the  shadowy  eclipse  of 
death  vaa  mometitarily  falling;    and  as  the 
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clergyman  re&d  a  prayer,  her  finger  painted 
upwards — beautiful  type  of  the  upspringing  of 
the  soul  about  to  be  released  from  its  fleshly 
bonds! 

We  pass  over  Lord  Eltham's  hrewell  address, 
for  he  spoke  to  each  separately.  "  And  now," 
he  stud,  "  I  have  parted  with  you  in  peace  and 
lore;  I  hare  blessed  you  all ;  and  yet  there  is 
one  more  whom  I  wish  I  could  hare  seen/'  He 
feebly  raised  himself,  and  gazed  around  the 
group.  "  He  is  in  want ;  I  made  him  a  beggar, 
and  leave  him  sach  to  the  cold  mercies  of  the 
world.  He&ren  foi^re  me  I  and  will  you,  alEo, 
pardon  me,  my  brother's  son  T" 

A  sob  broke  from  Minda,  but  a  frown  darken- 
ed the  brow  of  Lady  Eltham.  Old  Isaac, 
who  was  kneeling  bathed  in  tears  at  the  foot  of 
the  bed,  suddenly  quitted  the  room. 

"  It  matters  not;  perhaps  it  was  my  duty:'' 
continued  Lord  Eltham  in  a  wandering  man- 
ner ;  "  yet  it  is  hard  that  he  alone  of  the  family 
should  starve.    Unjust,  cntel,  that  I  have  been ! 
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but  it  is  not  yet  too  late — it  is  not  yet  too 
later- 

The  poor  man  attered  the  last  words  with  the 
energy  of  desperation ;  but  Lady  Eltham,  ga^ng 
on  the  clergyman,  said  with  a  look  indicative 
of  deep  dbtress — "  Alas ;  my  dear  husband  is 
delirious !" 

"No!  I  am  not  delirious!"  cried  the  Peer 
vith  increased  eagerness.  "  But  shall  I  not 
speak  to  him  T  am  I  not  allowed  even  to  behold 
him,  before  I  diet  Minda!  my  daughter!  my 
child!  can  you  not  bring,  or  call  Archer  to  mel* 
"  Here  he  is !"  cried  Isaac,  flobbing  as  if  his 
.old  heart  were  breaking,  as  he  hurried  back  to 
the  room;  "here  is  Master  Archer!" 

Lady  Eltham  regarded  the  white-beaded 
domestic  with  a  severe  look ;  but  Clive,  with 
mingled  feelings  of  anguish,  reverence,  and  love, 
bung  over  bis  dying  uncle;  and  even  the  repro- 
bate heir,  though  he  made  an  attempt  to  draw 
his  relative  away,  was  affected  as  much  as  his 
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callous  nature  penoitted  him  to  be.  hoA  El- 
tham  pressed  Clive's  band,  assured  Um  of  his 
continued  esteem  in  spite  of  all  the  past,  and 
called  him  a  wronged,  persecuted  oiaa,  and 
craved,  in  piteous  accents,  his  forgiveness. 

"  Think  not  of  these  misimderstandlngs  now, 
my  honoured  uncle!"  cried  Clive ;  "  to  me  you 
have  been  moat  indulgent,  most  kind ;  and,  for 
many  years,  bare  supplied  the  place  of  a  &tber. 
God  will  receive  youi  soul,  and  give  you  that 
intense  and  glorified  happiness  in  the  next  world, 
which  you  deserve." 

The  old  man's  face  was  illuminated  for  a  mo- 
ment by  the  bright  and  blissful  thoughts  whidi, 
like  the  fire  of  antidpated  immortality,  spiang 
up  within  him.  But  again  human  considerations, 
and  anxieli«8 claimed  their  sway;  and  once  more 
be  cried ;  "  it  is  not  too  late — my  Will!  let 
me  alter  my  Will!  I  must  not  leave  him  a 
b.'ggar.- 

But  this  was  the  last  efibrt  of  iratl  humanity ; 
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his  strengih  wu  gone :  like  a  Patnarch  full  of 
yesrs,  and  submissive  to  Heaven,  he  bowed  his 
bead  ;  the  summons  from  the  Eternal  had  come ; 
the  bright  arrow  from  the  gaunt  hand  was  about 
to  be  launched  :  his  eye  rested  on  bis  wife,  then 
turned  once  more  to  Minda  and  Clive :  a  smile — 
a  sigh — and  the  honoured  representatiTe  of  a 
lordly  line — Viscount  Eltham  was  gathered  to 
his  fethers. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


The  heir  in  possession — suddenly  master  of  bim 
self,  and  the  wealth  he  has  long  sighed  for— it  i 
an  intoxicating  position,  and  has  turned  gidd; 
many  a  wiser  bead,  and  undone  many  a  betCe 
nature,  than  young  Lord  Eltbam's.  His  gai 
menta  were  those  of  mourning,  but  there  ws 
sunshine  in  bis  breast ;  and  never  to  his  eye 
was  a  display  of  the  family  arms  so  welcomi 
as  that  exhibited  by  the  great  hatchment,  whic 
was  suspended  in  front  of  the  house.  Scatcel 
hud  the  tomb  closed  on  his  venerable  fathei 
before  he '  gave  an  earnest  of  his  intentions  I 
effect  a  complete  rcTolution  in  the  liunily  efU 
blisbinent,  and  style  of  living.  It  is  but  fail 
however,  to  say  that  he  consulted  bis  mother  oi 
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all  his  projected  tnovements :  iodeed,  Lady  El- 
tham  and  her  son  continued  on  the  hest  possible 
terms. 

The  first  measure  which  the  elated  pair  carried 
into  efiect,  was  the  dismissal  of  the  old  family 
servants :  these  domestics  would  think  too  much 
of  their  buried  roaster,  so  ber  Ladyship  reasoned, 
to  pay  due  obedience  and  respect,  to  their  pre- 
sent lord.  On  the  head  of  Isaac,  especially,  fell 
their  hot  displeasure,  inasmuch  as  he  had  dared 
to  introduce  their  enemy.  Archer  Clive,  into  the  ' 
late  Peer's  dying  chamber.  The  old  serving- 
man,  accordingly,  on  the  first  day  after  the 
ttuieral,  was  ejected  from  the  house.  Foot  Isaac ! 
we  see  him  now  in  our  mind's  eye,  his  trunk  on 
the  paveroent,  and  his  handkerchief  in  bis  hand, 
lingering  in  the  Square,  and  casting  long  and 
melancholy  glances  at  the  Mansion,  within  whose 
walls  he  had  passed  so  many  years  of  peaceful 
and  pleasant  servitude.  He  thinks  of  bis  late 
beloved  master,  and  itH^ives  the  heartless  son 
for  the  father's  sake.     Onward  he  trudges  with 
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his  trunkf  bat  soon  places  it  down  again;  blinding 
tears  are  in  his  eyes,  and  until  be  dashes  them 
off,  he  cannot  even  see  Eltham-House.  ''  €rod 
Uess  his  honoured  memory !"  sighs  Isaac  to  him- 
self; "  but  his  pure  spirit  is  in  Heaven,  and 
needs  no  blessing  of  mine."  Once  more  he 
moves,  but  it  seems  as  if  a  Magician  had  cast  a 
spell  on  the  Square,  for  do  what  Isaac  may,  he 
cannot  succeed  in  getting  out  of  it :  at  length 
Paul,  whose  time  is  pret^  equally  divided 
*  between  Clive  in  Staple-Inn,  riding  his  young 
horses,  and  watching  the  movements  of  his  fa- 
ther, spies  the  old  man,  and,  hurrying  up  to  him, 
takes  his  baggage  on  his  own  lusty  back,  seizes 
him  by  the  hand,  and  fairly  drags  him  out  of  the 
enchanted  region. 

''  Well,  we  have  got  rid  of  all .  the  superan- 
nuated plagues  at  last!"  said  Lady  Eltham,  as, 
majestic  and  sombre  in  her  widow's  weeds,  she 
turned  from  the  mirror  to  Miss  Smirk,  and  from 
that  lady  back  again  to  the  reflector  of  her  Juno- 
like  beauty. 
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"  I  am  ezcessTely  glad  of  it,  your  Ladyship. 
His  late  Lordship's  servants  were  so  odd  and  old- 
fashioned  i  especially  that  Isaac." 

"  Yes,  the  impertinent,  sly,  hypocritical  old 
YiUain  !  Hector,  I  am  happy  to  say,  has  con- 
ducted matters  with  infinite  judgment,  and  has 
shown  himself  to  be  a  complete  man  of  the 
world.  Not  only  do  I  applaud  him  for  re-mo- 
detling  his  establishment,  but  he  acts,  in  every 
thing,  in  the  most  liberal  and  handsome  manner. 
Ah!  Miss  Smirk,  well  may  I,  as  a  mother,  be 
proud  of  such  a  son ! " 

"Well  may  you,  indeed.  Lady  Eltham;" 
observed  the  Spinster  with  a  slight  cough. 
"  How  generous  of  him  to  give  to  each  of  the 
new  servants  five  pounds  for  mourning ! — ^yes, 
yes,  I  have  beard  of  his  noble  deeds !" 

"  And  more  than  that.  Miss  Smirk ;  I  cannot 
conceal  Irom  you  a  trait  of  his  amiable,  and 
forgiving  temper :  my  dear  husband,  as  yon 
know,  was  pleased  to  leave  nothing  in  his  WiM 
to  that  Archer  Clive,  on  account  of  his  bad  con- 
H  2 
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duct;  Hector  yesterday,  od  my  just  hintiiig  the 
matter,  forwarded  to  the  fellow,  so  that  he  might 
be  enabled  to  put  himself  into  decent  moaming, 
a  cheque  on  bis  banker  tot  tventy  poiuids." 

"  Twenty  pounds! — how  very  Icind !" 

"  What  was  the  return  t  a  letter  of  thanks  ? 
oh,  no !  the  peanitess  fop  wonid  not  receive  the 
bounty,  but  sent  back  both  the  cheque  and  the 
letter  in  which  it  was  enclosed,  to  my  son." 

"  What  monstrous  ingratitude!" 

"  He  stated  that  his  grief  was  not  to  be  exhi- 
bited in  externals ;  he  left  that  species  of  Borrow 
to  the  possessor  of  seventy  thousand  a-year ;  he 
had  a  black  coat  already,  and  his  cousin  might 
bestow  the  twenty  pounds  on  one  of  his  de- 
pendants." 

"  What  impertinence !» 

"  Yea,  impertinence  and  insolence  are  too 
oHen  all  we  get  by  being  generous,  Miss 
Smirk." 

"  It  is  the  way  of  the  world,  dear  Lady  El- 
tham — alas !  the  selfish,  the  ungrateful  world !" 
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*'  Perhaps,"  said  Minda  timidly,  speaking  from 
across  the  room ;  "  Archer's  feelings  were  hurt 
because  he  was  not  invited  to  his  uncle's  funeral ; 
I  betieve,  however,  he  foUofred  in  the  crowd." 

"  Ohi  you  are  there,  are  you.  Miss?"  said 
Lady  Eltham  with  a  satiiical  laugh ;  "  perched 
up  like  a  black  crow  in  the  corner.  I  was  but 
congratulating  myself  this  morning  on  the  com- 
fortable life  we  should  all  of  us  now  lead ;  for 
my  dear  husband — not  to  utter  a  word  agaifist 
his  memory — was  rather  peevish  and  self-willed ; 
I  say  I  was  congratulating  myself;  but  this  child 
and  her  vile  tempers  did  not  occur  to  me.  Yes, 
we  have  a  plague,  and  a  thorn  in  our  sides  yet, 
I  see  plainly." 

"  Mother,"  said  Minda  dejectedly,  "  I  will 
neither  be  a  plague,  nor  a  thorn ;  I  would  not 
for  worlds  be  a  bar  to  jrour  complete  happiness; 
therefore,  since  my  father  has  rendered  me 
independent,  permit  me  to  reside  at  a  distance 
from  you." 

-"  That's   filial    love!    that's   gratitude  for 
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having  reared  her  up,  as  if  she  were  my  own 
daughter,  you  see.  Miss  Smirk !  why,  I  did  not 
imagine  the  girl  was  so  lost  to  all  sense  of  duty 
and  feeling.  Live  away  from  us  1— bat  I 
fathom  her  secret  motives — stop !  I  am  not  quite 
blind.  You  want,  Miss,  to  bring  disgrace  upon 
our  family ;  you  want  to  be  independent  of  us, 
and  run  here  and  there  without  the  wholesome 
check  of  my  presence." 

^'  You  do  me  wrong,  I  assure  you." 

"  If  I  may  be  allowed  to  give  an  opinion,  I 
might  suggest  another  cause ;"  said  Miss  Smirk 
screwing  her  sharp  features  into  a  malicious 
smile ;  *^  I  should  say  that  Miss  Minda  Clive 
wishes  greater  facility  than  Lady  Eltham's  roof 
will  afford  her,  of  meeting  certain  persons  of  not 
very  reputable  standing  in  the  world,  and  who 
are,  moreover,  her  Ladyship's  enemies." 

Minda  was  more  excited  by  this  remark,  than 
by  any  of  the  harsh  expressions  which  had  pre* 
viously  fallen  from  the  lips  of  her  mother. 

"  The  truth  is— if  I  may  be  excused^"  the 
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Spinster  paused,  and  took  ber  cambric  handker- 
chief into  her  hand. 

"  Oh !  say  anything  you  like.  Miss  Smirk ;" 
observed  her  Ladyship. 

"  I  have  stroDg  reasons  for  suspecting  that 
Miss  Clive  is  impradent,  I  will  not  say  culpable 
enough  to  entertain  a  pmuAemt  for  her  worthless 
cousin.  Archer.  Am  I  not  right,  dear  young 
Udyl- 

Minda  bent  tremblingly  forward  in  her  chair, 
but  her  strong  emotions  did  not  permit  her  to 
speak. 

"  I,  abo,  have  bad  my  suspidons  for  some  lime 
past ;"  said  Lady  Eltham  in  a  severe  tone ; 
"  Miss  Smirk,  I  thank  you  for  this  confirmation 
of  my  opinion.  You  are  right;  the  giil  wants 
to  intrigue;  but,  while  I  live,  I'm  resolved  to 
exercise  a  mother's  fiill  coutroul  over  her,  and 
will  save  her  and  our  family,  from  infamy :  she 
shall  remain  by  my  side,  if  my  days  are  made 
miserable  in  consequence  I" 
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"  Excellent  guardian  I  pattern  of  matetnal 
anxiety  and  love!" — and  Mias  Smirk's  eyea 
overflowed  with  the  tears  which  the  toacbtng 
sentim^tfl  she  expressed  were  so  well  calculated 
to  draw  forth. 

"  She  means,  no  doubt,  to  supply  the  needy 
fellow  with  money;  but  thanks  to  the  wise 
provisions  of  my  dear  husband's  Will  <  I  have 
the  staff  in  my^own  hand ;  Miss,  in  the  comer 
there,  can't  touch  a  farthing  of  her  fortune, 
without  my  concurrence,  for  some  years  to 
come.  But,  Minda,  independently  of  all  this, 
are  you  not  ashamed  of  yourself  7  Archer  Cllve, 
I  well  know,  cares  not  a  rush  about  you ;  if  he 
pays  court  to  you  now,  it  will  only  be  from 
mercenary  views." 

The  feelings  of  Minda,  who,  natorally,  per- 
haps, was  endowed  with  sensibilites  too  acute 
for  her  general  peace  and  happiness,  may  be 
conceived ;  she  writhed  under  these  cutting  and 
coarse  remarks,  for  they  touched  her  in  the 
tenderest  point. 
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"  Mother!"  she  cried,  as  she  thiew  herself 
at  Lady  Eltbam's  feet;  "  spare  me!  I  am  very 
wretched,  and  I  wUl  not  endeavour  to  conceal  the 
truth  from  yon ;  if  it  be  a  crime  to  have  loved 
Archer  Clive,  I  confess  myself  guilty :  yet 
never  again,  in  word  or  act,  will  I  expose  my- 
self to  your  censure.  I  am  aware  he  loves  me 
not — who  does  now  love  me,  since  my  father  is 
no  more  ^  Permit  me  to  live  with  you  in  peace ; 
and  if  you  cannot  esteem,  have  compassion  on 
me  for  one  reason  only — because  I  am  Lord 
Eltham's  child  f 

The  cold-hearted,  unnatural  woman  did  not 
stoop  to  raise  the  suppliant;  aod  Minda  still 
knelt,  and  wept,  and  sobbed.  The  only  emo- 
tions Lady  Eltham  exhibited  w«re  increased 
impatience  and  tmtation ;  and  these  feelings 
were  indicated  by  the  quick,  or  rather  fierce 
manner,  in  which  she  commenced  the  use  of  hei 
fan. 

"  Go !"  she  said ;  "  I  detest  scenes.  Amuse 
H  5 
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yourself,  if  you  will,  with  those  books  of  wliicli 
you  are  so  fond.  Mit«  Smirk,  we  will  now 
order  the  carriage,  and  drive  to  Bond-Street; 
and  I  hope  the  Jeweller,  by  this  time,  has 
finished  setting  my  jets.— Where's  the  poo- 
dle!" 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

On  a  certain  moming,  a  gentleman  might  have 
been  seen  slowly  sauntering  up  the  Mall  in  St. 
James's  Park.  Influenced  by  a  very  prevalent 
feeling  already  adverted  to ;  namely;  a  disrelish 
for  the  fashions  introduced  by  the  French  de- 
mocrats, he  affected  a  s^le  of  dress  that 
obtained  in  EngUiid,  as  well  as  in  Fiance, 
twenty  years  previously.  Hia  toilet,  indeed, 
was  of  a  very  recherdti  description.  His  vest 
was  of  blue  satin  sprigged  with  gold ;  his  bag 
wig,  pointed  shoes,  and  cteam- coloured  gloves, 
were  most  unexceptionable.  Yet  he  bad  no- 
thing of  the  Macaroni,  or  Peiit-MaUre,  in  his 
appearance ;  and  there  was  that  ease  in  all  his 
movements,  and  that  dignity  in  bis    carriage, 
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vhich,  it  is  generally  understood,  are  to  be 
acquired  only  by  much  intercourse  with  the 
world. 

He  stopped  to  converse  with  some  gentle- 
men—emigrant  Rojralists;  and  whether  or  not 
he  hod  that  pecuUar  talent  of  assimilating  hte 
ideas  and  manners  with  those  of  the  persons 
whom  he  addressed,  certain  it  was  that  he  him- 
self might  have  been  readily  taken  for  a  French 
Nobleman  of  the  old  Rigime.  His  animated 
action,  which  never  transgressed  the  rules  of 
grace  and  dignity ;  his  flashing  eye  expressing 
more  than  feU  even  from  the  ready  lip ;  his 
noble  Antinous-like  fisatures,  which  fifty  summers 
bad  not  marked  with  a  single  wrinkle ;  and  his 
qrmmetrical  form,  mnscolar,  yet  elegant  as  the 
breathing  statue  of  the  God  of  the  "  silver 
bow" — might  have  fumed  a  stady  fat  the  pen- 
cil, or  the  dusel.  Snch  was  that  man— such 
was  the  Epicoiean  CborchiU. 

The  Frend  Refugees  had  oeaaed  talkii^  of 
their  mmdaed  kiiq^aaathematiiii^  RobespJare, 
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and  condemning  the  philosophy  which  would 
give  an  equality  of  rights  to  all  classes  of  man- 
kind ;  the  happy,  miserable,  men,  laughing  one 
moment,  and  weeping  the  next,  had  taken  them- 
selves off  to  drink  light  wine  in  the  neighbouring 
hotel,  and  mingle  lamentations  over  the  woes  of 
their  ruined  country,  with  piquant  remarks  on 
the  Doble  science  of  cookery,  and  on  the  pretty 
twinkling  feet  of  the  last  new  ballet-dancer. 
Churchill  was  again  alone,  and  be  paced  under- 
neath the  old  trees  in  the  Mall,  in  an  abstracted, 
and  almost  melancholy  mood.  A  slight  recent 
snccess  at  the  gaming-table  had  enabled  him  to 
pursue  his  pleasures,  on  the  West  side  ofTem- 
ple-Bar;  but  he  was  conscious  that  the  time 
would  Boon  again  arrive,  when  he  should  be 
compelled  to  emigrate  to  the  Plebeian  East,  and 
there  drain  from  the  cup  of  sensual  enjoyment, 
as  much  sweets  as  he  could,  among  such  coarse 
spirits  as  composed  the  Whitefriars  Billiard- 
Club. 

He  lived  for  pleasure,  and  would  obtain  it  in 
any  QKLniiN ;   and  yet  be  saw  but  one  efficient 
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means  of  winning  all  that  his  soul  panted  after — 
gold ! 

"  I  want  but  money !"   he  sighed  to  himself, 
again  and  again ;  "  what  would  make  me  lord 
of  one  of  those  gorgeous  mansions  that  lift  their 
heads  so  proudly  in  the   sun! — money:    what 
would  daily  spread  my  table  with  Apician  deli- 
cacies and  costly  wines  ] — money :  what  would 
assemble  around  me  a  galaxy  of  houries  who, 
with  their  smiles  and  silver  voices,  would  enable 
me  to  realize  on  earth  the  Mussulman's  Para- 
dise]— money.    That  same  gold,  then,   which 
some  philosophers  stigmatize  as  dross,  and  regard 
with  contempt,  I  make  my  idol.     Yea,  O  spirit 
of  wealth !  I  fall  down  and  worship  thee !  my 
ceaseless  prayer  is  that  thou  wilt  smile  upon  me, 
and  shower  on  my  head  some  of  thy  radiant 
rain.    Yet  I  adore  thee  not  for  thyself,  like  the 
hard-griping,   grovelling,  self-torturing   miser; 
it  is  for  all  thou  canst  obtain ;    the  power  to 
which  thou  canst  win  thy  way;  the  gratifications, 
the  raptures,  the  glories,  thou  canst  command !" 
Churchill  seated  himself  on  a  bench,  and  as  he 
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rested  his  chin  on  the  head  of  his  cane,  he  soon 
sank  into  ptofound  thought.  The  love  of  wealth 
was  with  him  a  daily  growing  passion;  he  sighed 
to  be  rich,  and  yet,  true  to  his  Epicurean  prin- 
ciples, be  was  too  indolent  to  adopt  any  honest 
measnres  to  render  himself  master  of  the  coveted 
treasure.  He  envied  every  equipage  that  rolled 
by,  and  anathematized  every  livery-servant  he 
saw,  because  he  had  none.  Cards  and  dice,  to 
which  he  was  so  passionately  attached,  would 
never  create  for  him  a  fortune.  The  bank  of  the 
hazard-table  was,  at  best,  a  diiefuUy  uncertain 
mode  of  investment  One  day  penniless,  another 
with  fifty  guineas  in  his  pocket;  now  in  St. 
James's-Street  playing  with  M.  P.'s  and  Lords, 
and  now  consorting  with  ruined  blacklegs  in 
Whitefriars ;  feasting  and  starving ;  in  rags  by 
turns,  and  by  turns  in  fashionable  attire ;  so  pas- 
sed the  life  of  him,  the  hunter  after  pleasure — 
the  philosopher  of  the  senses,  in  the  reign  of 
George  the  Third — an  Anacreon,  without  his 
poetic  soul — an  Atticus,  without  his  amiable 
disposition. 
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We  view  Churchill  in  one  of  his  prosperoas 
moments;  yet  she,  who  for  many  years  bad 
shared  his  cup,  still  lay  in  a  garret :  did  he  think 
of  that?  Ob,  no — sorrowful  reflection  would  nei- 
ther benefit  her  nor  himself;  half  her  misery  re- 
sulted from  remorse,  to  which  none  but  weak 
minds,  in  his  opinion,  would  ever  be  a  prey. 
Lucretius  was  again  in  his  band;  the  Latin  poet 
taught  the  tranquillizing  doctrine  of  man's  mate- 
riality, and  therefore  he  loved  his  verse—"  eat, 
drink,  and  be  merry,  for  to-morrow  tbou  shalt 
die" — this  was  Churchill's  text,  and  the  whole 
tenor  of  his  life  was  one  illustration  of  iL 

Not  long  had  he  been  studying  his  volume, 
when  two  gentlemen,  walking  arm  in  arm  down 
the  Mall,  approached  the  bench  where  he  sat ; 
and  benches  in  public-walks  being  generally 
considered  public  property,  they  accommodated 
themselves  accordingly.  As  Churchill  appeared 
to  be  deeply  engaged  in  his  book,  the  strangers 
did  not  hesitate  to  talk  in  a  free,  unreserved  man- 
ner. He  soon  discovered  they  were  painters; 
and  by  the  works  of  art  to  which  they  alluded,  as 
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well  as  by  the  interchange  of  names,  he  found  he 
was  honoured  by  the  presence  of  Fuseli  and  Opie. 
Yes,  Churchill,  could  appreciate  genius,  and  ad- 
mit the  claims  of  those  who  by  any  high  effort 
strove  to  exalt  the  human  mind ;  but  the  mere 
hunter  after  reputation  he  considered  as  insane, 
or  meriting  only  contempt. 

■  "  Boydell,  good  Alderman  Boydell !"  said 
Fuseli,  the  Dante  of  Painters,  the  most  extraor- 
dinary limner  of  bia  day ;  "  let  the  name  of  the 
worthy  citizen  of  London  be  honoured  for  all 
time !  His  establishment  of  the  Shakspeare 
Gallery  was  a  noble  idea,  and  cannot  be  too 
highly  applauded ;  Reynolds  and  Barry,  as  yon 
know,  have  painted  for  it ;  I  have  nearly  finished 
the  Witches  in  Macbeth — Opie,  you  must  as- 
Mst  us." 


'  John  Bojdall,  Aldaimui  of  London,  fouodad  ths 
a  Gan«7,  In  PaU  Mall,  about  the  ;e«T  Htil. 
fUTDoldi,  BacTj,  FnisU,  Opie,  Weit,  and  Northcote,  ware 
the  prindpal  eontribnton.  In  ISOG,  tha  Rooroi  ware  doied, 
■ad  tha  Paintiiiga  loM. 
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The  bluff  Comisfaman  smiled,  and  his  plai 
blue  eyes  strikingly  contrasted  with  the  resil 
fiery  orbs  of  him  who,  for  the  wild  and  terri 
nature  of  his  fancy,  as  embodied  in  his  wor 
has  been  styled,  "  Painter  in  ordinary  to  Satai 
"  Nay,  Fuseli,  my  talents,  if  I  possess  ai 
lie  in  a  different  sphere :  yourself  and  West  i 
the  Kings  and  Champions  of  the  Historical, 
dare  not  enter  the  lists  with  you." 

Thus  spoke  immortal  Opie,  and  bis  modet 
derogates  not  from  his  high  genius.  Son  of  t 
low-born  mechanic!  who  sprang  among  wi 
sand-hills,  and  barren  moors  1  we  have  oft 
traced  the  spots  where,  in  otbei  days,  thy  you 
shoeless  feet  wandered.  To  us  the  mines  of  £ 
Agnes,  and  the  rugged  Mountain  of  the  Beaco 
from  whose  top,  perhaps,  thy  soul  first  caug 
the  Promethean  fire  which  afterwards,  on  tl 
mute  canvass,  moulded  forms  of  matchless  beau 
— the  thatched  cottag-e  where  thine  eyes  ui 
closed ;  and  the  solitary  shore,  on  which  the  A 
lantic  rolls  his  wave   in  might  and  majesty — I 
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US  these  are  familiar  places ;  and  when,  after 
long  absence,  we  re-visit  these  sceoes,  and  asso- 
ciate tliem  with  thy  memory  and  renown,  we  sigh 
to  think  bow  &r  behind  we,  also,  a  native  of 
Cornwall's  rugged  hills,  creep  and  toil  in  the 
tace  of  Fame.  Yet  baibouring-no  feelings  save 
those  of  admiration,  thou  gentle  Painter!  who 
now  art  dust,  we  love  and  respect  thy  memory ; 
and  hail  thee  as  the  honour  of  the  wild  district 
where  thou  wast  born  I 

The  conversation  between  our  two  Painters 
must  not  be  pursued ;  suffice  it  to  say,  that  Fu- 
seU  and  Opie  talked  much;  but  Churchill,  while 
be  admired  the  genius  of  the  men,  scarcely  en< 
vied  them  their  reputation,  won  by  years  of  un- 
remitting toil,  bending,  dreaming,  wasting  away 
the  taper  of  Hie  over  the  inanimate  canvass.  The 
attention  of  the  Artists  was  now  attracted  by  a 
sight  which  to  Chuichill  seemed  common  enough; 
probably,  they  were  more  observant,  more  rea- 
dily interested  by  novelty  and  beauty,  than  ordi- 
nary men,  since  they  were  ever  on  the  ijui  vive 
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in  search  of  subjects  for  the  pencil.  Four  cien 
coloured  ponies,  brilliantly  appointed,  and  dni 
ing  a  phaeton  of  superb  workmansbip,  wereai 
vancing  up  the  Drive.  The  vehicle  and  the  an 
mals  were  such  as  fancy  would  have  given  to  tl 
Queen  of  the  Gods,  when  she  took  an  airing  i 
Mount  Olympus,  or  to  the  Ocean-Wife  of  a 
Neptune,  when  she  dashed  along  the  green-n 
foam,  accompanied  by  her  shell-blowing  Nereid 

"  Sketch  that — quick !"  cried  Opie  to  his  con 
panion  ;  "  takeout  your  tablets,  man!" 

"  Nay,"  answered  the  paiot^r  of  ghosts  ai 
witches,  "  I  must  retort  upon  you,  Opie — such 
subject  as  a  chaise  and  four  long-tailed  ponies, 
not  in  my  line — ha !  ha!" 

"  As  I  live  !"  exclaimed  the  Cornish  Painte 
"  1  know  the  occupiers  of  that  beauUful  litt 
phaeton;  the  ladies  are  the  wife  and  daughter  i 
the  late  Lord  Eltham,  to  whose  Will  my  ioesl 
mable  friend.  Doctor  Walcot,  has  the  honour 
being  an  executor." 

"  Say  you  so ;  the  Lady  Eltham  is  it  t  Wh 
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a  classical  profile  that  young  girl  has !  Quite  a 
study.     Opie,  can  you  introduce  me  ?" 

"  Fuseli,  you  are  by  birth  a  gentleman ;  I  am 
sprung  from  the  sons  of  the  soil;  however,  since 
her  Ladyship  has  engaged  me  to  paint  Miss 
Clive,  I  will  ask  permission  to  introduce  to  her 
notice  a  man,  whose  works  she  has  only  to  see  in 
order  to  despise  my  humble  efforts  for  ever." 

The  two  Painters  moved  off  in  the  direction  of 
the  advancing  phaeton ;  Churchill  followed  them 
with  bis  eyes,  looking  askance,  as  if  the  object 
were  scarcely  deserving  the  exertion  of  raising 
his  head  from  his  book. 

The  vehicle  stopped ;  Lady  Eltham  graciously 
bowed  to  Opie,  and  acknowledged  the  introduc- 
tion of  Fuseli,  with  the  customary  honours ; 
Minda,  also,  seemed  struck  by  the  appearance 
of  the  fiery  and  noble-looking  Switzer.  Bui 
wbal  moved  ChurchilU  He  saw  Lady  Eltham 
and  her  fair  daughter ;  at  first  only  a  faint  glow, 
an  expression  of  curiosity,  appeared  on  bis  face, 
as  if,  in  Lady  Eltham,  he  beheld  one  whom  he 


q 


166 


THE  ETSNTPUL  BPOCB; 


hod  preriously  knowD.  As  doubt  oi  Buspicio 
was  converted  into  certainty,  most  extraordiau 
was  the  change  in  tlie  whole  phynognomy  > 
that  singular  man ;  he,  usually  so  impertnrbe 
ble  in  feature,  and  pasgionless  in  mind — itwi 
no  ordinary  thing  that  could  have  produced  i 
him  exdtement  so  overpoweiing  in  its  natur 
The  book  fell  from  his  hand,  his  cheek  was  fir 
and  his  eyes  dilated  with  inexpressible  astonial 
ment ;  he  did  not,  however,  lose  liis  presence  ( 
mind,  or  betray  bis  emotions  to  a  further  extern 
be  pulled  his  bat  over  bis  blows,  stole  anotlu 
glance,  as  if  to  make  "  certainty  doubly  sure 
and  then  walked  rapidly  away.  Lady  Elthai 
we  must  add,  did  not  observe  him,  having  be< 
too  deeply  engaged  in  conversation  with  Op 
and  Fusel). 

Churchill  ceased  not  his  mpid  strides  unt 
he  had  reached  the  adjoining  Park,  where  I 
sought  out  a  sequestered  nook  among  son 
trees ;  entering  there,  he  fiung  himself  upon  tl 
grass,  and,  for  the  first  time,  relieved  his  em 
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tions  by  long  and  deep-drawn  breathings.  His 
astonishment  had  now  given  place  to  overwhelm- 
ing delight,  and  the  even-tempered  Philosopbel- 
so  fai  forgot  himself  as  to  murmur  almost  audi- 
ble words,  as  he  lay  there  in  solitude,  and  steeped 
in  visions  of  rapture. 

"  The  hour  is  come !  the  fates  at  length  be- 
friend me !  the  wealth  I  have  so  long  sighed  for 
wit!  now  be  mine — glorious  combination  of  cir- 
cumstances! all  have  worked  together  for  my 
Iienefit.  Now,  lean-visaged  surly  Poverty !  at 
thee  I  snap  my  fingers.  Gold  shall  procure  me 
all  things — wine,  beauty,  equipage,  jolUty  and 
laughter — I  will  taste  of  Elysium  yet  I" 

And  thus  Churchill  continued,  soliloquising 
and  exulting,  until  having  indulged  to  their  ut- 
most bis  newly  awakened  feelinga,  he  arose  from 
his  recumbent  posture;  then  issuing  from  the 
clump  of  trees,  be  walked  to  and  fro  in  the  sun. 
shine,  endeavouring  to  collect  his  thoughts  and 
armnge  his  plans. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


"  Mebt  me  to-night  at  eleven  o'clock,  ou  tl 
north  side  of  Westminster  Abbey ;  fail  not 
come.  I  have  that  to  disclose  which  you  drea 
not  of; — ^youc  destiny  is  in  my  hands. 

"R.  Churchill." 

Such  was  the  brief  note  left  for  Olive  at  I; 
Chambers  in  Staple-Inn.  The  character  of  t 
writer  had  already  perplexed  him,  while  his  bti 
served  to  awaken  curiosity ;  and  yet,  at  timi 
he  was  inclined  (o  believe  Churchill  a  juggl 
and  a  cheat — some  needy  adventurer  who,  ha 
iog  obtained  a  knowledge  of  certain  particuli 
relating  to  the  Clive  family,  and  the  unfortuni 
events  which  had  transpired  in  former  years,  h 
marked  him  out  for  a  tool,  or  a  victim.    Nevi 


OR,  THE  FORTUNES  OF  ARCHER  CLIVB.     169 

thelesB,  many  circumstances  connected  with  his 
new  firiend  forbade  the  last  supposition;  aod 
Clive  did  not  entirely  (lisbeUeve  the  statements 
he  made ;  namely,  that  Churchill  was  master  of 
some  secret  which  affected  his  fortunes. 

"  Paul,"  said  Clive  to  his  servant,  who,  in 
spite  of  every  rebuff,  still  clung  to  his  needy 
master,  "  I  have  an  appointment  to-night,  and 
do  not  expect  to  be  home  at  my  usual  time ; 
therefore  go  to  bed — the  Porter  will  let  me  in." 
Paul  had  certain  misgivings  from  the  little 
perturbation  visible  in  CUve's  maoner,  that  all 
was  not  OS  it  should  be. 

"  FazdoD  me,  sir,  but  I  hope  nothing  has  hap- 
pened ;  you  are  going  to  meet  Mr.  Churchill  ?" 

Clive  looked  at  him  with  surprise :  "  How  1 
what  know  you  of  that  gentleman  ?*' 

"  I  know  nothing—  I  only  suspect,  sir  1  but  I 
believe  Mr.  Churchill  to  be  a  French  Republican 
— Robespierre  himself,  very  likely,  come  over  to 
England  in  disguise,  with  the  deadly  intent  of 
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overturning  our  Government,  and  killing  the 
King." 

Clive  laugbed,  and  the  reader  may  smile  also, 
at  the  apprehensions  of  simple  Paul ;  but  so  full, 
at  that  eventful  epoch,  was  the  public  mind  of 
visions  of  French  republicanism,  and  so  fearful 
were  the  quietly-disposed,  lest  atrocities  similar 
to  those  committed  in  Paris,  might  be  perpetrated 
in  peaceful  London,  that  no  man,  whose  charac- 
ter and  occupation  were  not  quite  understood, 
escaped  the  suspicion  of  being  a  French  Propa- 
gandist, or  a  ^ans^cuhttic  spy. 

"  Forgive  me,  sir,  but  the  note  you've  just  re- 
ceived came  from  Mr.  Churchill.  I  know  the 
lad  who  brought  it :  don't  go." 

'*  Paul,  this  is  too  ridiculous.  There,  amuse 
yourself  with  that  romance,  for  I  know  you  like 
romances;  and  hark'ee,  Paul,  say  nothing  to 
good  old  Isaac,  your  father,  respecting  this  Mr. 
Churchill" 

Paul  looked  sadly  at  his  master's  retreating 
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figure ;  he  watched  him  pass  imder  the  old  elm 
trees  in  the  court,  along  by  the  little  garden,  and 
through  the  ancient  passage  ;  and  when  he  could 
see  biro  no  more,  he  murmured  something  to 
himself  touching  hie  hope  of  seeing  his  poor  mas- 
ter one  day  a  great  Counselloi,  or  a  Judge ;  and 
then,  having  laid  Clive's  frugal  supper,  and  pre- 
pared his  bed,  Paul  seated  hiniBelf  to  his  romance. 
But.  neither  haunted  castle,  nor  blood-stained 
hand,  nor  bodiless  spectre — the  staple  attractions 
of  works  of  fiction  in  those  days — succeeded  in 
keeping  him  awake.  His  candle  remained  un- 
snuffed;  he  gradually  drooped  over  his  book, 
and  finally  settled  his  head  upon  the  table,  rest- 
ing his  forehead  on  his  crossed  arms ;  and  Paul 
dreamt  of  his  young  horses,  and  his  poverty- 
stricken  master. 

Meanwhile  Clive  had  reached  Westminster 
Abbey.  The  moon  had  set,  and  the  stars  but 
&intly  illuminated  that  ancient  pile;  the  rich 
tracery  and  carvings  of  the  divers  towers  could 
just  be  distinguished  against  the  clear  but  sombre 
i3 
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sky.  Few  persons  approached  the  immediate 
vicinity  of  the  Abbey,  for  at  night,  old  silent  walls, 
and  sepulchres,  have  a  repelling  influence  with 
the  majority  of  people.  It  wanted  some  minutes 
of  the  appointed  time,  but  CUve,  passing  round  to 
the  north  side  of  the  building,  found  Churchill 
already  there.  The  excitement  under  which  we 
recently  beheld  the  latter,  was  entirely  at  an  end; 
nothing  in  his  appearance  indicated  a  change; 
you  saw  the  same  calm  brow,  and  cold  eye,  while 
his  manner  was  frigid,  but  placid  as  before. 

"  Thank  you,  Mr.  Clive ;  I  thought  you  would 
not  disappoint  me." 

"Why,"  observed  the  young  man,  with  a 
smile,  "  as  I  possess  no  money  that  might  tempt 
any  one  to  assassinate  me,  I  presumed  I  ran 
little  risk  in  yielding  to  my  curiosity,  and  com- 
plying with  your  request." 

**  You  say  right ;  I  have  no  inducement  to 
take  your  life;  on  the  contrary^  were  you  to 
perish,  my  hopes  of  personal  advantage  would, 
in  d  great  measure,  expire  with  you." 
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"  That  same  personal  advantage,  then,  Mr. 
Charchill,  of  which  you  apeak,  U  the  secret  tie 
between  us,  the  origin  of  your  attention  to  me, 
and  the  subject  of  oui  present  meeting;  am  I 
correct  V 

Churchill  was  well  aware  he  hod  no  tame 
spirit  to  cope  with,  and  that  subterfuge  and  inti- 
midatioD  would  be  useless :  he  felt  great  caution 
to  be  necessary ;  at  the  same  time,  he  was  con- 
vinced that  the  naked  undisguised  truth  would 
succeed  far  better  with  a  person  like  Clive,  than 
falsehood,  however  cleverly  tricked  out  in  the 
garments  of  plausibility. 

"  Mr.  Clive,  whatever  my  moral  and  philoso- 
phical notions  may  be,  I  repudiate  the  low  aits 
of  cunning  and  deceit.  I  do  not  tell  you  I  am  a 
generous  man ;  that  my  nature  is  disinterested, 
or  my  heart  glowing  with  love  for  my  fellow- 
creatures  :  no,  these  qualities,  termed  by  the 
world  amiable,  are  not  mine.  I  seek  my  own  in- 
terest ;  hunt  after  means  for  the  obtaining  of  my 
own  enjoyment ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  I  never 
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interfere  with,  or  retard  the  prepress  of  tiiose  i 
milarly  employed ;  I  would  even  help  them  c 
for  they,  in  return,  will  very  probably  be  ei 
powered  to  assist  me.  I  have  now  lud  bare  t 
mainapting  of  my  actions,  and  irom  which  y 
will  conclude  at  once  that,  did  the  secret  io  i 
keeping  only  offer  benefit  to  yourself,  I  shou 
not  have  been  at  the  trouble  of  walking  on  tt 
dark  night  to  a  solitary  Abbey,  and  chilling  n 
body  in  the  precincts  of  tombs." 

There  was  a  frankness  in  this  avowal  so  &r  r 
moved  from  the  shuffling  meanness  of  the  hyp 
dite,  that,  while  the  principles  professed  were 
the  worst  description,  Glive  could  not  refuse 
the  candour  of  the  man  a  species  of  qualified  a] 
probation. 

"Mr.  Churchill,  as  you  act  thus  fu  in 
straight  forward  way,  proceed  in  the  same  u 
geouous  manner — unbosom  your  secret  witbo] 
mistrust  or  teserre." 

"  No ;  then  I  should  he  throwing  myself  con 
pletely  on  the  generosity  of  a  fellow -creature— ' 
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line  of  pTDceediiig  totally  at  Tari&nce  with  my 
system.  I  must  be  in  a  position  to  demand — not 
beg.  But  Btay,  let  us  move  yooder,  where  the 
shadow  of  Uie  Abbey  is  less  broken — we  shall 
not  be  obaerred  beoe&th  this  wall." 

The  two  men  were  completely  enveloped  in 
shade ;  Churchill  leant  against  a  projecting  angle 
of  the  building,  and  for  a  few  minutes  kept  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  magnificent  towers  that  lowered 
above  him. 

"  Mr.  Churchill,  you  treat  matters  very  calm- 
ly ;  I  have  not  your  schooled  and  passive  tempe- 
rament.   What,  I  demand,  is  the  object  of  this 


The  other  did  not  retuni  an  answer  ;  he  was 
evidently  in  deep  cogitation,  like  a  man  who  was 
about  to  take  some  momentous  step,  but  vacilla- 
ting between  opposite  opinions,  and  undecided 
which  course  to  adopt.  He  walked  two  or  three 
times  along  the  flag-stones,  for  the  purpose,  ap- 
parently, of  collecting  bis  tlioughts ;  at  length  be 
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Spoke,  placing  his  hand  on  the  arm  of  his  jonng 
friend: 

"  Mr.  Clive,  yoa  are  swayed  by  notions  of 
religion ;  yoa  worship  the  great  Spirit  of  the 
Universe,  and  are  of  opinion  that  He  punishea 
crime  and  rewards  virtue." 

"  Most  certainly." 

"  You  condemn  the  creed  of  Lucretius,  anij 
other  ancient  philosophers,  who  mtuntained  thai 
the  soul  perished  with  the  body ;  consequently 
you  believe  that  the  ashes  of  each  of  the  illus' 
trious  crowd,  buried  in  this  andent  pile,  havt 
sent  forth  a  bodiless  spirit,  endued  with  the  gem 
of  everlasting  life." 

"  I  fiimly  believe  it." 

"  At  this  moment,  then,  as  we  stand  near  thf 
tombs  of  centuries,  we  may  be  in  the  presence  o 
countless  souls.  From  the  shade  of  the  Saxw 
King,  the  founder  of  the  Abbey,  down  to  the  il' 
lustrious  Chatham,  who,  but  a  brief  time  since 
received  here  bis  '  foot  of  earth ;'  -whai  an  augnsi 
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malUtude  may  walk  their  viewlesa  tounds,  or 
faovet  and  glide  about  us !" 

"  You  call  up  risiona  I  dare  not  contemplate 
— this  is  indeed  a  solemn  place." 

"  It  is  on  account  of  that  solemnity  I  sum- 
moned you  hither.  My  object  is  U>  bind  you  to 
the  performfuice  of  certain  acts,  by  oaths  which 
must  never  be  evaded  or  broken.  Perjury  is  no 
uacotDmoD  thing  in  the  world;  but  when  you 
mi^t  feel  inclined  to  free  yourself  from  your  ob- 
ligations, you  will  think  of  the  souls  of  the  de- 
parted, who  heard  you  swear — ^you  will  think 
and  pause :  yea,  you  will  not  violate  oaths  taken 
in  a  spot  like  this." 

"  Mr.  Churchill,  I  perceive  you  would  play 
upon  feelings  which,  you  consider,  owe  their 
origin  to  prejudice  and  credulity.'' 

"  Not  credulity — your  belief  is  the  offspring 
of  reason;  and,  in  spite  of  my  adverse  opinions, 
you  may  be  right.  Mr.  Clive,  I  have  said  that 
your  destiny  is  linked  with  mine ;  the  weird  sis- 
teis  are  disentangling  the  web,  and  since  I  last 
I  5 
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saw  you,  their  progress  has  been  greater  than  I 
anticipated.  In  plain  language,  I  have  made  an 
extraordinary  discovery." 

Olive's  curiosity  was  equalled  only  by  his  im- 
patience. 

"  May  I  beg  of  you,  Mr.  Churchill,  to  be  as 
brief  as  possible  in  the  disclosures  you  may  have 
to  make." 

''  I  will  not  detain  you  a  moment  longer  than 
absolute  necessity  demands.  When  I  say  that 
it  is  in  my  power  to  enable  you  to  crush  jrour 
enemies ;  in  my  power  to  remove  you  from  your 
poor  chambers  in  Staple-Inn,  to  a  Palace,  and  the 
enjoyment  of  seventy  thousand  a-year ;  I  think 
you  will  not  grudge  the  few  minutes  which  I  ask 
at  your  hands." 

"  Your  assertions  are  too  extravagant  to  gain 
my  belief;  your  boasted  power  I  must  consider  a 
juggle :  but  proceed ;  you  amuse  me  highly." 

''  Make  light  of  my  statements  as  you  think 
fit,  Mr.  Clive,  yet  a  word  from  me,  a  single 
quiet  word,  and  I  could  blanch  that  cheek,  fire 
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that  eye,  and  render  thee  a  thing  of  passion ;  fill 
tby  soul  with  exultation,  and  also  with  deadliest 
rage.  I  fear  thou  art  too  young  for  my  purpose ; 
too  bot-headed  for  my  diaclosures ;  and  I  half 
repent  me  of  havbg  called  thee  here." 

As  Churchill  poured  forth  tliese  words,  in  a 
tone  of  bitterness  and  upbraiding,  Clive's  man- 
ner altered;  his  levity  was  banished, -  and  he 
secretly  longed  to  hear  all  that  this  extraordinary 
man  had  to  say,  however  incredulous  he  might  be 
with  respect  to  his  assumed  oontroul  over  hie 
jbrtunes. 

"  Nay,  I  give  yoa  grave  attention ;  I  will  be 
neither  violent  nor  impatient" 

"  Then  listen :  if  I  place  you  in  a  position  from 
which  you  will  be  able  instantly  to  claim  the  title 
of  Viscount  Eltham,  and  all  the  hereditary  lands, 
I  expect  a  suitable  reward.  You  know  my  opi- 
nions touching  these  matters ;  I  live  for  enjoy- 
ment ;  I  esteem  life  only  for  the  pleasures  it  can 
afford.  Gold  is  the  purchaser  of  all  the  &iry  gifts 
of  the  earth ;  it  is  the  true  key  of  a  paradise  as 
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bright  and  glorious,  in  my  estimation,  as  that 
which  our  first  Parents  lost.  I  claim,  then,  as 
the  price  of  my  secret  a  hundred  thousand  pounds, 
which  will  be  to  you  little  more  than  one  year's 
income/* 

Churchill  spoke  so  earnestly,  and  solemnlyi 
that  Clive,  in  spite  of  his  previous  inclination  to 
consider  him  a  cheat,  found  his  interest  intensely 
excited.  But  sudden  thoughts  occurred  to  him 
of  a  sickening,  yet  fearful  nature :  the  man  be- 
fore him  might,  indeed,  possess  all  the  power 
which  he  so  confidently  arrogated  to  himself; 
Churchill  lacked  every  species  of  regard  for  the 
laws  of  men,  and  he  was  also  without  dread  of 
his  Maker ;  he  might  be  about  to  offer  himself 
as  an  assassin — a  hired  bravo;  and  his  reward 
was  to  be  like  that  of  Judas — the  reward  of 
blood.  Clive  drew  closely  to  him,  and  spoke  in 
an  agitated  whisper,  for  to  express  his  fearful 
surmises  in  ordinary  language,  seemed  out  of  his 
power. 

"  No !"  exclaimed  Churchill,  slightly  starting, 
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ftDd  moving  back ;  "  you  are  utterly  mistaken  : 
true,  you  might  have  dispatched  your  enemy  the 
other  day,  in  a  duel,  for  then  your  honour  would 
not  have  been  compromiBed ;  but  private  assas- 
sination is  not  my  trade ;  so  I  hope  this  assu- 
rance will  quiet  your  conscience.  You  may  he 
made  Lord  Eltham  in  open  day,  the  present  pos- 
sessor of  the  title  being  allowed  to  live.  But  I 
can  proceed  no  further  before  I  have  received  your 
solemn  promise  that,  immediately  on  taking  pos- 
session of  the  immense  property,  you  will  pay  me 
thestipulatedsuni:  moreover,  lani  provided  with  a 
short  contract,  which  I  have  drawn  up  on  paper; 
your  signature  can  be  affixed  to  it  at  once,  for  1 
have  writing  materials  about  me.  You  may  pe- 
ruse it,  if  you  choose,  by  the  light  of  that  lamp, 
which  gleams  over  yonder  gateway." 

Clive  took  the  paper,  and  walked  towards 
the  lamp,  Churchill  remaining  by  the  Abbey  i 
he  returned  in  a  few  minutes,  and  restored  the 
document  to  his  companion  in  silence. 
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"  Does  the  contract  meet  with  jam  ipp 
bation?  it  is  very  simple ;  ia  fact,  it  amoonU 
no  more  than  a  promissory  note." 

"  What  besides  do  you  demand  of  mel"  aslt 
Clive,  with  a  freezing  accent 

"  Why,  with  a  view  that  I  may  not  be  d 
turbed  in  my  proposed  enjoyments,  I  must  bi 
you  by  an  oath  that,  whatever,  in  the  ooune 
events,  may  transpire  with  regard  to  my— i 
identity— I  mean  my  personal  position  w 
yourself,  I  shall  be  free  from  all  molestatii 
and  permitted  quietly,  in  this  Metropolis, 
follow  the  bent  of  my  desires." 

Clive  maintained  a  profound  silence,  a 
seemed  rooted  to  the  spot  in  intense  thougl 
there  was  so  much  mystery  about  Churchi 
his  actions  were  so  dark,  and  bis  mind 
thoroughly  devoid  of  all  those  principles  of  rec 
tude,  without  which,  assertions  and  negociatio 
are  but  so  many  empty  words,  that  CUve  ft 
an  extreme  repugnance  at  entering  into  any  do 


OR,  THE  FORTUNES  OP  A.RCHER  CLIVB.       183 

coimectinn  with  him.  The  perusal  of  the  docu 
ment  half  enabled  him  to  arrive  at  a  decision; 
and  Cburchiira  last  extraordinary  demands  con- 
firmed htm  in  his  determination,  as  to  the  course 
he  should  pursue. 

"  Mr.  Churchill,*  he  said,  in  a  firm  tone  of 
voice,  "  I  have  hitherto  acted  in  the  world  an 
open  part;  I  have  never  entered  into  any  secret 
compacts,  or  bound  myself  by  solemn  oaths.  If 
you  are  correct,  and  I  am  enlitled  to  the  position 
now  occupied  by  my  relative  Lord  Eltham,  you 
will  declare,  and  prove  the  legality  of  my  claim 
to  the  world,  allowing  the  question  to  rest  with 
me,  as  regards  the  sum  of  money  which  I  may 
consider  equivalent  to  your  services.  I  will  not 
attack  the  rights  of  the  present  head  of  our 
family,  although  he  may  be  my  enemy,  in  any 
dark,  or  covert  manner.  Under  these  circum- 
stances, I  must  certainly  refuse  to  subscribe  my 
name  to  your  proposed  contract,  or  enter  into 
any  other  solemn  engagement." 

Churchill  laughed  bitterly. 
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"  If  you  had  the  advantage  of  knowing  as 
much  of  the  world  as  I  do,  young  man,  these 
notions  of  open-handed  fairness,  and  such  like 
folly,  would  not  influence  you  for  a  moment  I 
am  to  trust,  you  say,  to  your  consideration  for  a 
reward  '  equivalent  to  my  services  1*  I  should  be 
a  short-sighted  idiot  indeed,  were.  I  to  do  such 
a  thing.  No ;  I  must  have  what  I  demand,  or 
our  conference  is  at  an  end.  Do  you  wish  me 
to  become  your  enemy  !" 

"  I  am  not  desirous  of  that,  Mr.  Churchill." 

"  But  1  shall  be  your  enemy ;  ay,  unless  you 
bend  that  stubborn  pride  of  yours,  and  agree,  in 
every  tittle,  to  all  I  propose,  I  am  from  this  hour 
your  mortal  foe !" 

Thus  to  be  addressed — thus  to  be  bearded, 
roused  Olive's  spirit ;  he  was  unable  to  curb  his 
indignation. 

"  Man,  I  know  not  who  you  are,  whence  you 
come^  or  what  your  secret  may  be ;  but  this  I 

• 

know — ^I  am  not  to  be  forced  into  the  adoption 
of  your  measures,  by  threats;   I  will  take  no 
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share  in  your  dark  schemes ;  and  for  any  evil 
which  you  may  work  me,  I  defy  you !" 

"No  doubt  of  it;"  said  Churchill,  assuming  in 
a  moment  all  bis  habitual  calmness.  He  quietly 
folded  up  his  contract,  and  settled  his  hat  on 
his  head. 

"  Mr.  CliTe,  I  would  have  rendered  you  a 
service,  but  you  refuse  to  be  assisted  in  the  only 
way  it  is  my  will  to  as!>ist  you ;  be  it  as  you 
choose ;  from  me  you  will  hear  nothing  further^ 
we  now  walk  diflferent  paths  in  the  world." 

"  But  show  me,"  said  Clive,  checking  his 
irritation,  and  speaking  with  a  degree  of  eager- 
ness he  was  not  himself  conscious  of  evincing ; 
"  show  me  by  some  reference  to  my  family — 
some  allusion  to  past  evr-nts,  that  you  are  not 
absolutely  an  impostor ;  I  confess,  though  I 
have  refused  to  enter  into  a  connection  with  you, 
that  you  have  interested  me  deeply." 

Churchill  who  bad  walked  two  or  three  steps 
away,  paused,  and  turned  back. 

"  The  evidence  that  I  am  no  empty  boaster. 
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no  TiUB  trickster,  you  would  speedily  h 
received,  had  you  complied  with  my  demai 
To  prove  to  you,  however,  that  1  did  know 
former  years,  some  members  of  your  familj 
need  only  say  I  was  in  compauy  with  your  & 
when  he  fell  in  the  Bois-de-Boulogne." 

Clive  started  on  one  side,  as  if  he  bad 
ceived  a  blow ;  he  gasped  for  breath,  and  spr 
ing  forwards,  griped  Churchill's  arm  with  i 
violence  that  the  latter  involuntarily  utlerec 
exclamation. 

"  What  said  you !  stood  you  by  my  fsl 
when  he  perished  in  the  duel  ? — then  you 
a  part  in  that  affair !" 

"  Sign  my  Contract !  take  the  oaths  I  reqii 
and  you  shall  know  more !" 

"  Villain !  sordid  knave  !" 

"  Nay,  be  not  so  excited ;  I  thought  twe 

years  would  have  enabled  you  to  contenp 

rationally  a  drcumstance   which,  after  sll. 

but  an  ordinary  chapter  in  the  book  of  life." 

"   Twenty     thousand    would    not ! — W 
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you  a  priociple,  a  second,  or  merely  a  looker- 
on  7" 

"  Why,  Mr.  Clive,  I  tell  you  candidly  I  was 
your  father's  second." 

"  You  utter  a  folsehood !" 

"  Not  even  from  Mr.  Archer  Clive  will  I  bear 
this!  Had  I  a  rapier  by  my  side,  I  should  now, 
very  probably,  run  you  through  the  body. — 
Pshair!  I  strangely  forget  myself ;  passion,  and 
the  imprudent  acts  it  prompts,  I  leave  to  young 
inexperienced  men  like  yourself." 

"  Do  I  lay  my  hand  on  my  father's  murderer]" 

"  Man,  you  are  mad! — when  you  cool  from 
your  present  state  of  rabid  ferocity,  you  will  be 
sorry  For  having  made  these  wild  accusations ; 
besides,  youi  father  was  not  murdered ;  he  fell 
in  a  fair  and  equal  contest — >Once  more,  will 
you  agree  to  my  terms  V 

"  Never!  the  very  memory  of  my  upright 
father  would  deter  me  from  an  alliance  with  a 
man,  who  seems  lost  to  every  honest  feeling, 
and    sets   at    nought  every    moral   obligation. 
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And  yet,"  coctiaued  Cliye  after  a  pause,  " 
may  have  acted  rashly  in  accusing  you  of  bavu 
taken  my  father's  life.  If,  indeed,  you  were  b 
friend — " 

"  I  was  his  friend,  and  would  be  such  to  h 
son ;  but  your  indomitable  pride,  and  stubbo 
opinions,  compel  me  to  become  an  enem 
Have  you  any  thing  further  to  say  before  i 
part?" 

"  Nothing — go !  and  whatever  secret  may 
locked  in  your  breast,  if  I  cannot  purchase  it 
other  terms  than  the  conditions  you  name,  ma} 
be  hid  Irom  me  for  ever !" 

"  Blind  and  scrupulous  youth !  a  few  yei 
of  commerce  with  the  world ;  a  little  more  stu 
of  men  and  things,  and  you  will  be  a  diffeti 
being ;  but  reason  will  come  too  late ;  you  rej 
the  prize  now  within  your  grasp,  and  hereai 
in  cannot  be  obtained.  Your  days  will  pass 
obscurity  and  poverty.  I  blame  more  than  I  p 
you.  The  tie  between  us  is  dis8olved~-we  sb 
not  m  eet  again." 
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Clive  stood  in  silence,  and  without  moving  a 
limb,  for  several  minutes,  while  his  eyes  were 
fixed  on  the  ground;  he  then  raised  bis  head, 
and  looked  for  Churchill,  but  he  had  moved 
away  from  the  Abbey  ;  his  figure  was  just  seen 
passing  out  of  the  enclosure,  and,  in  another 
moment,  it  disappeared  in  the  darkness. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 


The  time  was  ftpproai^ing  when  PeUew  1 
resolved  on  making  a  grand  effort,  in  conned 
with  his  long  meditated  scheme  of  bring 
about  a  Revolution  in  England.  He  had  wiil 
much,  declaimed  more;  the  hour  was  come 
action.  The  Rrst  step,  he  well  knew,  was 
most  momentous,  as  it  was  the  most  pie^ 
with  danger.  The  successful  man,  he  beliei 
would  be  hailed  a  hero,  a  Patriot,  and  held 
reverence  for  all  time:  but  he  who  failed,  thd 
striking  for  tbe  same  great  cause,  would 
branded  with  eveiy  opprobrious  epithet  e 
attached  to  a  rebel  or  a  felon.  This  nas  I 
lew's  opinion ;  his  lot  would  be  one  of  glorj 
infamy;  be  should  have  the  onspeakable  sa 
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faotion  of  raisiDg  the  degraded  massea  of  his 
fellow  men,  of  pulling  down  the  strong  holds  of 
tyranny,  and  proclfuming  the  reign  of  equality 
and  freedom,  or  his  own  body,  insulted  by  the 
very  people  whom  he  wished  to  save,  would 
swing  on  a  gibbet ! 

The  character  of  those  excited  times  was 
peculiarly  favourable  to  the  wild  undertaking ; 
and  what  would  appear  madness  in  the  present 
day,  or  provoke  only  derision,  was  then  consi- 
dered by  no  means  chimerical.  France  was  the 
great  moral  volcano,  the  continued  eruptions  of 
which  spread  terror  through  Europe ;  the  tre- 
mendous power  of  the  lower  orders  in  that 
country,  where  the  most  obscure  and  worthless 
individuals  were  daily  raising  themselves  to  the 
chief  posts  in  the  stormy  Government,  offered 
a  fearful  example  to  other  States.  The  procla> 
mattons,  therefore,  of  timorous  George  the 
Third,  and  the  Militia-embodying,  dub-dis- 
persing edicts  of  the  Pitt^Parliament,  need  in 
no  way  surprise  us. 
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Pellew  by  his  writings,  and  inflamatory 
speeches,  had  succeeded  in  waking,  in  many 
bosoms,  an  enihusiasm  little  less  intense  than 
his  own.  Every  Member  of  his  Club,  the 
"  Friends  of  the  Human  Race,"  embraced  his 
opinions,  and  supported  his  measures.  From  the 
post  of  '  Corresponding  Secretary,'  he  had  re- 
cently been  advanced  to  the  President's  chair; 
and  he  was  considered  their  great  leader  and 
champion.  This  Association  numbered  now 
about  five  hundred  persons;  their  meetings, 
since  the  memorable  skirmish  at  Lambeth,  had 
been  held  in  the  East  part  of  London ;  and  such 
secrecy  and  fidelity  prevailed  among  the  Mem- 
bers, that  their  den  of  conspiracy,  or,  as  they 
termed  it,  their  Hall  of  Liberty  and  Enlighten- 
ment, had  never  been  broken  into,  or  violated 
by  the  prowling  myrmidons  of  the  law. 

What,  then,  had  Pellew  and  his  friends  re- 
solved on  1  The  plan  was  formed — ^the  day  was 
fixed.  These  five  hundred  men  determined  U) 
strike  the  first  blow — to  be  the  little  nucleus  or 
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rather  inbnt  avalanche  of  gathering  power, 
around  which,  more  and  more,  as  it  rolled  on, 
the  people,  it  was  presumed,  would  attach 
themselves.  They  would  issue  from  their  Hall, 
and  with  arms,  banners,  and  trumpets,  walk  in 
order  through  the  streets.  They  would  invite 
their  brethern,  the  people,  to  join  them ;  they 
would  harangue  the  soldiery,  and  sound  the  first 
note  of  that  terrible  Revolution  which  was  to 
shake  the  land.  If  they  roust  light,  they  were 
ready  to  wield  arms ;  and  if  they  must  die,  they 
would  fall  in  glory. 

But  ere  the  day  of  the  decisive  struggle  comes, 
we  must  lift  ihe  curtain  on  a  little  scene  which  ' 
look  place  in  the  house  of  our  old  friend,  Mrs. 
Lovejoy.  Young  Lord  Eltbam  had  not  for- 
gotten the  divers  disappointments  which  he  had 
experienced  in  bis  chase  after  the  widow's 
late  lodger,  Camilla;  his  love,  baffled  at  all 
points,  had  been  converted  into  so  ardent  desire 
of  revenge  both  on  herself  and  husband :  Pellew 
had  struck,  and  hurled  him  to  the  ground — be 
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had  been  humiliated;  nothing  then  remained  for 
him  but  Tendance ;  be  would  seize  Pellew  as 
a  traitor;  the  law  would  consign  him  to  a 
dungeon,  and,  through  the  husband,  he  should 
punish  the  wife. 

We  have  hinted  elsewhere  of  the  great  fear 
under  which  Mrs.  Lovejoy  incessantly  laboured 
of  Officers  of  Justice,  who  seemed  to  suspect 
that  she  harboured  a  Revolutionist  under  her 
roof;  Sei^eant  Sleek,  in  particular,  was  an 
object  of  mortal  dread.  The  good  lady  kept 
h^r  front  door  always  bolted;  and,  twenty 
times  in  the  space  of  an  hour,  would  she  peer 
over  her  little  green  window-blind,  to  ascertain 
that  no  officers  were  approaching,  ever  between 
these  prudent  acts,  having  recourse  for  the  forti- 
fying of  her  spirits  to  the  black  bottle  in  her 
private  cupboard.  How  then,  Mrs,  Lovejoy'a 
feelings  were  excited  may  be  imagined,  when, 
one  fine  morning,  the  doughty  little  Sergeant  in 
bis  cocked  bat,  and  with  a  sword  so  long  that 
its  point,  as  he  walked,  almost  trailed  on  the 
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ground,  bustled  into  the  peaceful  court ;  more- 
over he  was  followed  by  a  Buspicions-looking 
man,  who,  with  sour  visage,  in  great  jack  boots, 
and  with  a  thick  stick  under  his  arm,  looked 
like  a  bull-dog  following  a  terrier,  and  was  the 
veritable  representative  of  a  Bow-Street  runner 
of  the  period. 

"  Mr.  Gripe,  the  door's  locked,"  said  Sergeant 
Sleek;  "  this  certainly  does  not  look  well." 

But  Mr.  Gripe,  shaking  his  large  head,  the 
only  answer  he  usually  deigned  to  give  to  any 
(Kie,  plied  very  lustily  the  iron  knocker,  and  his 
efforts  were  soon  rewarded  by  the  appearance 
of  the  lady.  Mrs.  Lovejoy  sprang  to  her  accus- 
tomed window ;  yes,  there  stood  the  widow,  her 
heart  in  a  fright,  and  her  head  in  curl-papers  ; 
her  cheek  pale,  but  her  chin  and  nose  speaking, 
in  their  rosy  hue,  of  an  intimate  acquaintance 
with  the  elixir  in  the  black  bottle.  Cautiously 
raising  the  window  about  an  inch,  she  asked, 
in  a  tremulous  voice  through  the  chink,  what 
they  wanted;  Sergeant  Sleek  answered  by 
e2 
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painting  his  em>id  at  the  door,  and  Mr.  Gripe, 
the  6ov-Street  runner,  agfun  nodded  his  head. 

"  I  can't  let  you  in,  gentlemen,"  said  the  agi- 
tated ttddow.    "  Go  away,  there's  dear  souls.'' 

"  Can't  let  us  in  1  but  you  must,  Mrs. 
Lovejoy ;"  cried  the  Sergeant.  "  There's  a 
traitor  in  your  house — you  know  the  penalty 
for  harbouring  traitors — prison,  Mrs.  Lovejoy, 
prison !" 

"  Ay,  something  worse  than  that,  I'm  think- 
ing,  my  good  woman — transportation .'"  growled 
Mr.  Gripe,  speaking  for  the  first  time ;  and 
again  he  commenced  plying  the  knocker,  until, 
roused  by  the  unusual  mtBd,  a  dozen  heads 
made  their  appearance  from  as  many  windows 
in  the  neighbouring  houses.  Mrs.  Lovejoy,  fear- 
ful now  that  the  door  would  be  battered  in, 
dared  no  longer  resist  the  demands  of  the  men. 

"  Now  look  you,  Mrs.  Lovejoy,"  said  Sleek  ; 
"  I  love  you  dearly,  and  it  makes  my  heart  ache 
thus  to  force  a  passage,  as  one  may  say^  with  the 
sward's  point,  into  your  house  ;  but  duty  to  my 
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king  and  country  must  supercede  all  other  con- 
siderations." 

"  And  who  sent  you  here,  gentlemen?  who 
do  you  search  fort" 

"  Why,  Mrs.  Lovejoy,  a  noble  lord  has  given 
me  information,  (never  mind  who  the  noble  lord 
is),  that  Pellew,  the  Revolutionist,  Papist,  and 
Rebel,  him  I've  been  hunting  after  these  three 
months,  lodges  again  in  your  house." 

"  This  here's  a  bad  business!"  observed  Mr. 
Gripe ;  "  if  the  Rebel  ain't  a-forthcoming. 
Ma'am,  I  fear  we  must  take  you  into  custody." 

"  Take  me  into  custody  V  gasped  Mrs,  Love- 
joy  ;  "  gentleiinen-^mercy ! — Nancy !  Nancy ! 
where  are  you  ?  I  shall  go  offf " 

But  the  little  setvant-of-all-work  not  being  in 
the  way  to  support  her  terrified  mistress,  Mrs. 
Lovejoy  was  unable  to  faint.  Sergeant  Sleek, 
however,  with  that  gallantry  in  which  members 
of  the  military  profession  are  said  to  be  rarely 
deficient,  extended  bis  arms  in  raadiness  to  re- 
ceive the  agitated  fail  one. 
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"  We  must  Bearcli  every  loom ;"  said  Mr. 
Gripe. 

"  And  every  box  and  cupboaid,  too,  I'm 
afraid;"  added  the  Sergeant;  "I  say  again, 
forgetting  all  piivate  friendships,  and  personal 
feelings,  we're  bound  to  serve  our  king  and 
country !" 

"  I  tell  you,  gentlemen,  Pellew  is  not  here. 
What  should  a  great  lord  know  about  my  bouse 
or  business!  I'm  a  poor  lone  widow,  who  injuies 
no  living  soul;  and  I  wouldn't  put  my  hand 
in  any  plot  or  conspiracy  to  be  made  Queen  of 
England!" 

"  Where  is  the  traitor  then  ?"  'demanded  the 
Seigeant. 

"  I  know  as  much  as  a  babe  unborn  ;  the  nian 
and  his  wife  lived  with  me  once,  but  now 
they're  no  more  to  me  than  Heathens,  or  the 
people  up  in  the  moon  I" 

"  It  won't  do.  Ma'am  ;"  sud  Sleek ;  and  Mr. 
Gripe,  in  confirmatioo  of  his  friend'a  opinion, 
shook  his  head. 
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The  men,  Without  delay,  commentied  their 
search;  they  [tfooeeded  through  every  apart- 
ment, raneacking  cupboarib,  oTertuming  tables, 
uid  peering  beneath  every  bed.  The  utahappy 
widow  followed  at  their  heels,  trembling,  expos- 
tulating, and  wringing  her  hands ;  and  when  the 
search  was  completed,  and  the  delinquent  Pellew 
could  not  be  found,  bo  exhausted  and  overcome 
was  Mrs.  Lovejoy  by  the  long  atraia  upon  her 
feeliugs,  that  she  did  absolutely  faint  away  ;  tbe 
little  servant-of-all-work  applied  the  usual  reme- 
dies of  burnt  feathers  and  cold  water ;  but  she 
only  effected  the  revival  of  her  mistress  to  see 
ber  &11  off  again  into  hysterics  doubly  strong. 
Tbe  only  thing  that  succeeded  at  length  in 
restoring  the  poor  woman,  was  the  departure  of 
the  men,  together  with  an  unusually  copious 
draught  from  the  black  bottle. 

In  addition  to  the  exertions  of  Sleek  and  his 
assistant,  efforts  were  made  to  capture  Pellew 
by  divers  other  parties.     It  was,  indeed,  tu- 
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inoared  that  some  plot  was  hatching  of  a  man 
than  ordinarily  desperate  nature,  and  in  wbicl 
the  President  of  the  society  of  the  late  Lud 
betb  Revolutionists  was  the  principle  actoi 
But  Pellew'8  hour  was  not  yet  come,  and  bi 
escaped  the  vindictive  malice  of  the  yoDii| 
Lord  Eltham,  as  fortunately  as  he  haffled  ibi 
unremitting  vigilance  of  Gripe,  Sleek,  and  othe 
officers. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

It  was  the  evening  preceding  the  important, 
and  long-meditated  movement  of  the  Revolu- 
tionists. Pellew  bad  not  disclosed  to  his  wife  the 
daring  undertaking  in  which  he  was  engaged; 
not  that  be  feared  she  would  betray  his  counsels; 
but  he  was  desirous  of  sparing  her  feelings  ;  he 
would  not  give  her  timid  spirit  unnecessary  agi- 
tation ;  yet  now  that  ihe  hour  was  drawing  near 
which  was  to  decide  bis  fate,  and,  as  be  imagined, 
die  destiny  of  the  Nation,  he  was  prompted  by 
an  irresistible  impulse  to  acquaint  Camilla  with 
what  was  about  to  transpire. 

"  Draw  neat,  dearest,"  he  said,  as   Camilla 
was  busjdng  herself  with  hei  accustomed  avo-' 
K  5 
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cations  in  their  little  rooms  ;  "  I  have  a  seat 
to  tell  you." 

Instantly  she  seated  herself  by  bis  side,  an 
was  all  attention.  He  looked  at  het  for  som 
moments  in  mlence.  Thought  was  busy  withi 
him.  What  would  be  her  sufferings,  what  woul 
become  of  her,  were  he  to  &11  ?  If  at  any  time  I 
had  wavered,  and  half  repented  of  his  desperal 
project,  it  was  now.  The  love  of  the  husben 
wrestled  with  the  bnaticism  of  the  Politiciai 
and  it  seemed  doubtful  which  would  prevail. 

"  Walter,"  exclaimed  Camilla,  in  a  tone  i 
surprise  and  alarm ;  "  it^y  these  grave  an 
troubled  looks  1  has  any  ntw  calamity  CUIe 
upon  us  V' 

"  No;  the  mlterable  Thompson  has  » 
discovered  our  hiding-place ;  the  Offloers  < 
JusUcG  have  not  yet  tracked  me,  whom  the 
bunt  as  a  wild  beast." 

"  What  then  ?  you  ore  agitated — .you  trem 
ble — Oh !  diBcover  to  me  the  secret  of  you 
uneasiness !". 
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'!  Can  you  be  firm  and  faithful?  nay,  I  daubt 
you  Dot — never,  never  can  I  queation  again  yout 
fidelity,  or  your  love ;  they  have  been  already 
tried  by  a  too  severe  ordeal  of  unkindoesB  asd 
wrong.  Camilla,  I  am  unworthy  of  you-^un- 
wdrthy  of  so  much  virtue*  so  much  affection." 

"  Appeal  not  to  the  past,  dear  Walter,"  said 
Camilla,  pressing  his  hand  on  wHch,  as  she 
stooped  forward,  tears  fell ;  "  let  us  think  of  the 
present,  and  of  a  brighter  future." 

"  A  brighter  future  7  yes,"  he  cried  with  ani- 
mation ;  "  it  will  be  a  brighter  future ;  there  is 
DOW  but  one  destiny  far  vi^  all  will  be  bright, 
or  eternally  dark." 

"  You  speak  in  enigmas." 

"  Camilla,  I  must  concdal  fiom  you  my  situa- 
tion no  longer ;  for  if  I  fail-^if  he  who  plasts  the 
tree  of  Freedom  should  be  stricken  by  the  light- 
ning from  the  baleful  clouds  of  Tyranny ;  if,  in 
a  word,  I  perish,  you  would  scarcely  forgive  me 
for  having  hidden  from  you  to  tbe  last  moment 
the  important  secret.    I  would  then  prepare  you 
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for  glorious  success,  or  terrible  defeat ;  for  exul- 
tation or  mourning." 

As  Pellew  spoke  with  a  kind  but  grave  earn- 
estness, Camilla  gazed  on  him  with  searching 
eyes ;  it  was  evident  she  did  not  fully  compre- 
hend what  his  words  were  intended  to  convey; 
yet  she  gathered  sufficient  from  them  to  excite  in 
her  bosom  the  deadliest  fears. 

"  Walter,  I  had  hoped  that  after  you  had 
written  so  much,  you  would  pause  at  last;  that 
you  would  not  rush  into  fresh  danger ;  and  that 
our  days  of  disquiet,  apprehension,  and  terror, 
were  nearly  at  an  end.'' 

"Books,  Camilla,  are  not  actions;  men  will 
not  take  courage  to  throw  off  the  yoke,  although 
they  may  be  convinced  of  its  weight.  The  Mem- 
bers even  of  our  Society  require  a  leader;  I  am 
frail  in  body,  and  more  suited  to  wield  the  pen 
than  the  sword ;  yet  the  little  ability  or  strength 
which  I  may  possess  shall  be  theirs." 

"  What  mean  vou  1"  half  shrieked  Camilla ; 
''  you  are  not  about  to  rise  in  arms!*' 
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"Yes;"  said  Peliew,  with  desperate  calm- 
ness, looking  full  into  the  face  of  bis  wife ;  "  A 
few  hoars  will  decide  my  &te ;  before  another 
sun  set,  your  husband  will  probably  occupy  a 
proud  station,  or  he  will  be  low  indeed." 

"  You  are  lost!"  cried  Camilla ;  "  there  is  no 
hope — oo  hope !  after  all  my  struggles,  sorrow, 
and  love,  I  shall  lose  you  at  last !" 

"  Despond  not;  triumph  will  crown  our  cause : 
even  if  I  fall,  tyrants  might  envy  my  doom  of 
glory,  and  you  will  be  handed  down  to  posterity 
as  the  wife  of  a  Martyr  Patriot !" 

"  You  mistake— they  will  call  me  the  wife  of 
a  rebel." 

"  Camilla  V' 

Pellew's  upbraiding  look  summoned  the  blood 
to  her  face ;  and  she  repented  instantly  of  the 
harsh  expression  she  bad  used. 

"  Forgive  me  I  I  meant  it  not ;  no,  you  have 
nothing  in  your  nature  characteristic  of  the  rebel ; 
I  know  yon  enter  upon  your  feariiil  task  actu- 
ated neither  by  ambition  nor  envy,  but  by  the 
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purest  love  for  your  fellow-creatures — Yon  are 
a  philanthropisti  Walter;  and  I  honour  jour  on* 
selfish  motivesi  and  do  justice  to  the  goodness  of 
your  heart ;  you  will  pardon  me,  then,  my  hasty 
word." 

"  My  poor  wife,  I  tell  you  I  will  never  be  an- 

* 

gry  with  you  again.  Oh !  we  must  part  now  in 
love,  and  with  all  our  warmest  feelings  about  us; 
we  may  meet  again  in  triumph,  or  we  may  see 
each  other  no  more." 

Camilla,  as  if  she  felt  his  last  words  prophetic, 
could  no  longer  resist  the  torrent  of  her  distress: 
she  clung  to  bira ;  she  called  upon  him  in  piteous 
accents  to  abandon  his  design  :  she  adjured  him 
by  the  love  he  professed  for  her,  not  thus  wan- 
tonly to  throw  away  his  life.  Pellew  heard  her, 
but  he  could  only  soothe  her  sobs,  and  kiss  away 
her  tears :  be  could  not  bend  from  his  purpose,  or 
yield  to  the  sighs  of  love  the  hope  of  regenerating 
his  country.  His  part  was  taken— he  must  go 
forward  with  the  high  aspirations  of  a  Sidney^  tbe 
uncompromising  spirit  of -a  Hampden ;  and  in  his 
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perverse  creed,  he  considered  that  the  greater  sa- 
crifice he  made  of  all  that  was  dear  and  near  un- 
to him,  the  more  worthy  were  the  offerings  he 
was  about  to  lay  upon  the  shrines  of  Patriotism 
and  Liberty,. 

"  Farewell,  my  gentle,  my  pure,  my  faithful 
one!  yet  I  cannot  tear  myself  from  you  without 
an  assurance  of  your  forgiveness,  without  your 
blessing." 

Camilla,  at  least,  could  not  deny  him  this ; 
and  aa  nothing  would  turn  him  now  from  bis  des- 
perate course,  she  strove  with  a  heart-rending 
struggle  to  submit. 

"  God  bless  you!"  she  cried,  "and  iftherebe 
sin  in  your  fearful  undertaking,  may  He  grant 
you  pardon ;  I  leave  you  to  His  protection,  and 
His  mercy !"  ' 

Another  wild  kiss;  another  passionate  em- 
brace— ^must  tfaey  be  his  last  t — and  Pellew  hur- 
ried away. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

Not  far  from  that  well-known  district,  in  the 
Eastern  part  of  the  Metropolis,  called  Aldgate, 
where  Israelites  abound,  and  the  plague  which 
preceded  the  great  fire  of  London  raged  with 
more  violence  than  in  any  other  quarter,  the  So- 
ciety of  the  "  Friends  of  the  Human  Race"  held 
its  secret  meetitigs.  Their  hall  of  debate  com' 
prised  what  formerly  had  been  the  pit,  orchestra, 
and  stage  of  a  small  theatre.  The  conspirators, 
for  such  indeed  had  the  members  become,  were 
now  assembled ;  the  outer  doors  were  barred,  and 
the  window-shutters  closed.  It  was  recommended 
that  deep  quietness  should  be  observed ;  and  if 
any  Member  was  desirous  of  addressing  the  As- 
sembly,  he  should  do  so  in  a  suppressed  tone  of 
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^mce.  Hour  aftei  hour  passed  away;  it  was 
DOW  three  in  the  monuDg;  yet  none  had  yielded 
to  Blumber,  or  even  drowsiness,  for  intense 
anxiety,  as  to  the  success  of  their  schemes,  had 
rendered  sleepless  every  eye.  Lights  were  kept 
burning,  and  Pellew  endeavoured  to  nmuse  the 
members,  and  sustain  their  courage,  by  speeches 
appealing  to  all  the  ordinary  springs  by  which 
Revolutions  are  set  in  motion;  and  when  he 
grew  exhausted,  he  instructed  the  Secretary  to 
read  certain  papers  which  he  had  drawn  up, 
detailing,  from  the  commencement,  an  account  of 
all  the  democratic  triumphs  which  had  attended 
the  popular  rising  in  Paris.  Nevertheless,  in 
spite  of  his  efforts,  many,  as  the  eventful  hour  of 
action  approached,  were  observed  to  tremble ; 
and  white  haggard  faces,  from  time  to  time, 
were  nused  from  the  benches  to  the  large  sky- 
light above  their  beads,  with  a  view  to  ascertain 
whether  morning  had  begun  to  dawn.  They 
were  precisely  in  that  state  of  anxiety  and  sus- 
pense, which  precedes  undertakings  pregnant 
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with  doubt  and  danger ;  ^d  it  was  the  mom 
beyond  all  others,  when  fear  is  apt  to  seizi 
the  mind.  Pellew,  with  no  little  alarm,  obsei 
this  disposition  gaining  ground;  and  itlai 
all  hia  energy  and  address  to  effect  a  react 
and  instil  into  the  hearts  of  such  as  wave 
courage  proportionate  to  the  demands  of 
occasion. 

He  caused  bundles  of  iron  pikes,  desif 
for  the  hands  oT  the  mob,  to  be  heaped  on 
table  ;  each  meniber  was  called  on  to  load 
pistol ;  and  then  he  had  recourse  to  oiorai 
fluence,  and  harangued  thetn  over  again.  F 
Aristogiton  of  Athens,  and  the  elder  Bru 
down  to  the  Mirabeaus,  the  Marals,  and 
Rohespierres  of  the  period,  he  cited  all 
worthies  whose  objects,  he  declared,*bad  bee 
break  the  yoke  of  despotism,  and  elevate  t 
species.  "  Shall  England  then,"  urged  Pell 
"  be  behind  other  Nations  ?  shall  no  man 
found  ready  to  rise  up,  and  stem  the  Tusl: 
torrent   of   oppression,    tyranny,    and    cni 
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Heaven  forbid!  the  hour  is  arriTed;  the  crisis 
is  at  hand :  let  U9  prove  to  the  world  that  this 
country  will  not  lag  behind  in  the  race  of 
philanthropy  and  glory !  let  us  be  the  first  to 
burst  the  chains  of  our  bondage,  and  lead  the 
way!  Think  not,  brothers,  though  in  this  Hall 
we  may  be  few  in  number,  we  have  no  friends 
elsewhere ;  the  hearts  of  the  people  are  with  us, 
aad  thousands  pant  to  join  our  cause.  Victory 
awaits  us.  Ay,  Republican  liberty,  like  a  giant 
refreshed  by  the  sleep  of  two  thousand  years, 
marches  forth  from  the  ruins  of  Athens,  and  of 
Rome,  and  raises  his  protecting  shield  over  the 
Nations  of  the  North ! — Brothers !  the  eyes  of 
the  Universe  are  on  .us !  If  we  fall,  our  memories 
will  be  had  in  reverence  by  future  generations ; 
but  we  ebatl  not  fall ;  the  hopes  of  the  good, 
the  wishes  of  the  majority,  ensure  our  success ; 
and  ere  another  day  goes  down,  from  the  heart 
of  London  shall  ascend  a  cry — an  exulting  shout ! 
slaves  will  have  burst  their  shackles ;  tbe  night 
of  slavery  and  degradation  will  have  ceased,  and 
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the  day,  the  long  cloudless  day  of  Equality 

■ 

happiness  begun !" 

^1   'l^^^^^^l 

So  spoke  the  deluded   Pellew;   and  so 

argued  all  those    who,  basing  their  hope 

human  advancement,    and    ibeir   notions 

happy  and  free  state  of  things,  on  a  found 

1  ll^^^l 

essenlially  false,  have  commenced  in  error,  ru 

on  in  blindness,  and  ended  in  ruin  and  woe, 

The   warmth    of  the   Orator,  however, 

communicated  to  his  hearers;    the  bold 

conGnned,  and  even  the  pusillanimous  see 

ll^l 

to  waver  no  longer.     They  would  have  shou 

but  pruHence  forbade  such  a  demonsttatio 

Hi^l 

their  excited  feelings;    but  as   the   banne 

^H'jil^^^l 

Liberty  and  Equality  was  raised  at  the  he 

^1  I^^B 

the  Hall,  each  man   parsed  beneath  its  sa 

^I'ilH 

■ 

shade,   and  then  kneeling  before  the   bus 

^I'iil 

■ 

Aristogiton,  and  Brutus,  they  swore  invio 

^■'ilH 

■ 

fidelity  to  the  cause  they  had  espoused. 

^K^l 

■ 

the  morning  beam  glimmered  at  last  througl 

^Bii'iH 

■ 

sky-liglit  of  the  Hall,  and  the  President,  rin 

hts  bell,  issued  his  final  orders.     We  shal 
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enter  into  a  detail  of  the  Revolutionary  Leader's 
arrangements,  merely  mentioning  such  as  were 
referred  to  in  the  concluding  portion  of  his 
address.  AfUr,  as  he  confidently  hoped,  three 
fourths  of  the  population  had  joined  them,  they 
were  to  destroy  certain  houses  where  parties 
resided  most  inimical  to  public  liberty;  the 
obnoxious  persons  mentioned  included  Pitt, 
fiurke,  and  the  Duchess  of  Gordon  ;  but  Fox, 
who  had  defended  the  cause  of  Gallic  freedom 
through  all  its  stages,  was  to  be  held  in  especial 
regard  and  honour.  The  houses  of  Parliament 
were  not  to  be  set  fire  to,  or  otherwise  injured, 
for  there  the  great  English  National  Assembly, 
when  couvoked,  would  hold  its  deliberations. 
The  last  decisive  act,  and  which  would  place 
the  capital  entirely  in  iheir  hands,  was  the  cap- 
ture of  the  Tower :  would  a  few  soldiers  defend 
the  place  against  a  million  people?  it  was  not 
probable ;  yes,  the  proud  fortification  of  England's 
kings  would  be  theirs ;  and,  from  the  summit  of 
the  central   tower,   that   very   flag  now  before 
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their  eyes,  should  display  its  motlo  of"  Lit 
and  Equalily"  to  revolutionized  London! 

Up  rose  the  members  as  the  President  cea 
each  man  threw  over  his  shoulders  a  light 
cloak,  for  they  had  assumed  for  the_  occasic 
uniformity  in  their  costume,  A  small  dra 
of  strong  waters,  Just  sufBcient  to  elevate 
spirits,  was  allowed  to  each,  and  then  they  I 
to  form  their  line  of  march. 

It  was  precisely  nine  o'clock  when  the 
doors  of  the  Hali  were  unbarred,  and  tli 
boldly  open.  First  advanced  the  great  pat 
standard,  with  its  motlo  before  alluded  to 
BO  ponderous  it  was,  that  six  men  were  req 
to  support  the  siafT;  next,  headed  by  their 
sident  Pellew,  came  the  more  distingu 
members  of  the  society,  walking  three  ab 
a  copy  of  "  The  Rights  of  Man"  being  ca 
like  a  sacred  relic,  on  a  velvet  cushion, 
way  down  the  line  were  several  trumpeters 
from  time  to  time  were  to  sound  their  ii 
menis — music  for  the  rallying  of  patriots 
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paean  of  exulting  liberty!  Members,  the  last  en- 
rolled, and  therefore  the  least  honoured,  closed 
the  rear,  carrying  pikes  under  their  cloaks,  for 
the  purpose  of  distributing  these  favourite  wea- 
pons among  the  heroes  that  compose  an  English 
mob. 

It  so  happens  that  Historians  slightingly  pass 
over  this  extraordinary  procession  of  revolution- 
ary fanatics;  perhaps  they  consider  the  whole 
aSair  beneath  their  notice;  but  we  have,  on  this 
very  account,  the  greater  reason  to  be  circum- 
stantial in  our  detail.  Neverthelera,  if  the 
Reader  will  trouble  himself  to  search  the  (iles  of 
the  newspapers  of  the  day,  which  notice  a  masB 
of  important  events,  not  one  half  of  which  can 
possibly  be  compressed  into  a  National  History, 
he  will  find  some  account  of  the  rebel  meeting 
which  we  are  now  describing. 

We  have  said  it  was  nine  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing ;  consequently,  thousands  were  abroad  in  the 
streets.  The  unexpected  sight — the  extraordi- 
nary exhibition  of  a  long  line  of  men,  all  arrayed 
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in  grey  cloaks,  with  the  ominous  banner  and 
sounding  trumpets,  come  they  knew  not  whencCi 
and  going  they  knew  not  whither,  astonished  and 
startled  the  peaceful  settlers  of  Aldgate,  and  the 
plodding  Israelites  of  WhitechapeL  Indeed,  far 
from  feeling  an  inclination  to  join  them,  a  panic 
seized  on  all  those  who  gazed  on  the  patriots. 

Pellew  soon  became  aware  of  the  feeling  which 
his  followers  seemed  to  excite,  and  a  more  dis- 
astrous one  for  his  cause  could  not  have  been  pro- 
duced. Now  were  his  tact  and  talent  to  be  ex- 
ercised— now  must  he  gain  the  people  on  whom 
every  thing  depended,  or  all  would  be  lost.  He 
gave  the  order  to  halt,  and  they  drew  up  in  front 
of  Aldgate  Church.  The  trumpets  sounded;  his 
men  lifted  high  the  banner  of  Freedom,  and  step- 
ping forwards  beneath  its  waving  folds,  Pellew 
began  an  impassioned  harangue.  To  do  him  jus- 
tice, we  must  say,  that  he  was  never  more  elo- 
quent; he  felt  how  all  important  was  the  im- 
pression he  should  make,  and  exerted  himself 
accordingly.    People,  by  degrees,  gathered  to 
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hear  the  fiery  orator ;  and  struck  by  the  bold 
ststementa  he  made,  some  applauded,  but  more, 
alas  1   "  groaned"  a  dissent  from  his  views. 

"  Come  with  us !"  he  concluded,  "  march  with 
us!  and  we  will  ehow  Europe  that  Englishmen 
ate  worthy  of  the  glorious  land  which  they  pos- 
sess. Let  each  man  cry — I  am  free !  I  came 
into  the  world  lo  '  live,'  not  to  '  starve.'  March 
with  us,  friends  and  brothers!  and  victory  will 
be  ours !" 

Tben  the  five  hundred  Patriots  shouted ;  the 
truinpets  again  sent  forth  their  stirring  silver 
notes,  and  the  procession  moved  forwards. 

^^here  were  the  thousands  who,  Pellew  con- 
fidently expected,  would  rally  around  their  stand* 
ard  ?  Hia  eloquence  had  not  been  addressed  to 
susceptible  fiery-soulled  Frenchmen ;  the  dispo* 
sition  of  the  Englishman  is  ^low,  and  difficult  to 
be  roused ;  be  is  generally  anxious  to  retain  what 
be  possesses,  and  dreads  innovation;  consequent- 
ly be  is  the  worst  rioter,  and  revolutionist  in  the 
world.    Happy  Islander!  thrice  fortunate  and 
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blest  he  is  in  these  characteristics.  Tbe  oalr 
accession  of  force  to  Pellew's  party  consisted  in 
a  few  idle  paupers ;  a  dozen  or  two  of  shouting 
boys,  and  some  butchers  from  the  shambles  of 
Whitechapel.  Such  was  the  body  of  men 
that  was  to  take  the  King  and  his  Ministers  into 
custody,  storm  the  Tower,  and  revolutionize 
England! 

Yet  Pellew,  the  enthusiast,  the  deluded, 
pressed  forwards,  undismayed ;  when  they  reach- 
ed the  East  India  House  another  harangue  was 
determined  on;  and  thus  much  valuable  time 
was  lost.  Their  march  to  the  West  of  London 
lay  through  the  heart  of  the  City,  yet  before  they 
had  approached theaugustresidenceof  the  Munici- 
pal  King^  the  far-famed  Mansion-House,  it  was 
noon-day.  Tidings  of  the  movements  of  the  Re- 
volutionists had,  as  a  matter  of  course,  circu- 
lated, and  the  authorities  had  thought  it  expedient 
to  call  out  the  City  Artillery  corps;  Captain 
TomkinS's  Volunteers,  also,  were  on  the  alert, 
and  with  that  celebrated  commander  at  their 
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head,  Terebastening  to  the  Bcene  of  action.  All 
this  Pellew  must  have  anticipated,  but  he  had 
hoped,  by  ao  overwhelming  mullitude,  to  have 
borne  down  every  thing  before  him. 

The  riot-act  was  read.  Thesoldicrs  threw  them- 
selves across  Cornhill  and  Lombard-Street,  ef- 
fectually barring  the  advance  of  the  insurgents 
in  that  direction.  The  exulting  Tomkins  and 
Sieek  were  for  chai^ng  the  rebels  at  once,  and 
slaughtermg  them  all  on  the  spot;  but  their 
merciless  wishes  were  ovemiled  by  the  more 
humane  Colonel  of  the  Artillery  corps. 

When  the  Patriots  became  aware  of  their  des- 
perate situation,  their  spirit  and  hardihood,  ex* 
cept  in  the  case  of  a  few  individoala,  entirely 
forsook  them.  Revolutions  in  theory  are  br 
more  pleasant  things  than  revolutions  in  reality ; 
and  it  is  easier  to  dream  of  overturning  thnows, 
than  with  actual  fire  and  sword  to  destroy  one 
peasant's  hut 

An  instinctive  huddling  tf^ether  of  the  hte 
daring  band — a  wbiqiering  of  one  to  the  other — 
L  3 
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all  betrayed  that  they  had  lost  confidence,  and 
with  confidence  had  abandoned  hope.  Instead 
of  the  cerule  chairs  of  future  senators,  a  prison 
was  before  their  eyes ;  and  some  even  already 
flew,  on  the  wings  of  reluctant  fancy,  to  the  far- 
off  shores  of  the  penal  settlement  at  Botany-Bay. 
Pellew,  with  the  rashness  of  despair,  would 
hare  forced  a  passage  through  the  soldiers ;  but 
none  of  his  followers  were  inclined  to  support 
him  in  the  attempt  They  refused  even  to  fire 
their  pistols,  or  shoulder  their  pikes,  rightly  con- 
cluding that  such  a  course  would  only  bring 
upon  them  a  heavier  degree  of  punishment.  He 
beseeched  them,  reminded  them  of  their  oaths ; 
he  threatened ;  he  prayed ;  to  no  purpose ;  and 
when  Tomkins  and  Sleek,  their  patience  being 
exhausted,  actually  fired  their  pistols,  stating,  in 
extenuation  of  their  conduct,  that  several  of  the 
rebels  had  attacked  them ;  a  sudden  panic  seized 
the  whole  brotherhood :  the  members  in  the  rear 
dropped  their  pikes ;  the  great  Standard  of  Li- 
berty was  hurled  to  the  ground,  and  the  book  of 
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"  The  Rights  of  Man,"  was  flung  into  the  mud. 
Jt  was  tauve  qui  pent;  each  turned  from  his 
station,  and  took  to  hia  heels ;  a  few  were  cap- 
tured, the  greatei  number  escaped .  and  many  a 
philosopher  afterwards  rejoiced  to  his  dying  day 
that,  like  the  Roman  sage  and  poet,  Horace,  who, 
stricken  with  terror,  cast  down  his  arms  at  Phi- 
lippi,  he  had  failed  to  act  the  hero,  and  fled  the 
field. 

But  one  disdained  to  Ibllow  the  example  of  his 
timid  companions^ — one  stood  unshaken — we 
need  not  say  it  was  Pellew.  Violent,  yet  mag- 
nanimous, enthusiastic  yet  sincere,  he  may 
awaken  our  sorrow,  but  he  cannot  excite  our 
contempt.  The  die  had  been  thrown ;  it  had 
turned  up  against  him;  he  wished  to  have  res- 
cued the  people,  but  they  refused  to  be  saved ; 
he  would  have  removed  what  he  considered  a 
Nation's  wrongs,  but  the  burden  and  the  weight 
had  now  recoiled  upon  himself,  and  they  would 
crush  him;  let  ihem — he  had  nothing  now  to 
hope — nothing  to  dread ;  the  very  love  of  life 
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had  expired  with  the  cause  he  had  espoused. 
No,  a  revulsion  of  feeling  suddenly  took  place  in 
his  heart — the  sympathies  of  human  nature  re- 
turned upon  him ;  he  would  live — ^for  his  wife ! 

'•  Yield,  miscreant !"  cried  an  officer,  spring- 
ing forward,  and  holding  his  sword  at  Pellew's 
breast :  '*  In  the  name  of  the  King  I  call  upon 
you  to  yield !" 

Pellew  recognised  the  bully.  Captain  Tom- 
kins,  and  a  few  yards  behind  him  appeared 
Sleek,  who  had  also  drawn  his  sword ;  the  latter 
spoke  aloud,  "  Why,  Captain,  as  I  live,  it  is 
he !  the  terrible  rebel  we've  been  so  long  hunting 
after." 

"  Unhand  me,  fellow !"  exclaimed  Pellew, 
addressing  Tomkins ;  '*  this  is  the  second  time 
you  have  crossed  my  path.  What  prevents  me 
now  from  blowing  your  brains  out?*' 

As  he  spoke  he  drew  his  pistol  from  beneath 
bis  cloak,  and  presented  it  at  the  Captain  of  Vo- 
lunteers; Uie  valiant  Tomkins,  dreaming  not 
that  the  leader  of  Uie  rebels  had  such  a  deadly 
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weapon  about  his  person,  shrank  back ;  Sergeant 
Sleek,  also,  abaerving  the  implement  of  death, 
sprang  on  one  side,  crying  out  at  the  same  time, 
"  Sabre  him.  Captain !  cuthimdown!  orhewill 
commit  murder !" 

"  Fear  not,  toel  of  Tyrant*  t"  said  Pellew, 
"  you  are  beneath  my  vengeance.  I  only  make 
war  on  your  masters," 

He  flung  the  pistol  from  him  as  useless  novr, 
and  while  he  stood  wrt^t  apparently  in  bitter 
thought,  sther  soldiers  approached,  and  the  next 
mioute  Pellew  was  a  prisonei. 

As  they  led  him  through  the  street,  he  started 
at  seeing  his  old  enemy,  Thampsttn,  at  his  side; 
the  officers  around  paid  tliat  person  great  defer- 
ence; the  lattet  circumstance  exeited  Pellew's 
cuiioBity  in  an  extiaocdioary  degree:  he  was 
indeed  moved  and  surprised :  and  as  he  stared 
on  the  man  who  had  so  long  and  so  bitterly  pet- 
sacuted  him,  the  counterFeit  Thompson  drew 
close  to  him,  and  whispered  in  his  ear—"  I 
have  my  revenge  at  last,  I  am  Lord  Sltham !'' 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

Among  the  first  of  his  female  acquaintances  to 
whom  Sleek  communicated  the  important  tidings 
of  Pellew's  capture,  was  Mrs.  Lovejoy.  Ceas- 
ing to  render  himself  an  object  of  terror  to  that 
worthy  lady,  the  Sergeant  had  recently  used 
very  strenuous  exertions  to  win  her  favour;  be 
had  softened  his  martial  frown ;  and  instead  of 
lajring  his  hand,  as  he  had  so  frequently  been 
wont  to  do,  on  the  hilt  of  his  long  sword,  be 
would  place  the  same  member,  with  a  languish- 
ing  air,  on  his  left  breast  What  the  military 
gentleman's  motive  might  have  been,  by  behavi- 
our which  formed  so  striking  a  contrast  with  his 
usually  stem  and  ferocious  deportment,  was  best 
known  to  himself. 
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"  Well,  Mrs.  Lovejoy,  I  have  news  indeed 
that  cannot  fail  (o  put  you  in  spirits,  and  rejoice 
yeur  heart ,"  exclaimed  the  little  Sergeant,  bust- 
ling tfaroiigb  the  passage  of  the  house,  and  truck- 
ling his  rotund  military  figure  into  the  pailour. 
"  Allow  me.  Ma'am,  to  place  my  sword — for  I 
have  broken  my  belt — on  the  ground ;  I  know 
you  don't  like  the  sight  of  this  deadly  but  indis- 
pensable weapon." 

"  Northern  swords  so  shake  my  nerves :  I 
can't  help  it,  but  I  faint  a'most  whenever  1  see 
a  blood-thirsty  sword." 

"  Thank  you,  I  caonot  diiak  a  drop  now  :  let 
me  6rBt  unbosom  myself.  Mrs.  Lovejoy,  Ma'am, 
we've  captured  him !" 

"  Captured  who,  Sergeant  Sleek  1  you  fright- 
en me." 

"  Why  him,  to  be  sure,  for  w^ose  body  so 
often  we  searched  your  house — the  infamous 
Papi8t,Revolutionist,and  rebel — Waiter  Pellew." 

"  Well,  I  never!  to  be  sure!  I  am  glad  of 
that.  Mister  Sleek.    How  you  did  make  me 
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tremble  when  you  and  your  friends  used  to  be 
looking  for  that  monster  through  my  rooms." 

^*  Ah!  dear  Mrs.  Lovejoy,  my  heart,  believe 
me,  bled  at  every  pore  when  I  caused  you  such 
uneasiness :  but  duty,  you  know,  duty  to  one's 
King  and  Country  is  the  first  of  all  obligations : 
duty  is  a  beautiful  thing,  Mrs.  Lovejoy/' 

"  It  is ;"  sighed  the  widow,  filling  a  glass 
from  the  favourite  black  bottle,  and  which  the 
military  gentleman,  having  now  "  unbosomed" 
himself,  did  not  scruple  to  take  ;  he  raised  the 
glass  before  his  half-shut  eye,  as  if  to  examine 
the  quality  of  its  contents  in  the  light;  then, 
with  a  grave  shake  of  the  head,  and  another  as- 
severation that  ''  duty  was  a  beautiful  thing,' 
he  quaffed  the  liquor  off. 

"  Who  succeeded  in  arresting  the  terrible 
man  1"  aske4  Mrs.  Lovejoy. 

"  Why,  myself,  to  be  sure ;"  said  the  Ser- 
geant, stoutly,  elevating  his  head,  till  his  queue 
lay  flat  between  his  two  shoulders. 

"  You,  by  yourself,  Mr.  Sleek  V' 
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"  Certainly — that  is.  Captain  Tomlune  helped 
me  a  little ;  the  fellow  had  at  least  a  thousand 
rebels  at  hb  heda,  all  thirsting  for  the  blood  of 
the  honest  cititens ;  bat,  of  course,  we  military 
mCD  are  nerer  intimidated  by  numbers — that 
woold  nerer  do :  no,  no;  we  rush  right  on,  whe- 
ther the  enemy  be  weak  or  strong;  and  there's 
no  resisting,  as  the  French  know  to  their  cost,  a 
Iborovighly  drilled,  stout-hearted,  valiant  English 
'Soldier.  Welt,  this  is  delictous,  Ma'am — may  I 
trouble  you  for  another  glass  ?" 

Sleek,  if  the  truth  is  to  be  told,  indepetidtiiitly 
of  his  natural  love  of  strong  waters,  had  a  co- 
gent reason  for  attacking  so  frequently  the  con- 
tents of  the  magical  bottle;  he  hoped  by  such 
copious  potations  to  elevate  bis  spirit,  so  that  he 
might,  by  "  screwing  his  courage  up,"  be  «na- 
bled  to  make  a  rush  upon  the  fortress,  which  for 
-some  time  he  bad  resolved  upon  storming;  and 
Mrs.  Lovejoy's  present  very  amiable  mood  gave 
trim  hopes  that,  by  a  litde  judicious  cannonading, 
the  bulwarks,  bastions,  and  other  defences  of  her 
faeait,  ought  be  carried. 


THE  EVENTFUL  EPOCH  ; 


Th«  delieately-nerred  widow  was,  as  may 
supposed,  greatly  shocked  at  this  convincing,  I 
rather  extraordinary  display  of  affection  on  t 
part  of  her  admirer,  and  she  called  upon  t 
gallsnl  soldier  to  desist  in  his  intention;  1 
Sleek,  minus,  at  least,  his  cravat,  coat,  t 
waistcoat,  had  fallen  on  his  knees,  and  w 
upraised  ^es,  bis  hand  still  pressed  to  his  bet 
and  his  long  pigtail  sympathising  with  evi 
shake  and  quiver  of  hia  agitated  body,  the  her 
man  proffered  his  lowly  prayer.  Hard-bearl 
and  coquettish  Mrs.Lovejoy  laughed  provoking 
and  walked  about  the  room,  tossing  her  he 
and  exbibiting  divers  other  pretty,  taotalisi 
and  killing  airs.  Proud,  in  reality,  of  havinj 
man  at  ber  feet  who  had  rendered  himself 
conspicuous  in  his  military  profession,  and  v/h 
late  capture  of  Pellew  had  covered  him,  a; 
were,  with  glory,  the  widow  was  resolved 
make  the  most  of  hei  ccmquest ;  she  theref 
quietly  adjosted  the  rose  on  her  bosom,  t 
appearing  (o  take  no  notice  of  the  wild  entreat 
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of  the  enamouied  Sleek,  began  to  talk  on  ordi- 
nary subjects. 

"  Nay,  hear  me !"  cried  the  Sergeant ;  "  until 
I  receive  my  doom  either  of  misery  or  happi- 
ness, never  will  I  rise.  Humiliating  indeed  this 
posture  is  for  a  soldier,  yet  it  only  makes  your 
triumph  the  greater.  Think  not  I  am  swayed 
by  interested  motives!"  his  eyes  involuntarily 
glanced  towards  the  well-stored  cupboard, 
tbe  neat  mahogany  tables,  and  chintz-covered 
chairs — "  Oh!  no;  I'm  a  man  of  some  sub- 
stance." 

"  What  does  that  substance  consist  of,  Mr. 
Sleek  1 — ^yourself,  your  sword,  and  thick  boots 
— eh  ?  I  believe  that's  all,  for  you've  no  cash." 
"  Yes,  but  1  shall  have  cash  though,  and  a 
good  round  sum,  for  tbe  capture  of  the  rebel 
Pellew.  I  know  the  Government  will  be  very 
liberal  to  me ;  bless  you  !  me  and  Pitt  are  quite 
friends — very  thick  indeed." 

"It  won't  do;"  said  the  widow  laughing  i 
"  get  up,  there's  a  good  man." 
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"  Neverl  your  cruelty  will  make  a  male 
Niobe." 

"A  male  whatt  Mr.  Sleek:"  cried  Mrs. 
Lovejoy,  holding  her  head  od  one  side,  and 
looking  extremely  puzzled. 

"  She  who  in  classic  books^  as  I  read  at  school, 
broke  her  heart,  and  wept  herself  into  sUme." 

"  Well,  you  are  learned,  I  declare ;  but  I 
don't  thick  I  much  like  scholars,  they're  sofidgetty 
and  odd  in  theit  ways:  so,  you  see  we're  not 
suited,  Mr.  Sleek,  and  must  not  think  of  being 
man  and  wife." 

TheSergeantwasnow  fast  working  into  a  freniy 
of  love  and  desperation;  and  he  was  casting 
about  him  for  some  plan  for  subduing  the  obdu- 
rate heart  of  his  inamorata :  he  wiped  the  pers- 
piration from  his  forehead,  and  nervously 
tweaked  his  pigtail,  until  the  powder  flew  around. 
Suddenly  he  stretched  out  bis  arm,  and  seized 
his  sword. 

"  Bnitus  stabbed  himself,  and  so  did  Cato;" 
observed  Sergeant  Sleek. 
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"  Oh !  you  are  »t  your  leaiDiDg  again !'" 

"  Tbey  bad  less  reason  for  depriving  them- 
selves  of  the  life  whicb  Heaven  gave  them,  than 
I ;"  the  naked  blade  suddenly  flashed  into  the 
air,  and  the  widow  started  backward  with  a 
slight  scream. 

"  Now,  Mrs.  Lovejoy,"  cried  Sleek,  "  human 
nature  can  stand  this  agony  no  longer.  Unless 
you  consent  to  be  mine,  I  bathe  this  parlour  with 
my  blood — I  sink  at  your  feet  a  slaughtered, 
lifeless  corpse !" 

The  sensitive  lady  was  in  a  state  of  terrible 
agitation,  for  the  Sergeant,  in  his  shirt-sleeves, 
still  on  bis  knees,  and  the  bright  sword  pointed 
at  his  own  breast,  formed  quite  a  tragic  picture. 
The  scene  was  more  than  even  her  coquetry 
could  brave  out ;  and  amidst  tears,  and  hysterical 
sobs,  she  cried  aloud  that  the  heroic  self-sacri- 
ficing roan  should  be  her  husband ! 

The  next  minute.  Sleek  sprang  from  the  floor, 
and  Mrs.  Lovejoy  opening  her  rosy  arms,  the 
enraptured  soldier  rushed  into  them ! 


THE  KVENTFtn.  BPOCffl; 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

Cuvb  was  greatly  affected  when  he  liean 
the  fate  of  Pellew,  now  in  the  hands  of  Just 
but  his  thaughts,  at  the  same  Ume,  reverte 
the  -melancholy  situation  of  Camilla,  w1 
attachment  to  her  husband  he  knew  to  bi 
so  strong  and  enthusiastic  a  nature.  Where 
resided  he  was  profoundly  ignorant,  for  the  v 
ward  man  had  persevered  in  his  system  of  seer 
holding  aloof  eren  from  one  who,  he  could 
suppose,  would  be  induced  to  betray  him.  A 
ious  to  see,  if  possible,  his  unfortunate  fot 
brother,  Olive  proceeded  to  the  prison  when 
was  incarcerated  for  the  night.  On  ma] 
inquiries  at  the  door  of  the  gaol  in  Gilts; 
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Street,  he  was  informed  that  no  interview  could 
be  allowed ;  the  only  opportunity  of  seeing  him 
would  be  in  the  opeo  Court  on  the  following  day, 
when  he  would  be  examined  by  the  Magistrates. 
Clive  was  in  the  act  of  turning  away  from  the 
prison,  but  exclamations  uttered  by  some  person 
at  a  short  distance  from  him,  arrested  his  atten- 
tion; it  was  dusk,  and  several  individuals  were 
grouped  near  the  door : 

"  Now,  young  woman,  'tis  of  no  use,  J  tell 
you ;  neither  bis  wife,  sister,  nor  mother,  can 
talk  to  theprisoner  to-night;  so  you  had  better 
at  once  go,  and  make  no  more  words  about  it" 

A  voice,  half  choked  by  sobs,  seemed  still  to 
be  entreating,  or  expostulating  with  the  man 
who  was  one  of  the  porters  of  the  prison.  None, 
however,  were  moved  by  the  Eemale's  tears ;  for 
distress  of  the  most  agoniRing  kind  is  so  frequently 
beheld  in  the  precincts  of  a  gaol,  that  its  exhi- 
bition seems  to  be  a  thing  expected— an  every- 
day kind  of  spectacle,  which  people  witness  with 
one  feeling   uppermost  in  their  bosoms — '  the 
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lelotis  inside  are  not  worth  grieving  for; 
have  brought  their  doom  on  tfaeii  owb  heads 

The  porter,  from  rough  expressions,  w« 
ginning  to  have  recourse  to  rough  mean! 
expelling  the  weeping  applicant  from  his  | 
when  Clive,  approaching,  took  her  by  the. 
and  led  her  gently  away. 

"  Thank  Heaven!  is  it  you,  Jfc,  Cli' 
cried  Camilla,  her  pale  face  turned  towards 
bathed  wiih  tears  ;  "  I  shall  then  have  a  frie) 
you  will  lake  me  to  my  husband." 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Pellew,  I  fear  that  wi 
impossible ;  I  came  myseir  to  see  him,  bat 
been  endeavouring  in  vain  (o  gaio  admission 

"  Have  you  ?— then  I  thank  you,  I  blesi 
for  your  goodness  !  you  have  not  forgotten  1 
you  stilt  take  an  interest  in  his  fate — 01 
thought  he  had  no  friend  now  but  me  in  the 
world !" 

These  words  wert?  poured  forth  with  a  wa 
of  gratitude  that  touched  Clive  s  heart. 

"  Be  advised  by  me,  Mrs.  I'ellew,  and  n 
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to  your  hoine.  We  can  do  nothings  to-nigbt;  we 
shall  not  benefit  your  husband's  cause  by  tarry- 
ing here.* 

"  You  Bpeak  the  truth,  no  doubt,  Mr.  Clive  ; 
and  yet  I  cannot  tear  myself  from  this  spot — [ 
would  reniiun  if  only  to  hn  near  the  place  where 
he  is  confined." 

Clive  combatted  her  resolution,  and  at  length 
prevailed  on  the  disconsolate  wife  to  quit  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  prison.  He  walked  with  hei 
towards  her  home,  and  she  suffered  him ;  for  her 
husband's  injunctions,  with  regard  to  secrecy, 
could  avail  nothing  now.  It  any  one  possessed 
the  power  to  aid  him  in  his  present  lamentable 
situation,  Clive,  she  knew,  was  ready  to  render 
that  assistance ;  to  him,  therefore,  she  looked  for 
hope,  and  no  wonder  that  she  clung  to  his  arm 
with  the  pure  but  fond  feelings  of  a  sister.  As 
they  proceeded,  he  endeavoured  to  cheer  her 
spirits  by  an  assurance  that  counsel  of  the  first 
ability  should  be  engaged  on  her  husband's 
behalf;    some  of  the  late  Revolutionists,  it  was 
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true,  had  been  condemned  and  trauported,  1 
others  had  been  acquitted.*  PeUew's  ofla 
was  not  unpardonable,  for  no  blood  had  bt 
shed ;  and  on  this  last  point,  Clive,  as  peihi 
he  was  justified  in  doing,  laid  conaidera 
8tre»s. 

They  reached  the  obscure  house  in  Drury-L 
where  Camilla  resided  ;  and  Clive  assuring 
that  he  should  lose  no  opportunity  of  watch 
events  in  connection  with  the  proceedings  aga 
her  husband,  they  parted  for  the  night. 

And  Camilla  entered  her  little  room — al<Ki 

alone — there  was  his  vacant  chair,   and  tl 

was  his  desk,  with  his  writing  materials — wc 

he  ever  use  them  again  t  And  she  must  si 

solitude  here,  and  think  till  thought  grows  m 

ness — think   of  the  fair   hopes   which  he 

blighted,  and  what  a  world  of  love  and  happin 

he  has  exchanged  for  a  frenzied  dream  tha' 

•  Uuir,  tha  Ke*.  Fjike  F>lni«r,  uid  Hu^uou,  man  U 
pofled  about  this  time,  far  14  and  7  jtein.  The  eelebi 
trial  or  Hud;,  Adam*.  Thtiwtil,  Home  Tooke,  ud  otha 
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dissolved — for  a  bubble  that  has  burst.  She 
^ank  down,  and  covered  her  Face  with  her  hands, 
as  if  by  that  action  she  would  shut  out  reflection, 
and  strive  only — to  weep ;  but  remembrances 
of  the  past,  and  more  painful  anticipations  of  the 
future,  continued  to  hauot  her,  till  she  groaned 
and  rocked  herself  in  her  chair,  in  an  anguish  too 
poignant  for  the  spirit  to  support. 

And  could  the  wife  slumber  a>one,  while  he, 
on  whose  bosom  she  had  been  wont  to  rest,  lay 
in  a  noisome  cell  7  no,  that  pillow  would  fail  to 
give  repose  to  her  aching  temples — that  bed  would 
be  turned  to  thorns.  The  night  was  dark — what 
tvas  that  to  her?  there  was  danger  abroad — for 
herself  what  had  she  now  to  dread  1  To  be  near, 
though  she  could  not  behold  him — to  pace  up  and 
down  in  front  of  the  prison,  and  know  that  only 
a  wall  divided  them !  oh,  better  there,  than  in 
this  still  room,  where  all  was  thought  and 
agony. 

And  Camilla  stole  noiselessly  from  the  house, 
and    hurried  back   through  the    streets,  to  the 
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gloomy  gaol  which  contained  within  itswi 
that  made  life  precious  to  her :  and  there 
the  pavement  deserted  now,  for  cotniiMni  s 
had  crept  away  to  sleep — she  paced  boui 
hour.  She  lived  for  another ;  she  had  no 
ence  of  her  own  apart  from  him:  bucIi 
Camilla's  love ;  and  praying,  and  hoping 
weeping,  still  she  wandered  on,  no  he 
sympathise  with  her  distress,  no  eye  to  pii 
but  Heaven. 


r 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

"  One  inonaeot,  Hector,  grant  roe  one  moment's 
private  conversation!  I  have  that  to  say  to  you 
which  may  affect  in  the  highest  degree  the  des- 
tiny of  our  family.* 

The  young  lord  iras  booted  and  spurred,  being 
about  to  ride  some  ten  miles  from  town,  for  the 
parpose  of  inspecting  a  pack  of  bounds  which  he 
intended  to  purchase ;  for,  among  other  freaks 
and  fancies  to  which  his  new  position  gave 
birth,  he  bad  resolved  on  becoming  a  hunter. 
With  an  air  of  extreme  impatience,  he  followed 
his  mother  into  the  Library. 

"  So,  what  new  lecture  is  it  now  ?  quick, 
for  I've  no  time  to  spare." 

"  My  dear  son,  I  well  know  your  readiness  at 

VOL   II.  M 
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all  times  to  attend  to  the  advice  of  your  ma 
whose  highest  object  in  life  is  your  wel: 

therefore " 

Something  like  an  oath  fell  &om  the  li] 
the  young  man,  the  effect  of  which  was  t 
short  Lady  Eltham's  intended  harangue. 

"  Well,  Hector,  I  will  not  detain  you  by 
needless  remarks ;  I  will  not  say  how  gne< 
am  that  you  contemplate  engaging  in  the 
geious  sport  of  bunting ;  my  object  is  to  im] 
upon  you  the  iact,  that  in  you  alone  all  the  b 
andbtmouTsofourfamityarecentered.  Tou 
is  of  paramount  importance — that  thrown  a 
and  the  splendid  estates,  all,  go  to  our  w 
I  enemy." 

■'f\'  "Oh!  I  don't  intend  to  die — you  sei 

"J"'  {  alarm  yourselE" 

^H  ■  "  There  is  one  step  which  it  will  be  incair 

OD  you  speedily  to  take ;    and  as  an  ani 

mother,  I  may  be  excused  urging  the  mes 

upon  you-^HectoT,  you  must  marry." 

The  young  Viscount    laughed,   twiried 
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mnstacboes,  and  worked  his  spurred  heel  round 
and  round  on  the  carpet. 

"  So,  I  most  chain  myself,  thus  early,  to  one 
woman,  must  I  ?  and  make  a  sober,  bewigged 
old  gentleman  of  myself." 

"  I  had  hoped,  some  time  since,  that  you  were 
not  indifferent  to  Lady  Gertrude  Kenmore." 

"  The  girl  is  well  enough ;  but  'tis  a  hum- 
drum kind  of  a  thing,  a  great  bore,  in  my  opinion, 
to  be  tied  and  bound  to  one  person,  just  like  a 
lap-dog  to  its  mistress.  Marriage! — faugh!  I 
hate  the  very  sound  of  it:  wedding  favours — 
going  to  church—  cake — honeymoons — congratu- 
latory calls — and  these,  in  due  course,  followed 
by  ill-humours  on  the  part  of  the  lady,  senti- 
mental tears,  bickerings — in  short,  life  one  horrid 
bore  ever  afierwards !" 

Lady  EUham  was  seriously  alarmed  at  the 
very  hostile  notions  which  her  son  seemed  to 
entertain  against  the  marriage  state ;  she  endea- 
voured, by  many  ailments,  to  convince,  him  of 
the  erroneousness  of  his  views,  and  the  falsity  of 
H  3 
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hU  opinions.  The  young  lord,  by  deg 
seemed  mollified,  and  even  inclined,  to  &  ce 
extent,  to  concur  in  his  mother's  senliineiit! 

"  Well,  ctKisidering  motTimoay  merely 
matter  of  business.  I  confess,  situated  a>  I 
it  will  be  necessary  for  roe,  one  day,  perba] 
put  on  the  harness.  Yes,  yes,  you  ai^e  ligl 
that  raacal,  Clive,  must  not  possess  the  rem 
chance  of  ultimately  inheriting  my  title ;  ai 
secure  the  estates  to  our  own  line,  I  am  pre[ 
to  make  a  sacrifice." 

"  Thank  you.  Hector ;  now  you  speak  li 
man  of  sound  sense,  and  poBsessing  a  tbor 
knowledge  of  the  world — thank  you,  my 
I  never  doubted  your  keen  penetrating  inte 
or  your  prudence ;  but,  I  assure  you,  man 
will  neither  be  a  shackle  upon  your  liberty 
a  bar  to  your  innocent  gratifications.  If 
find  you  cannot  love  your  wife,  why  dont 
her,  and  there's  an  end  of  it.  Of  course 
are  not  automatens,  to  be  moved  by  lev 
dislike,  at  the  biddLog  ef  custom,  or  even  i 
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I  recommend  caution,  discretion,  and  all  that 
kind  of  thing;  but  there  is  a  wide  world  before 
you,-  and  women  won't  ran  away  from  you, 
depend  upon  it,  because  you  are  married.  Monks 
and  hennits  may  preach  and  prate,  yet  as  long 
as  the  world  lasts,  I  believe,  iheie  must  be  a  few 
little  gallantries,  especially  on  the  part  of  the 
men — ha!  ha!" 

This  excellent  advice  of  an  excellent  mother 
was  not  lost,  as  may  he  supposed,  on  a  sen  too 
prone,  without  any  license  from  such  an  influ- 
ential quarter,  to  faWow  all  that  his  wild  and 
iawless  passions  prompted.  But  Lady  EUham's 
grand  object  was  won.  She  had  succeeded  in 
■totally  depriving  matrimony  of  the  austere 
character  which  it  appeared  t«  have  assumed  in 
the  eyes  of  the  young  lord. 

"  Hector,  I  think  Gertrade  Kenmore  is  suited 
to  you  in  every  point." 

"  Probably — but  to  tell  you  the  Inith,  I  made 
iier  an  offer  six  months  ago." 
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''  You  astonish  me !  but  wby,  all  this  timei 
keep  the  matter  a  secret  1" 

''  Until  I  should  succeed  to  the  title,  I  did  not 
wish  our  engagement  to  be  known." 

**  Good  again— quite  a  man  of  the  world. 
Seeing  matters  stand  thus,  my  dear  son,  I  recom- 
mend that  you  be  married  with  as  little  delay  as 
possible." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  the  young  man  sullenly, 
"  don't  annoy  me ;  FU  marry  the  girl  within  a 
month,  if  you  like." 

'^  Let  it  be  two  months  hence  ;*'  said  the 
elated  mother ;  '^  we  must  pay  this  respect  to 
the  memory  of  your  beloved  father." 

"  Now,  no  homilies  about  the  dead,  and  so 
forth,  or  you'll  make  me  as  gloomy  as  a  Puritan 
Parson.  Is  your  lecture  finished  ?  and  am  I  to 
go  ? — confusion !  the  hounds  will  be  unkennelled 
before  I  arrive." 

"  Yes,  my  dear  boy,  my  excellent  son,  go 
now — and  ride  cautiously,  and  jump  over  no 
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hedges  or  f^es ;  your  life  is  indeed  a  valuable 
one,  for,  in  you,  I  repeat,  all  the  hopes  of  our 
family  centre." 


"  Hb  loves  her;"  said  l\£nda  musingly  to  lier- 
self ;  "  his  heart  is  still  devoted,  though  his 
pride  rebels ;  the  bappiaess  of  his  life  depends 
on  the  posaesnoii  af  her  hand.  Do  I  exult 
because  she  rejects  him !  do  I  wish  that  do 
other  may  retora  that  affection  which  can  never 
be  mine?  no;  I  should  not  love  him  with  that 
pure  and  unselfish  devotion  of  which  he  is  wor- 
thy, if  I  desired  to  advance  my  happiness  at  the 
expense  of  his  own.  To  be  the  weak  instrument 
of  promoting  his  wel&re ;  to  know  that  he  were 
blessed,  even  with  another;  ought  to  he  to  me  a 
source  of  sufficient  delight," 

Thus  reasoned  the  spirit,  but  different  language 
was  prompted  by  the  fond  heart ;  the  merit  lay 
in  crushing  the  domination  of  the  latter,  and 
yieMing  (o  the  dictates  of  the  former;  difficult 
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the  task  might  be,  yet  Hinda  entered  apon 
performance. 

"  Lady  Gertrude  Kenmore  will  be  flnrpri 
at  this  early  call ;"  said  Miada,  as  she  entei 
one  day,  about  eleven  in  the  forenooo,  the  b 
doir  of  the  Scottish  Beauty. 

"  Oh !  no ;  I  am  happy  to  see  you  at  all  tii 
and  seasons;  besides,  you  come  very  opportum 
for  I  have  to  ask  your  valued  opinion  on  a  huiid 
fine  trifles,  which  have  just  been  sent  to  me. 

Minda  cast  her  eyes  on  Lady  Gertrude's  b 
doir-table  heaped  with  lacea,  silks,  bats,  plun 
and  sundry  other  indescribable  bafatellea. 

"  I  am  not  surrounded  by  Greek  statues,  i 
tomes  of  learned  lore,  like  yourself.  Miss  Cli 
books  and  I  have  bidden  each  other  a  long  adi 
(he  only  pages  I  now  peruse  are  the  scenes 
real  life ;  and  my  study  is  confined  to 
deciphering  of  the  characters  of  those  who  mi 
around  me." 

"  And  probably,  Lady  Gertrude,  yours 
wiser  philosophy  than  mine,  and  prodttctive 
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more  self-satisfaction.  We  read  the  histories  of 
the  great  and  immortal  to  be  discontented  with 
the  petty  sphere  to  which  we  ourselves  are 
confined  ;  and  the  study  of  'the  sciences  only 
•creates  an  intense  de«re  to  dive  deeper  into 
the  unfathomable  and  unknown." 

"  Ha !  ha !  if  this  is  all  that  your  fine  library 
does  for  you,  I  strongly  adrtse  you  to  burn  it 
to-morrow.  Women,  in  my  opinion,  were  never 
designed  by  nature  to  be  scientific  dreamers, 
or  moral  philosophers ;  leave  the  brain-iacking 
mouldy  nonsense  of  the  schools  to  the  men  ;  our 
province  is  to  shine,  not  in  the  professor's  chair, 
but  the  ball-room  ;  to  conquer,  not  the  elements 
which  surround  us,  but  human  hearts!" 

Gertrude  Kenroore  spoke  with  the  proud 
consciousness  of  possessing  that  beauty  which 
would  warrant  and  justify  the  opinions  ber  words 
expressed  ;  if  she  thought,  however,  of  inflicting 
a  pang  on  Minda,  who  could  not  but  feel 
her  inferiority  in  point  of  personal  attractions, 
she  was  altogether  mistaken.  But  more  impor- 
H  5 
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(aot  amsidentioiis  oooiiected  with  tbe  obji 
her  visit,  dov  occupied  the  giil'i  mind, 
was  coDu  to  plead  the  canse  of  Knothei 
render,  if  poidble,  more  wide  the  gulf  bet 
herself  and  Clive ;  and  to  coo&rm  his  hapi: 
by  setting  the  last  seal  on  her  owo  misery 

"  I  hope.  Lady  Gertmde,  you  will  be  pi 
with  me  ;"  said  Minda  with  a  slight  faesiti 
and  casting  her  eyes  on  the  ground ;  "  I  d 
wish  to  interfere  with  your  private  affitir 
take  upon  myself  the  office  of  adviser  ;  but  1 
likely,  unless  I  am  greatly  mistaken,  ere  lo 
have  the  honour  of  calling  you  a  relative, 
haps  I  may  be  permitted  to  speak  to  you 
unreserved  and  candid  manner." 

"  By  all  means.  Miss  Clive :  say  any  th 

"  Marriage  is  generally  admitted  to  I 
serious  thing;  and  I  think  those  who  n 
ought  to  love  each  otbei;." 

"  To  the  first  part  of  your  obseiv^tia 
cry — yB9 !  to  the  last— doubtful  !■ 

"  At  this  moment,  I  believe,  two   geatli 
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are  in  lore  with  you;  or,  at  least,  they  ue 
seeking  the  hooour  of  your  alliance." 

"  Very  likely ;"  said  the  proud  coquette,  a 
smile  of  satisfkctioD  lighting  up  her  beautiful 
face. 

"  One  of  them,  I  have  reason  to  think,  is  not 
bound  to  you  n  strcHigly  by  the  ties  of  affection, 
that  were  jmu  to  refuse  him,  he  would  break 
his  heart." 

"  You  aienot  very  complimentary;  butproceed." 

"  The  other  loves  you  with  an  intensity,  a 
devotion,  that  men  whose  thoughts  are  divided 
by  so  many  objects  in  the  world,  have  rarely  to 
bestow ;  his  happiness  is  in  your  hands,  and  his 
misery  also :  Oh !  use  the  power  you  possess  con- 
siderately, mildly !  I  had  thought  at  one  time  that 
you  regarded  him  with  &vour — I  even  believe 
you  love  him  now." 

"  It  puzzles  me  to  imagine  for  whom  you  ore 
pleadipg,  tdnce  your  words,  to  a  certain  extent, 
might  apply  to  half  a  dozen  individuals  of  my 
acquaintance." 
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"  My  brother—" 

"  Oh,  yes ;  I  now  understand—- but  I  wiD 
spare  you  all  further  trouble  and  pain.  I  was 
once  your  rival,  if  I  mistake  not,  in  the  heart  of 
another  gentleman — I  yield  him  to  you  most 
readily ;  so  now  we  shall  be  better  friends  than 
ever :  most  welcome  you  are  to  Mr.  Clive,  who 
either  in  his  humility,  or  honour-despising  phi- 
losophy, has  dropped  the  qualifying  letters  of 
M.  P. — poor  young  man ! — ha !  ha  I** 

''You  mistake  me  altogether;  had  I  oome 
hither  with  the  motives  which,  you  seem  to  attri- 
bute to  me,  urging  you  to  marry  my  brother,  so 
that  I  might  find  you  no  longer  a  rival  in  ano- 
ther quarter,  I  should  indeed  merit  your  con- 
tempt/' 

"  And  wherefore  ?  Such  a  course,  in  my  opi- 
nion, would  be  a  very  natural  and  excusable 
one." 

"  No,  I  plead  for  him  whose  happiness,  hangs 
on  your  breath ;  who,  though  struggling  now 
with  misfortunes  not  resulting  from  any  ertt>rs  of 
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his  own,  will  yet  rise  to  eminence,  and  be,  I  am 
perstiaded.  An  omamfeiit  to  the  profession  he  has 


"  The  profession  of  a  pauper  barrister,  his  sole 
I»operty  a  rusty  black  gown  and  a  red  bag !" 

"  Oh !  dispense  with  levity.  I  wish  you  to 
consider  well  whether  there  ia  a  prospect  of  your 
being  happy  with  my  brother.  Question  your 
own  heart — does  it  not  lean  towards  the  dis- 
carded man,  in  preference  to  the  wealthy  heir  * 
Yes,  in  spite  of  your  raillery,  I  repeat,  my  firm 
conTiction  is,  that  you  love  Mr.  CUve." 

Mioda's  words,  spoken  so  earnestly,  seemed  to 
produce  an  efiect  upon  the  Scottish  lady,  for  she 
became  thoughtful  and  grave. 

"  This  is  most  extraordinary;  I  always  ima- 
gined that  you,  yourself,  had  tipenchant  for  your 
relation;  and  you  wish  me  to  marry  the  very 
man  with  whom  you  are  in  love !  There  is  some 
hidden  de^gn  in  alt  this,  which  I  cannot  fathom.'' 

"  You  have  not  loved  like  me,  Lady  Gertrude, 
or  you  would  undera*And  me  better ;  your  afTec- 
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tions  are  chilled  by  worldly  interests ;  you  are 
swayed  in  your  choice  by  drcomstanoes  entirely 

■ 

independent  of  your  heart's  predilections.** 

''  I  grant  I  am ;  and  sorry  indeed  should  I  be 
to  give  imagination  and  sensibility  the  dominioD 
oyer  reason,  and  proper  pride.  Between  you 
and  mBy  I  have  not  the  slightest  idea  of  what 
ioye  means ;  nor,  whatever  my  lot,  rich  or  poor, 
honoured  or  despised,  would  I  wish  to  cultivste 
an  acquaintance  with  that  tjrraimical,  peace-de- 
stroying, little  idiotic  god.  These  are  my  senti- 
ments on  love." 

"  I  envy  you  ;**  said  Minda,  with  a  sigh ;  "  and 
yet,  in  some  respects,  I  would  rather  be  unhappy 
as  I  am,  than  renounce  feelings  which  have  so 
much  that  is  blissful  allied  to  their  pain.* 

"  Come,  you  are  very  candid  in  your  confes- 
sion ;  I  will  believe  that  you  came  to  me  to  do  a 
good  office  for  Mr.  Clive«  and  to  assist  his  cause : 
now  allow  me  to  return  the  compliment,  and  act 
like  yourself  the  magnanimous  intercessor.  You 
say  that  I  possess  great  power  over  the  mind  of 
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Clire;  then  I  will  exert  it  on  your  behalf;  and 
if  he  doea  not  lave  you  already,  I  will  soon  in- 
duce him  to  do  80." 

Gertrude  Kenmoie  was  in  earnest,  and  there 
was  a  sweetness,  a  tenderness  in  her  look  and 
accent,  that  formed  a  striking  contrast  to  her 
usual  manner.  Minda  was  sensibly  affected  by 
her  kindness;  but  the  proposal,  far  from  exciting 
pleasure,  occasioned  her  an  agony  of  distress. 

"  Thank  you  \-  she  cried,  her  eyes  suddenly 
filling  with  tears ;  "  but  I  must  reject,  utterly  re- 
ject your  proffered  services.  A  man  who  is 
dotingly  fond  of  a  woman  may  wed  her,  and 
subsequently  gain  her  affection ;  but  woe  to  her 
who  is  allied  to  him  who  loves  her  not  I  Attached 
to  Clive,  as  I  confess  I  am,  I  would,  under  pre- 
sent circumstances,  die  sooner  than  become  his 
wife.  No ;  far  rather  would  I  see  him  your  hus- 
band, for  then  he  would  be  happy !" 

"  Perverse  girl !  be  it  as  you  will.  Now  at- 
tend to  my  words ;  since  you  refuse  to  profit  by 
my  services,  I  must  be  excused  listening  to  you 
a  moment  longer,  when  you  would  endeavour  to 
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bias  my  judgment,  or  alter  my  secret  determina- 
tion. I  do  but  follow  others  in  the  world,  by 
conforming  in  my  actions  to  the  common  usages 
of  society.  I  may  have  a  little  ambition  in  my 
nature,  and  may  wish  to  ascend,  not  sink  in  the 
social  scale ;  I  may  also  be  more  enamoured  of 
wealth  than  poverty;  therefore  I  tell  you,  ho- 
nestly, that  did  I  love  Mr.  Clive  even  more  than 
you  yourself  appear  to  do,  never  would  I  marry 
him.  But  to  put  you  in  possession  ofa  little  se- 
cret, your  brother.  Hector,  made  me  a  proposal 
three  months  even  before  your  father^s  death.'* 

"  Indeed?  just  after  Archer  was  cast  off  by 
his  family." 

"  Yes." 

**  And  you  accepted  him  ?" 

''I  did;"  said  Lady  Gertrude,  with  a  slight 
blush. 

"  And  you  continue,  at  this  moment,  mutually 
bound  by  that  engagement  ?" 

"  I  believe  we  do." 

Minda  with  warmth  seized  her  friend's  hand; 
— "  Oh !  had  you  informed  me  of  this  before, 
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sever,  never  would  I  have  given  utteraace  to  the 
words  which  t  have  spoken ;  never  would  I  have 
endeavoured,  even  in  thought,  to  shake  your 
constancy  to  my  brother.  I  wish  every  happi- 
ness may  attend  the  connexion  you  have  formed; 
and  as  far  as  lies  in  my  humble  power,  I  will 
spare  no  efforts  to  advance  it.  One  day,  then,  I 
may  call  you  my  sister.  Oh !  that  name  will  be 
new,  yet  sweet  to  my  lips," 

"  My  poor  girl,"  said  Gertrude  Kenmore,  with 
something  like  pity  in  her  accent,  "  I  appreciate 
the  warmth  of  your  heart,  and  sometimes  wish 
that  you  could  bestow  a  little  of  its  fervour  on 
myself;  yet  believe  me,  1  will— 1  do  love  you ; 
and  thus  would  I  evince  my  affection  for  you,  my 
future  sister !" 

For  once  the  protestations  of  Lady  Gertrude 
were  sincere ;  the  ardour  of  her  embrace  was  not 
counterfeited;  and  Minda,  in  the  anticipation  of 
that  new  relationship  about  to  spring  up  between 
them,  yet  grieving  at  the  same  time  for  the 
blighted  hopes  of  Clive,  wept  long  and  passion- 
ately on  her  breast. 
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CHAPTER  XXIir. 


Whoever  has  stood  on  one  of  our  great  i 
politan  bridges  at  midnight,  when  the  si 
been  unclouded,  and  the  air  still,  must  ha- 
perienced  sensations  which  he  has  rwel 
when  day  pours  its  garish  light  on  all  ti 
the  noble  river  darkly  rushes  and  foams 
just  as  il  did  ere  mighty  London  had  exis 
and  when  painted  savages  wandered  on  ils 
Ten  thousand  lamps  gleam  in  the  disWnce 
the  multitudinous  and  silent  stars  had  falk 
above.  The  pulse  of  all  things  seems  U 
still ;  the  hum  of  myriads,  lately  swelling 
air,  is  heard  no  longer.  The  sombre  bu 
with  the  countless  towers  and  spires,  bai 
the  moonlight,  all  have  on  them  the  talis 
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repose ;  and,  laving  &  solitary  waterman  in  his 
wherry,  gliding  now  and  then  through  the  sha- 
dowy arches,  you  seem  to  be  the  only  wakeful, 
only  living  being,  feeling  almost  as  though  you 
were  transported  to  the  mighty  city  renowned  in 
Eastern  Story— the  City  of  the  Dead. 

The  spell  of  silence  is  broken,  for  St.  Paul's 
has  struck  one;  that  deep  and  solemn  sound 
cannot  be  mistaken  amidst  the  numberless  pro- 
clamations of  the  hour  issuing  from  towers  in  the 
vicinity ;  it  has  announced  that  another  sand  of 
time  is  dropped  into  the  mass  of  ages  past,  and 
that  every  individual,  in  the  vast  human  family, 
is  one  step  nearer  to  bis  grave ! 

Leaning  on  the  parapet,  just  above  the  central 
arch  of  old  London  Bridge,  the  figure  of  a  woman 
might  have  been  discerned.  Lamps  in  those 
days  were  dim,  and  watchmen  few,  so  that  no 
one  ^proached  to  question  ber  relative  to  her 
banncas  on  that  spot,  at  such  an  unseasonable 
hour.  She  was  gazing  intently  on  the  water, 
and,  except  that  occasionally  a  slight  shudder 
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passed  over  her,  caused  probably  by  tbf 
ness  of  the  night  air,  she  was  malionle! 
statue.  The  dtesa  of  the  woman,  thougl 
and  faded,  was  such  as  did  not  belong 
lower  orders ;  her  face,  as  well  as  it  co 
distinguished  by  the  uncertain  light  of 
lamp  above  her,  had  the  remains  of  beaul 
was  thin,  and  while  almost  as  marble, 
whole  appearance  was  that  of  a  person  whi 
a  better  or  happier  station  in  life,  had  h 
duced  by  some  misfortune  to  ihe  last  si 
misery. 

"  Are  the  waves  cold  1 "  she  whispered 
self;  "  will  it  soon  be  over!  I  have  hear 
drowning  is  the  easiest  of  all  deaths — t 
struggle — a  ringing  in  the  ears — a  sinking 
to  forgelfulness — and  nothing  more.  Wh 
do  I  hesitate  1  Why  am  I  such  a  coward  'i 

She  moved  back  from  the  parapet,  ami 
into  one  of  the  recesses  of  the  bridge,  as 
man  nature  had  triumphed  over  the  prom 
of  a  too  desperate  spirit,  and  she  was  uno 
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give  the  fatal  plunge.  For  several  minutes  the 
onhappy  creature  sat  on  the  stone  bench,  her 
head  bent  over  her  knees ;  yet  she  did  not  Ktb  or 
weep,  but  seemed  wholly  engrossed  by  intense 
thought. 

And  this  was  Mrs.  Churchill,  the  wife  of  the 
Pliilosopher  of  the  senses,  already  so  well  known 
to  us..  Driven  to  desperation  by  hin  cruelty,  and 
goaded  on  by  some  secret  remorse,  she  had  come 
to  this  spot  with  a  resolution  to  destroy  herself. 
Her  husband  was  wont  to  say,  with  the  suicidal 
SageofUtica,  "that  when  the  evil  preponderated 
over  the  good,  and  the  light  of  hope  could  no 
longer  shine  through  the  cloud  of  despair,  man 
was  justified  in  returning  to  his  Mother  Earth 
the  gift  of  life  which  he  had  received  at  her 
hands :"  and  this  pernicious  doctrine,  even 
though  the  alleged  truth  of  the  sentiment  which 
it  embodies  may  not  be  believed,  is  too  fre- 
quently acted  upon ;  and  there  are  dark  moments 
when  the  reason  is  so  eclipsed,  that  man  rushes 
to  perpetrate  deeds  which,  at  another  season,  he 
would  shudder  to  contemplate. 
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e  in   a    future  state;"    said 


"  I  believt 
Churchill,  stealing  again  from  the  stone 
to  take  another  glance  at  the  water;  " 
cannot  suffer  hereafter  greater  pangs  thai 
I  suffer  now.  I  shall  not  see  Aim  in  the 
of  spirits,  for  a  gulf  will  be  fixed  helvrt 
My  child,  too,  if  he  be  there,  will  hold  n' 
munion  with  his  guilty  mother ;  my  doc 
be— alone,  to  wander,  and  to  suffer,  an 
and  accursed  spirit,  on  whom  the  light  of 
smile  will  never  fall,  his  frown  making 
night  of  darkness  for  ever  and  ever.  A 
something  whispers  me — my  present  a 
tell  me — better  there  than  here ! — let  me  | 

Once  more  she  drew  herself  up  the  p 
and  bent  her  body  forwards :  she  heard  tl 
of  the  ebbing  tide  against  the  stone  but 
beneath ;  and  the  moon  for  a  moment  br 
from  a  cloud,  plainly  shewed  her  the  gh 
depths  into  which  so  many  wretches  befo 
seeking  like  her  to  fling  off  their  bur 
misery,  had  plunged  to  their  graves.     Coi 
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not  at  once  follow  their  example  1^4  little  far- 
ther she  balanced  herself  over  the  wall — no — a 
sickening  chill  came  upon  her ;  the  unconquered, 
and  unconquerable  clinging  (o  life  held  her  back ; 
not  yet  was  the  spint  strung  to  the  necessary 
hardihood — not  yet  could  she  die  ! 

And  now  her  eyes  were  raised  to  Heaven ; 
there  shone  the  pure  and  holy  stars ;  that  sight 
was  only  for  the  good  and  the  happy  ;  those 
glorious  lights  looking  down,  like  angel  eyes, 
upon  the  earth,  seemed  only  to  deepen  the  dark- 
ness that  lay  upon  her  soul ;  and,  like  an  abashed 
culprit,  she  turned  from  their  contemplation. 
Over  the  Metropolis  she  glanced ;  its  countless 
lights  glittered  in  the  distance,  and,  above  the 
mass  of  sombre  edifices,  the  huge  dome  of  St. 
Paul's  reared  its  head,  looking  in  the  gloom,  to 
her  distempered  fanc^,  like  a  giant  wrapped  in 
his  dark  shroud  of  death. 

"  Twenty  three  years  have  passed ;"  she  again 
whispered ;  "  have  I  not  long  enoogh  dragged 
thia  chain  of  misery  1  it  is  time  it  should  be 
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broken.  That  Cily  where  the  fiends  i 
nie  to  sin  ;  wtiere  the  plague-spot  of  gi 
fell  upon  mv  soul — let  ii^e  curse  it  befor 
May  gaunt  famine  come  upon  thee,  tho 
may  pestilence  wither  up  within  thee  the 
of  life — may  fire — hold  !  am  I  not  adding 
crimes  T  am  I  not,  by  calling  down  vei 
on  oihers,  heaping  a  greater  mountain 
own  head?  Heaven  forgive  roe!  I  will  t 
one,  though  I  am  myself  accursed. 
bear  my  burden  alone ;  I  deserve  my  dc 
She  bent  her  head  and  wept ;  were  ihi 
of  penitence?  they  might  have  been,  f 
were  wrung  from  an  anguished  spirit  a 
of  guilt.  A  calm  succeeded  to  that  hurst 
distress,  but  it  was  not  the  Iranquiltity  c 
nation  ;  it  had  a  deeper  origin—  it  was  tl 
of  a  soul  which  has  no  hope.  In  such  a 
more  desperate  deeds  may  be  perpetrali 
evenduring  the  frenzy  of  passionate  grief 
unhappy  woman  did  not  tremble  now ;  sh 
lean  over  the  bridge,  and  ccnlemplate,  ' 
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shrinking,  all  that  appalled  her  before.  Half 
the  terrors  of  death  seemed  suddenly  to  have 
departed;  and,  gazing  downwards,  she  even 
smiled.  It  was  in  this  state  of  mind  that  she 
drew  herself  up  to  the  very  summit  of  the  oft- 
attempted  parapet,  and  without  a  call,  or  a 
shriek,  whispering  only  "  my  husband  1  my 
child!  I  come!"  she  plunged! — down,  whirling 
dowD,  for  fifty  feet  she  fell — a  wild  splash—a 
struggle— and  the  rushing  waters  had  over- 
whelmed her,  and  carried  her  through  tbe 
arch. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

A  wherry  was  shooting  up  the  river  agains 
tide  ;  it  had  nearly  reached  the  bridge,  an 
men  in  the  boat  had  evidently  seen  the  wi 
throw  herself  from  the  parapet,  for  they 
rowing  with  all  their  strength. 

■'  Paul,  we  must  save  the  poor  creature 
ever  she  may  be.  Now  rest  on  your  oar  fo 
moment,  and  look  around  ;  your  eyes  are  sh 
than  mine — do  you  see  any  thing  floating  1 

Clive,  for  he  it  was,  had  been  spendix 
evening  with  an  officer,  an  old  schoolfello' 
board  of  a  frigate  in  the  River ;  and  tliLs  ci> 
stance  will  account  for  his  being  in  a  w* 
at  such  an  hour,  with  his  servant  Paul. 
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"  There !  in  front  of  the  buttress  of  the  bridge 
she  rises'"  shouted  Paul.  The  wherry  darted  to 
the  place,  and,  the  next  minute,  Clive,  ^ppling 
the  woman  by  the  clothes,  succeeded  in  drawing 
her  into  the  boat.  He  had  saved  a  fellow  ctea- 
ture  from  death ! 

An  hour  from  that  time,  Mrs.  Churchill  opened 
her  eyef,  and  each  sense,  which  had  been  sus- 
pended during  a  syncope  that  almost  resembled 
death,  gradually  returned.  Clive  had  taken  her 
to  an  Inn  by  the  river  side,  and  they  had  placed 
her  in  bed.  To  repeated  questions,  she  had 
firnily,  or,  as  they  considered  it,  obstinately 
refused  lo  disclose  her  name  or  address.  The 
desire  of  remaining  unknown,  however,  Cltve 
thought  natural  enough,  since  they  who  attempt 
suicide,  generally  shrink  from  the  disgrace 
which  a  discovery  of  their  crime  foils  not  to  cast 
upoQ  their  characters. 

"  Do  you  know,*-  said  Mrs.  Churchill  to  the 
servant  of  the  Inn,  as  the  girl  was  standing  near 
her ;  "  do  you  know  who  my  preserver  is  1  I 
N  2 


26a  THE  EVENTFUL  EPOCn  ; 

am  recovered  now,  and  would  return  him  ih 
for  his  kindness." 

"  I  think  ihey  call  him  Mr.  Clive." 

The  countenance  of  Mrs.  Churchill  assi 
an  extraordinary  expressicm,  and  she  rept 
the  name  "Clive!"  then  she  quickly  ad 
"  no,  no !  how  idle  are  these  dreams ;  and 
cannot  hear  that  name  without  shuddering. 
the  gentleman  gone  1"  and  with  a  sudden  en 
she  raised  herself  in  the  bed:  "  help  me  to  d 
for  I  cannot  lie  here — I  am  well,  1  repeat 
the  love  of  Heaven,  girl,  do  as  I  bid  you !" 

"  Poor  creature  !"  thought  the  young  wo 
"  her  mind  is  distracted  ;  she  is  derangei 
doubt,  and  grief  has  done  it.  Ma'am,  Mr.  ( 
and  his  servant  are  both  gone ;  the  gentlei 
however,  said  he  should  call  in  the  mornii 
know  how  you  are." 

"  And  I  must  remain  in  this  suspense 
then — be  it  bo  :  do  not  regard  me,  my  good 
you  have  been  very  kind,  and  I  thank  yoi 
will  not  rise  now  ;  I  will  remain  here  and  i 
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— .-sleep !  I  thought  to  have  partaken  of  but  one 
^eep  again." 

In  a  short  time,  worn  out  by  mental  excite- 
ment, as  well  as  exhausted  in  body,  that  woman 
■of  sin  and  sorrow  dropped  into  repose.  "-Clive" 
was  the  last  word  her  lip  murmured ;  and  she 
lay  there,  stirless  atid  placid,-  in  that  state  of 
mysterious  oblivion  wherein  we  Utb  in  a  world 
not  our  own ;  and  she  looked  as  if  her  dreams 
were  of  brightness  and  peace,  and  her  heart  had 
not  been  broken. 

Early  the  next  morning,  in  fulfilment  of  the 
promise  be  had  made  to  the  landlord  of  the  Inn, 
Clive  bent  his  way  to  the  dingy  locality  of 
Allhalkiws-the-Great  near  London  Bridge ;  yet 
the  sun  was  pouring  down  a  bright  and  pleasant 
beam  on  the  tops  of  the  bfty  warehouses,  and 
warming  the  ancient  walls  of  the  tower  and 
church,  which  the  great  fire  of  1666,  had  the 
mercy  to  spare.  No  steam-boats  then,  like  so 
many  marine  volcanos,  belched  forth,  from  their 
hundred  little  black  craters,  fire  and  smoke ;  but 
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unmolested  the  waterman  plied  bis  trade ; 
were  not  ashamed  to  carry  sails,  and  a 
brightness,  and  good  bumour,  on  the  bo 
old  Father  Thames. 

"  Ab !  the  poor  soul  that  you  8ave4i 
drowning  last  night,  Sir — you  are  come 
her,  I  suppose  ;"  said  the  landlord  to  Clive 
entered  the  little  Inn. 

"  She's  quite  come  'round,  I  assure  you, 
exclaimed  the  Publican's  wife ;  "  but  b 
my  servant  have  had  a  time  of  it,  and 
tended  her,  and  treated  her,  as  if  she  wt 
first  lady  in  the  land ;  she  won't  though 
her  name  yet,  or  where  she  lives;  and 
rather  hard  upon  us,  for  we  only  foun 
shilling  in  her  pocket,  and  can't  expec 
you,  Sir,  being  a  stranger,  will  de&a 
expenses." 

"  Now  don't,  Sarah,"  said  the  good  Ful 
"  don't  talk  about  the  expenses;  I'm  gh 
woman's  life  is  saved,  whether  she's  a  b 
or  a  lady." 
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^  Oh !  sbe's  00  lady,  of  course  not,  Abel ; 
ladies  never  diown  tbemselves — bless  you." 

*  Don't  know ;'  said  the  man  shalting  his 
head ;  "  ladies  have  misfortunea  sometimes ;  and 
despair,  they  say,  is  awfiil  strong  ;  but  that's 
nothing  here  nor  there;  I  ask  no  money  for 
taking  the  poor  creature  in." 

"  Ab !  Abel,  that  dear  over^charitable  heart 
of  y^urs  will  be  our  ruin  yet.  Ask  no  money  ? 
mercy  on  me  !  haw  are  we  to  live  ?" 

Clive  terminated  this  little  contention  by 
slipping  a  guinea  into  the  &ir  Hostess's  hand ; 
and  then  Mrs.  Sarah  Pipkins  curtseyed  and 
smiled,  her  whole  face  radiant  with  such  a  glow 
of  benevolence  and  good  humour,  that  it  was  a 
positive  treat  to  look  at  her. 

Having  been  thus  assured  that  Uie  woman 
had  recovered,  and  feeling  little  fuither  curiosity 
respecting  the  matter,  Clive  was  turning  away 
from  the  Inn,  when  the  female  servant,  before 
spoken  of,  hunied  to  the  bar. 

"  Is  tbe. gentleman  come,  called  Mr.  Clive? 
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he  mustn't  go  before  he  sees  the  Bttange  W( 
for  she's  quite  distracted  about  him." 

"  Now  you  mind  your  work,  girl ;"  Baid 
Pipkins,  in  a  sharp  and  angry  tone;  ' 
don't  concern  yourself  about  Mr.  CHve,  ( 
'  strange  woman,'  as  you  call  her :  of  cour 
gentleman  can't  trouble  himself  to  see  i 
nobody-knows-who  ;  although  I — that  is  ic 
be  always  most  happy  and  honoured  to  d 
any  service  at  our  poor  house:"  and  the 
Mrs.   Pipkins  curtseyed  and  smiled  again, 

"  Surely,  Sir,"  said  the  landlord,  ven 
to  address  Clive,  "  there  will  be  no  harm, 
don't  object,  to  see  the  woman :  no  dou 
wishes  to  return  you  thanks," 

"  Show  me  the  way ;"  said  Clive ;  and, 
out  further  words,  he  followed  the  landloi 
the  little  back  parlour. 

Mrs.  Chutchill  was  sitting  in  a  chair,  as 
entered  the  room  )  she  appeared  to  be  in 
agitation;  yet  it  was  natural  to  infer  tl 
poor  woman  had  not  yet  quite  recovered 
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the  effects  of  thf  rash  act  committed  on  the 
preceding  night.  She  did  not  move  suddenly 
around,  but  turned  her  bod;  with  a  slow  motion, 
like  a  person  who  feais  to  encounter  some  face 
that  is  greatly  dreaded  or  disliked.  Her  eyes, 
with  a  searching  glance,  were  fixed  on  Clive  for 
several  minutes  before  she  spoke ;  and  there  was 
an  evident  straggle  to  assume  a  composure  that 
she  was  very  far  from  feeling. 

"  I  thank  you,"  she  said  in  a  tremulous  tone, 
*'  for  calling  to-day ;  you  saved  the  life  of  a  very 
unhappy  person ;  yet  convinced  now  of  the 
heinous  crime  of  self-destruction,  I  bless  you 
for  your  noble  act." 

"  Spare  yourself,  I  pray  you;  I  desire  no 
tbanlLs ;  I  performed  but  a  common  act  of  fau- 
maoity." 

"  They  tell  me  your  name  is "  her  voice 

stopped  suddenly ;  she  was  unable  to  proceed. 

"  Clive ;"  said  Archei,  looking  at  her  with 
a  curiosity  for  which  he  was  unable  to  account. 

"  Forgive  me — 1  scarcely  know  why  I  should 
H  5 
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be  thus  moved ;  there  are  many,  no  dou' 
your  name  in  this  great  Metropolis ;  you 
stranger  to  me ;  yel  when  I  heard  that  the 
of  Clive  belonged  to  him  who  had  rescuf 
from  a  watery  grave,  it  was  ae  if  a  kne\ 
departed  days  were  ringing  in  my  ears ; 
not  affect  my  heart,  but  it  pierced  my  brai: 
a  pang  to  which  the  agony  of  death,  I  now 
is  mild  indeed." 

She  stooped  her  head,  shading  her  eyes 
her  emaciated  bands,  and  a  tremur  still  sha 
frame,  for  which  there  was  no  evident 
Clive  regarded  her  with  feelings  of  comp 
for  he  now  believed  that  her  inteiled 
disordered. 

"  Will  you  not  inform  me  where  you : 
and  permit  us  to  convey  you  home  T  your 
will  be  alarmed  at  your  absence," 

■'  No,  no — I  have  no  home,  no  fauiily 
not  trouble  yourself  concerning  me." 

"  Well,  I  shall  not  pr^s  you,  circuins 
as  you  are,  to  disclose  your  name ;  but  I 
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think  you  are  of  that  class  of  societjr,  to  which 
the  people  of  the  Inn  imagioe  you  beltmg." 

She  waved  her  hand. — •"  Go,  now,  Sir,  go ! 
the  wretch  whom  you  addresa  has  no  feelings  in 
common  with  a  young  man  like  yourself.  Think 
nothing  more  of  her  whose  miseries  you  have 
prolonged ;  and  yet  it  may  be  for  the  best,  for  t 
shall  have  time  now  to  repent — repentance  I  will 
it  avail  me  T  are  there  sot  crimes  which  cannot 
be  forgiven  in  this  world,  or  the  next  ?  But  why 
talk  I  to  you  thus  ? — go !  no  commuuion  can 
exist  between  me  and  the  good— our  paths  ore 
widely  apart." 

Clive,  more  and  more,  was  struck  by  her 
manner,  and  by  her  words ;  he  remained  stand- 
ing  for  a  few  moments  in  silence,  and  then  moved 
towards  the  door.  As  Mrs.  Churchill  perceived 
he  was  about  to  take  his  leave,  she  suddenlj 
sprang  from  her  chur.  "  I  must  do  it!"  she 
whispered ;  "  my  feelings  shall  not  overcome 
me.  Stay!  Sir,  stay! — "  Olive's  steps  were 
arrest«d.    "  Draw  near  one  instant — "  pursued 
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the  singular  womao ;  "  I  am  filled  with  Btnnge 
fancies,  and  I  am  affected  as  much  by  fear,  u 
curiosity.  Think  me  mad,  if  you  choose ;  per- 
haps I  am ;  perhaps  I  am ! — Do  you  know  your 
birthday  V' 

Clive  named  it. 

"  Give  me  your  right  hand :"  but  Hn. 
Churchill  trembled  so  violently  that  she  could 
not  extend  her  own.  '^  No  matter — place  it  on 
the  table,  and  cow  move  back  your  wrislband." 

Clive  obeyed,  but  he  felt  no  inclinatioa  to 
smile  at  the  extraordmary  whim  of  the  supposed 
lunatic ;  she  gazed  on  the  back  of  his  hand  with 
eyes  that  strained,  as  if  it  were  at  some  object 
associated  with  all  that  was  fearful  and  terrible. 
That  scrutiny  being  over,  she  sank  back  into 
her  chair. 

"  Leave  me — I  have  nothing  further  to  say 
to  you.  I  need  not  ask  your  christian  name — I 
know  it  already — it  is  Archer." 

"  How  gained  you  that  iDformation  7"  cried 
Clive  in  undisguised  astonishment. 


OR,  THE  FORTUNES  OF  ARCHER  CLtVE. 


277 


"  No — the — the  servant  of  the  Inn  told  me :" 
she  paused,  and  then  added  with  a  gesture  of 
impatience — "  away !  I  am  nothing  to  you — I 
only  feel  anguish  as  I  gaze  upon  you ;  if  you  do 
not  wish  me  again  to  attempt  self-destruction, 
you  will  leave  me." 

Clive,  as  he  lingered,  found  thdt  his  presence 
caused  her  only  increased  paroxysms  of  dietiess ; 
to  his  repealed  questions,  she  would  return 
nothing  but  vague  and  wild  answers,  which 
completely  confirmed  his  original  notion  with 
r^ard  to  the  state  of  her  intellect.  She  how- 
ever asked  him  for  his  address,  and,  when  it 
was  given  her,  thrust  his  card  into  the  folds  of 
her  clothes. 

As  soon  as  Clive  had  quitted  the  room,  Mrs. 
Churchill  yielded  to  low  hysterical  laughter ; 
yet  it  only  indicated  the  excess  of  excitement 
to  which  her  spirit  had  been  wrought ;  and  that 
convulsive  demonstration  of  agony  was  followed 
by  floods  of  tears.  She  dropped  on  her  knees ; 
she  clasped  her  hands  and  seemed  in  prayer : 
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could  such  as  she  address  her  Maker 
guiltiest  wretch,  the  very  murderer,  is 
beyond  the  pale  of  mercy ;  and  the  Oi 
that  judges  not  as  man,  will  hear  the 
felon,  as  well  as  the  calm  prayer  of  tV 
Great  God,  he  merciful  to  that  repenli 
and  heal  her  bleeding  heart  that  feel 
softening  influence,  however  hopele 
mother's  love ! — and  there  she  kneels, 
and  praying,  still  exclaiming  at  everj 
"  He  is  alive ! — I  have  found  him !  — 1 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 


The  conduct  of  Mrs.  Churchill  had  made  a  deep 
impresaioD  upon  Ctive ;  and  the  scene  in  the 
parlour  of  the  Inn,  he  scarcely  knew  wherefore, 
was  continually  recurring  to  bis  mind.  The 
following  day,  he  was  again  on  bis  road  to  (he 
river-side  hostelry,  there  to  undergo  a  repetition, 
on  the  partof  the  hostess,  of  winning  curtseys,  and 
coquettish  smiles.  As  a  matter  of  course,  pretty 
Mrs.  Pipkins  did  not  conceive  that  a  handsome 
man  who  was  allied,  as  she  bad  since  learnt,  to 
a  lord,  would  interest  himself  so  far  in  the  fate 
of  a  forlorn  and  deranged  woman,  as  to  repeat 
his  visit ;  no,  her  vanity  hinted,  that  Clive  only 
used  his  inquiries,  respecting  the  mad  female, 
as  R  "  blind,"  the  real  object  or  attraction  which 
drew  him  tlutbei,  being  herself. 
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On  the  stiengUi  of  this  pleasing  eonriction,  as 
Clive  stood  fbca  few  minutes  io  the  door-way  of 
the  Inn,  Mrs.  Pipkins  might  have  been  seen 
hastily  retiring  lo  a  little  room  behind  tlie  bar, 
and,  in  a  great  fiurry.  arranging  her  disordered 
cap,  pulling  out  her  curl-papers,  and  plscing 
an  additional  flower  into  her  hair;  and  all  the 
while  looking  so  sweetly-tempered,  with  such  a 
captivating  blush  oo  her  dimpling  cheeks,  and 
laughing  so  rc^uishly  from  the  comers  of  her  blue 
eyes,  that  a  very  Joseph,  gazing  thereon,  might 
have  been  detained  by  her  charms,  and  a  St 
Anthony  in  the  desert  wanned  into  love ;  the  only 
wonder  being  that  the  bluff  honest  publican  could 
ever  have  made  such  a  conquest  as  the  delight- 
ful Mrs.  Sarah  Pipkins. 

"  My  dear!"  cried  Abel,  thrusting  bis  bullet 
head  through  the  door,  as  it  stood  ajar ;  "  here's 
that  gentleman  come  sgun,  asking  about  the 
poor  woman,  what  shall  we  say  to  him  ?" 

"  Now,  Abel,  don't  be  stupid;  attend  to  the 
customers,  and  I'll  speak  to  Mr.  Clive  directly." 

Honest  Abel  went  away,  and  too  proud  of  his 
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wife  to  dispute  ber  commands,  waited,  as  in- 
stracted,  on  "  the  customers !"  but  he  did  not 
perform  his  duty  well,  for  he  was  a  victim  of  the 
green-eyed  monster.  Jealousy ;  and  we  see  no 
reaaon  why  publicans  should  not  hare  sensibili- 
ties, as  well  as  those  people  whose  occupations 
are  thought  to  be  less  opposed  to  sentiment  and 
romance. 

Mrs.  Pipkins,  with  a  rose  in  her  hand,  in 
addition  to  the  flowers  which  bloomed  in  her 
hair,  now  curtseyed  herself  forward  from  behind 
the  bar ;  and,  as  she  spoke  to  Clive,  her  husband 
was  ao  distressingly  affected  with  his  green  dis- 
temper, that  he  drew  a  quart  of  ale  for  a  pint, 
and  a  pint  for  a  quart,  spilling  the  same  over  his 
trowsers  and  gaiters,  and  drinking  the  small 
glass  of  strong  waters  himself,  instead  of  band- 
ing it  to  the  purchaser. 

"  I  call  to  ask,"  said  Clive,  "  how  the  poor 
woman  goes  on." 

"  Oh!  very  well,  I  believe — thank  you:"  re- 
plied Mrs.  Pipkins,  smiling  again  and  blush- 


382  THE  EVENTFUL  EPOCH  ; 

ing  ;  the  "  poor  woman,"  she  doubted  not,  was 
herself. 

*•  Can  I  see  her?" 

"  Why — why — then  you  mean,  I  suppose, 
the  unhappy  wretched  creature  you  saved  from 
drowning." 

*'  Certainly." 

"  If  that  is,  the  case,  you  can't  see  her— she's 
no  longer  in  the  house." 

"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it.  Can  you  inform  roe 
where  she  is  gone  ?" 

"  Come,  Mr.  Clive,  you  needn't  grieve  your 
feeling  and  generous  heart  any  more  about  such 
miserable,  I  may  say  worthless,  objects ;  there 
are  too  many  such  wretches  in  London.  Wick* 
edness  and  folly,  Mr.  Clive,  bring  females  to  a 
melancholy  pass ;  a  real  honest  woman,  I  always 
say,  is  worth  her  weight  in  gold.'' 

"  She  is;"  said  the  agitated  Mr.  Pipkios, 
from  behind  the  bar,  letting  fall  a  mug  of  ale. 

"  Abel !  what  are  you  about  1"  said  the  pretty 
landlady,  looking  over  her  shoulder,  and  speak- 
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ing  in  a  sharp  tone.  "  Don't  reganl  my — my 
husband,  Mr.  Clive  ;  he's  a  good  soul,  an  excel- 
lent creature,  but,  as  you  see,  quite  unpolished, 
altogether  a  rustic.  Won't  you  walk  in,  Mr. 
Clive,  and  rest  yourself  in  the  back  parlour  ?" 

"  The  woman  is  not  here !  she's  gone !"  cried 
the  jealous  Pipkins  in  a  firm  voice,  shutting  at 
the  same  time,  with  a  violent  slam,  the  parlour- 
door,  as  much  as  to  intimate  that  his  wife  should 
not  iutrigue  before  his  own  eyes. 

Clive  was  too  anxious,  as  well  as  sad  at  heart, 
to  smile  at  the  little  contention  between  the  hus- 
band  and  wife.  He  asked  a  few  additional  ques- 
tions in  reference  to  the  woman  ;  but  all  he  could 
learn  was,  that  she  had  left  the  inn  on  the  previ- 
ous evening,  refunng  to  the  last  to  discover  her 
name,  or  the  place  of  her  abode.  Many  sur- 
mises presented  themselves  to  the  mind  of  Clive ; 
but  when  he  ascertained  that  no  one  in  the  pub- 
lican's house  had  informed  her  of  his  Christian 
name,  he  was  wholly  at  a  loss  to  conceive  by 
what  means  she  bad  guned  a  knowledge  of  it 
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Who  could  she  be  1  and  why  was  she  so  agi- 
tated when  be  first  stood  before  her !  These  ques- 
tions could  not  be  answered ;  but  when  on  his 
return  to  Staple-Inn  he  thought  more  deliberately 
on  the  subject^  he  strove  to  persuade  himseifthat 
the  unhappy  woman  was  no  other  than  some 
*'  fallen"  lady  who,  in  her  innocent  days,  might 
have  met  him  at  Lord  Eltham's,  but  whose  to 
he  himself  had  entirely  forgotten.  This  view  of 
the  question  seemed  a  satisfactory  solution  of.the 
mystery ;  and  yet,  after  a  time,  other  circum- 
stances occurred  to  him,  that  staggered  his  faith, 
perplexed  his  mind,  and  kept  alive  within  him  a 
restless  curiosity,  almost  as  strong  as  that  which 
his  interview  M'ithCthurchill  at  Westminster  had 
recently  excited. 


When  Mrs.  Churchill  quitted  the  little  Inn,  as 
just  stated,  she  proceeded  to  the  house  of  him 
who  for  many  years  had  been  her  protector.  AI- 
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though  ahe  entertained  no  real  love  for  the  man, 
she  felt  towards  him  that  attachment  which  is 
en^ndered  by  habit,  and  length  of  time.  Very 
similar  is  the  feeling  whicli  binds  us  to  certain 
localities  and  objects.  Even  the  mile-stone 
which,  da;  after  day,  we  may  pass  in  the  road, 
becomes  at  last  an  old  familiar  friend.  Cruelty 
is  borne  patiently  when  its  infliction  has  been  of 
long  duration ;  and  evil  qualities  in  the  person 
vrith  whom  we  have  been  acquainted  half  a  life* 
time,  lose  their  repulsive  character. 

Mrs.  Churchill  would  not  willingly  injure  the 
individual  whom  she  called  her  husband;  on 
the  contrary,  if  it  had  been  in  her  power,  she 
would  have  advanced  bis  interest  and  his  happi- 
ness ;  and  yet  be  had  been  the  cause  of  all  her 
woe.  By  his  insidious  arts,  he  had  stolen  her 
affections  from  their  legiUmate  object ;  for  previ- 
ously to  her  acquaintance  with  him,  she  had  been 
a  faithful  wife,  and  a  happy  mother.  Ye,  who 
tempted  similarly,  stand  on  the  brink  of  perditi- 
on !  pause .' — look,  if  ye  can,  with  the  prophet- 
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eye  of  trutb,  into  the  future;  read  the  black  page 
of  disgrace ;  think  of  the  pangs  of  a  tnmbled  on* 
resting  conscience — of  the  burden  of  memory, 
ever  recurring  to  happier  hours !  Balance  these 
pains  with  the  momentary  delusive  joys  that  may 
thrill  vour  criminal  hearts  ;  and  common  sense, 
self-interest,  independently  of  duty  and  princi- 
ple, cannot  fail  to  decide  your  course^ 

'*  So,  you  are  returned  again,  Helen;"  said 
Churchill,  as  his  wife  (for  such  we  shall  continue 
to  call  her,)  entered  the  ropm,  where  he  sat  qui- 
etly smoking.  *'  I  read  in  this  morning's  paper  that 
a  woman  had  precipitated  herself  from  London- 
Bridge,  and,  from  a  description  of  her  dress  and 
appearance,  I  knew  it  was  you.  I  am  rather 
surprised  at  your  conduct,  I  must  confess :"  and 
the  meerschaum,  which  had  been  for  a  moment 
withdrawn,  was  again  applied  to  his  mouth. 

«'  Better,  perhaps,  that  I  had  not  been  saved, 
Reginald;  you  would  have  been  happier  with- 
out me." 

**  I  do  not  know  that ;  there  is  much  profound 
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philosophy  in  the  axiom  of  Pope's,  "  whatever 
is,  is  right;"  in  &ct,  it  is  the  text  to  which  I 
continually  refer  in  doubtful  matters,  and  it  sel- 
dom fails  to  produce  resignaUon.  If  you  had 
perished,  my  dear  Helen,  I  scarcely  know  whe- 
ther I  should  have  wept ;  yet  believe  me,  I  am 
exceedingly  glad  to  see  you  again.  Tell  me 
what  prompted  you  to  the  rash  deed  1" 

"  You  have  often  said,"  observed  Mrs.  Church- 
ill, with  a  sad  yet  bitter  smile,  "  '  that  when  in 
life  the  evil  preponderates  over  the  good,'  man 
is  justified  in  destroying  himself.  I  acted  for  the 
time  on  one  of  your  own  principles." 

"  Not  exactly — you  lost  sight  of  one  reserva- 
tion; to  justify  suicide  hope  must  be  extincir 
Now  I  have  strong  hope,  and  that  principle  buriia 
within  yourself  also;  we  have  the  hope  of  ob- 
taining wealth.  Helen,  I  shall  sooii  make  you 
more  comfortable,  and  throw  around  you  a  few 
luxuries,  (o  which,  I  believe,  you  have  been  for 
for  some  time  past  a  stranger." 

The  poor  woman  sighed :  money  could  not  re- 
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Store  to  her  the  past,  and  luxury  would  not  still 
the  voice  of  conscience.  Her  ideas  of  happiness 
little  coincided  with  those  of  the  easy  self-satis- 
fied disciple  of  Epicurus. 

**  I  repent^  Reginald,  of  the  sin  I  committed; 
and  whatever  my  future  sufferings  may  be,  I  will 
never  be  guilty  of  a  similar  crime ;  God,  I  bope, 
will  grant  me  strength  to  cope  with  my  sorrows 
until  his  own  hour  shall  arrive.  Do  you  know 
who  rescued  me  from  a  watery  grave  V* 

*'  I  have  not  the  least  idea ;  the  papers  do  not 
mention  the  person's  name.  Is  the  smoke  of  my 
meerschaum  disagreeable  to  you,  that  you  move 
away  V 

Mrs.  Churchill  walked  to  the  other  end  of  the 
room  ;  it  was  to  gain  a  moment's  time  to  check 
(he  tumult  of  those  sensations  which  were  agitat- 
ing  her  breast.  Oh !  a  mother's  love  was  strug- 
gling there,  and,  like  a  released  torrent,  was 
pouring  over  all  other  thoughts  and  feelings; 
even  sorrow  and  remorse  were  awhile  forgotten. 

"  Reginald !"  she  said,  returning  to  him,  ber 
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eyes  beaming,  and  her  cbeek  flushed ;  "  I  was 
saved  by  one  who  I  did  not  know  was  in  exist- 
ence. Heaven  ordained  that  it  should  be  so ; 
unworthy  as  I  am,  it  is  a  proof  that  God's  mercy 
is  not  entirely  withdrawn  from  me.  The  being 
that  in  brighter  hours  I  gave  birth  lo,  was  sent 
like  a  ministering  angel  to  me  his  mother — I  was 
saved  by  my  child!" 

"  Confusion !  what  do  you  mean  V 

"  My  son.  Archer,  of  whom  you  have  often 
heard  me  speak,  is  still  alive,  and  has  grown  to 
a  man ;  he,  through  the  will  of  Providence, 
snatched  his  wretched  mother  from  death !" 

"  How  know  you  that  the  fool  was  Archer 
Clive?"  exclaimed  Churchill,  suspending  his 
smoking,  and  losing  his  temper,  for  the  flrst  time. 

"  He  told  me  his  name,  and  a  mark  which  I 
perceived  on  the  back  of  his  band  instantly  as- 
Bured  me  of  bis  identity," 

"  Ho!  ho!  come  to  this  is  it,  madam?  very 
well — you  discovered  yourself  of  course,  being 
determined,  like  other  womeD,to  make  a  bad  mat- 
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ter  worse ;  and  for  the  9ake  of  indulging  a  little  ri- 
diculous sentiment,  to  expose  yourself,  and  those 
belonging  to  you,  to  disgrace — ^perhaps  ruin." 

''  I  cannot  be  more  disgraced  or  rained  than  I 
am  already ;  but  I  will  not  upbraid  you— pardon 
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''  You  discovered  yourself,  I  repeat" 

"  Nay,  I  did  not :  though  a  mother's  love 
prompted  me  to  claim  my  child,  overwhehuing 
shame  sealed  my  lips.  He  parted  from  me  in 
ignorance,  and  considers  me  a  stranger  at  tbis 
moment." 

Mrs.  Churchill's  statement  evidently  ga^^ 
great  relief  to  her  husband,  for  he  bowed  to  her 
with  an  approving  smile,  and  quietly  resoined 
his  smoking. 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth,"  he  observed,  after  a 
pause,  "  I  have  been  intimate  with  this  Clw  ^ 
some  time;  he  is  ahbt-headed,  unreasonable kin^l 
of  a  young  man,  and  I  can  make  nothing  of  hio^'' 

"  And  have  you  indeed  known  my  son,  and 
fi>rbome  even  to  mention  to  me  that  he  Uw 
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Oh !  Regioald,  I  should  not  have  believed  that 
your  heart  would,  have  allowed  you  to  have  kept 
the  secret  from  me." 

"  As  for  my  heart,  I  never  make  a  boast  of 
being  governed  by  its  dictates ;  Reason  is  my 
Goddess ;  and  the  springsof  my  actions  are  all 
seated  in  my  mind.  To  speak  plainly,  I  had  a 
strong  motive  that  you  should  not,  at  least  for 
the  present,  encounter  your  son.  I  had  hoped 
to  have  bent  him  to  my  will,  but  be  refuses  my 
advice  arul  my  assistance." 

"  I  trust  you  do  not  plan  to  do  him  an  injury ; 
remember — remember  his  father!" 

"  You  need  not  alarm  yourself:  our  connexion 
is  at  an  end ;  he  must  struggle  through  the  world 
as  well  as  be  can,  for  I  find  he  has  been  cast  off 
by  his  uncle's  family,  and  has  nothing  to  exist  on 
but  the  pittance  you  brought  his  father." 

"  This,  then,  at  least  rejoices  me ;  his  unwor- 
thy mother,  though  he  lost  her  protection,  has 
been  of  some  little  service  to  him.  Oh  1  if  you 
cannot  enter  into  my  feelings,  you  can  imagine 
o  2 
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how  my  spirit  burns,  how  my  heart  springs  to- 
wards him — how  I  long  to  confess  myself,  to  sink 
at  his  feet,  to  receive  his  forgiveness — and  die." 

Churchill  regarded  the  speaJcer  with  a  cold 
look,  half  of  pity,  half  of  contempt. 

"  So,  you  are  anxious  for  your  son  to  insult 
you.  I  know  him  well  enough  to  be  assured, 
that  if  you  betray  your  identity,  instead  of,  as 
you  imagine,  a  tender  and  romantic  scene  taking 
place  between  yourself  and  him,  he  will  turn  his 
back  upon  you  in  scorn — ^he  will  spurn  you, 
curse  you! — ^his  severe  notions,  and  his  pride, 
will  prompt  him  to  this." 

"  Reginald  !*'  cried  the  mother,  shrinking  be- 
neath these  carelessly-spoken  words ;  "  I  know 
it !  I  know  it !  I  deserve  only  curses  !*' 

"  You  will  avoid  them,  if  you  take  my  advice : 
curses  are  by  no  means  pleasant  things,  especi- 
ally from  one's  own  children." 

"  Spare  me !  if  I  were  hardened — ^if  I  were 
indi£ferent  to  my  ofispringy  and  no  remorse  bad 
stricken  my  soul,  you  might  talk  thus ;  but  I  am 
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bowed  to  the  dust,  and  your  cruel  raillery  I  can- 
not  support." 

She  knelt  before  him  in  a  supplicatiiig  posture, 
her  drooping  eyes  full  of  tears ;  but  her  distress 
touched  no  chord  «f  sympathy  in  his  cold  worldly 
heart. 

"  We  win  finish  here,  Helen,  if  you  please ; 
you  know  I  hate  having  my  nerves  jarred  by 
these  exhibitions  of  oeedless  grief.  I  hare  only 
to  observe,  that  the  meeting  between  you  and 
your  SOD  is  a  very  unfortunate  affiur ;  bat  I  must 
remedy  the  evil  as  far  as  lies  in  my  power ;  I 
Bust  keep  yov  asunder." 

"  I  will  obey  you  in  every  thing,  if  you 
promise  to  befrtend  him — if  you  will  do  him  no 
injury." 

"  That  'question  remains  entirely  with  him- 
self; but  to  advance  his  interest  in  the  world,  I 
believe  it  is  now  too  late.  He  has  cast  me  from 
him,  be  considers  me  a  cheat,  and  an  impostor — 
let  him — but  I  have  not  the  slightest  desire  to 
infitct  injury  upon  him }  my  «b}ect  is,  that  no 
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oommimication  henceforth  should  eiiBt  between 
him  and  ourselyes ;  and  in  order  more  complete- 
ly to  avoid  any  risk  of  his  seeing  youi  I  shall 
immediately  remove  from  this  neighbourhood.* 

''  He  will  never  discover  me  here." 

"  I  am  not  so  positive ;  I  find  that  womsBi 
Pellew's  wife,  holds  a  correspondence  with  him 
on  the  subject  of  her  husband;  thus  he  may  come 
to  the  house.** 

"  But  may  I  not  see  him  sometimes,  if  I  pro- 
mise still  to  keep  our  relationship  a  profound 
secret  V 

"  I  am  sorry  to  thwart  you,  but  I  can  allow 
of  no  secret  visits,  no  whining  and  hanging 
about  your  son.  I  tell  you  I  have  on  foot  that 
which  you  wot  not  of;  and  Clive  might  now 
prove  a  very  firebrand,  and  a  marrer  of  all  my 
purposes.  Remember!  disobey  me  at  your  peril! 
— you  know  me.* 

Churchill  looked  sternly  on  his  victim,  for  such 
that  wonmn  was ;  she  had  experienced  the  effects 
of  his  anger  on  too  many  occasions,  and  tiem- 
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bied  at  the  thoughts  of  provoking  iL  The  influ- 
ence which  he  possessed  over  her  was  a  kind  of 
fatal  fascination,  auch  as  the  deadly  snake,  in  the 
Indian  woods,  exercises  over  those  aninals  on 
which  he  happens  to  fix  his  glistening  eyes. 
She  was  cowed  into  silence;  aod  fear  even 
checked  the  tears  which  hung,  as  if  frozen,  on 
her  eyelids. 

"  I  will  go  wherever  you  choose;'  she  whis- 
pered ;  "  do  what  you  command,  and  be  content 
only  to  think  of  my  son — little  indeed  for  a  mo- 
ther to  ask !" 

"  Ay,  think  of  him  as  much  as  yon  please ;" 
said  Churdiill ;  "  but  first  padc  up  your  boxes ; 
you  leave  to-morrow  morning ;"  and  repleni^ing 
his  amokiog  apparatus  with  the  Virginian  weed, 
be  settled  himself  in  a  new  position,  and,  with 
haif-ahid  eyes,  was  soon  sunk  in  a  luxurious 
reverie. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

The  immortal  Mrs.  Siddons,  ere  this  period^  had 
attained  to  the  zenith  of  her  fame,  and  with  her 
brother,  John  Kemble  the  Great,  (for  he  was 
more  than  King  and  Conqueror  on  the  Stage,} 
had  raised  the  legitimate  drama  to  a  height,  and 
invested  it  with  a  popularity,  which  it  has  never 
since  enjoyed.  That  there  have  been  tragic  ac- 
tresses, however,  of  surpassing  talent,  since  her 
times,  will  *not  be  questioned;  and,  in  our  own 
day,  Melpomene  wreaths  her  choicest  flowers 
around  the  temples  of  a  Warner;  and  a  Helen 
Faudt.  The  numerous  actors  who  have  shone 
in  the  higher  departments  of  the  drama,  we  will 
not  attempt  to  name ;  suffice  it  to  say,  that  the 
modern  champion  of  histrionic  art,  the  upholder 
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of  all  that  is  pure,  classic,  and  exalted,  William 
Macready  will  enjay,  without  a  doubt,  in  dra- 
matic history,  a  bme  little,  if  at  ei\,  inferior  to 
that  which  embalms  the  memory  of  the  illustri- 
ous brother  of  the  lady  above  named. 

There  bad  been  a  full  house  at  old  Drury ;  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  and  all  hia  clique,  had  been 
refreshing  tbemselres  in  the  pure  stream  of  that 
high  acting  which  Mrs.  Siddons  and  John  Kem- 
ble  poured  like  a  torrent  over  all  hearts.  Lady 
Macbeth  had  "  walked  in  her  unrest,"  and  her 
lord  had  &Uen  beneath  the  sword  of  him  "  not 
of  wonoan  born;"  the  plaudits  had  been  shouted, 
and  the  wreaths  had  been  thrown,  when,  among 
the  females  of  distinction  who  quitted  their  boxes 
to  return  to  their  homes  at  a  seasonable  hour, 
might  have  been  seen  Lady  Eltham.  She  was 
hunying  along  to  her  carriage,  leaning  on  the 
arm  of  her  late  husband's  iriend,  Mr.  Windham ; 
a  gentleman,  closely  wrapped  in  an  opera-cloak, 
was  standing  in  the  lobt^,  and,  as  she  passed 
by,  be  placed  a  note  into  her  hand,  and  imme* 
o5 
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diately  disappeared.  Her  first  impulse  was  to 
cast  it  from  her,  but  lest  the  actkm  should  be 
peiceiTed,  and  give  rise  to  mi&onded  snrmiiitt, 
she  thrust  it  into  the  folds  of  her  dress. 

On  reaching  her  home,  she  felt  little  or  no  cu* 
riosity  to  examine  the  contents  of  the  note,  sap- 
posing  it  to  be  a  begging-letter,  or,  probably,  & 
silly  love-epistle  from  some  saperannnated  needy 
bachelor. 

Lady  Eltham  stood  at  her  toilet-table,  on 
which  she  carelessly  flung  the  billet  in  question ; 
and  it  was  not  until  her  maid  had  left  her  for  the 
night  that  she  examined  the  direction,  and  broke 
the  seal.  The  hand*writing  was  the  first  thing 
which  fixed  her  attention,  putting  her  memoij 
on  the  stretch,  for  it  seemed  as  if  it  had  been  fa- 
miliar to  her  long  ago ;  but  the  light  disrespectittl 
tone  in  which  the  letter  was  addressed  to  h^ ,  tbe 
writer  being  evidently  a  man,  not  a  little  roused 
her  indignation :  it  ran  as  follows: 
'*  My  dear  Lady  Eltham, 
'*  After  the  lapse  of  so  many  years,  you  nay 
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consider  it  rktber  strange  that  aoy  one  should 
nov  eoagratulate  yom  LadyBhip  on  the  splendid 
altianoe  which  you  ibrmed  with  the  late  Peer ; 
but  I  have  possessed  no  opportunity  until  this 
boor,  of  discharging  the  pleasing  duty ;  in  fact,  I 
was  in  total  ignorance,  a  fortnight  since,  that  the 
fair  Lydia  Scott — "  (He  knows  my  maiden 
name,  then,  whoerer  the  Impertinent  rascal  may 
be;)  "  enjoyed  the  dignity  of  a  title,  and  rolled 
about  the  country  in  her  own  chariot.  Your  La- 
dyship is  perfectly  right;  I  justify  you  in  all 
your  proceedings;  and  since  no  revolution  can 
possibly  take  place  in  Engiaod,  for  the  eanaitie 
here  never  can  put  down  the  aristocracy  as  they 
have  done  in  France,  long  may  you  live  to  enjoy 
your  wealth,  and  your  honours !  No  doubt  you 
were  legally  married  to  bis  late  Lordship,  in  your 
pn^r  name,  and  so  forth:"  ('the  scoundrel!' 
cried  Lady  Eltham,  her  countenance  glowing 
with  scorn  and  rage;)  "  for  should  the  enemy 
discover  any  flaw  in  that  direction,  it  would 
even  now  be  all  over  with  us.    Depend  upon  it, 
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I  will  act  a  prudent  part;  and  as  an  eaxnest  of 
my  intention  to  do  so,  I  choose  to  deliver  you 
this  note  at  the  Theatre,  rather  than  ran  the  risk 
of  forwarding  it  ta  your  residence,  or  addressing 
you  in  public;  which  latter  alternative,  unless  I 
am  driven  to  it  by  necessity,  I  shall  especiaDy 
avoid.  My  dear  Lydia,  believe  me,  notwith- 
standing all  the  past,  1  cherish  for  you  senti* 
ments  of  the  deepest  regard ;  and  I  hope,  hence- 
forth, for  our  mutual  sakes,  we  shall  maintain  the 
best  understanding  with  each  other ;  since,  if  we 
cannot  perfectly  agree,  the  enemy  will  certainly 
take  advantage  of  our  position.  I  have  now  to 
solicit  a  slight  favour.  As  our  interviews  ought 
to  be  strictly  private,  1  had  better  not,  perhaps, 
call  at  your  house.  Will  you,  then,  oblige  me, 
by  driving  in  your  carriage  to-morrow,  at  three 
in  the  afternoon,  to  the  French  Hotel,  in  Leices- 
ter-Square ;  the  eyes  of  your  fashionable  friends 
are  not  on  that  spot ;  and  I  have  engaged  a  pri- 
vate room  for  the  purpose  of  our  meeting.  I 
only  ask  an  hour,  in  which  brief  time,  I  dooht 
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not,  we  shall  be  able  to  make  &d  arrangenient 
that  will  be  satislactory  to  us  both. 
I  remain. 
My  dear  Lydia,  Sec. 

"  P.  S.  Please  to  inquire  for  the  Count  Dela- 
fosse." 

Disgusted  and  enraged  as  Lady  Eltham  was, 
her  irritated  feelings  did  not  preclude  a  certain 
amount  of  curiosity  mingled  with  a  little  appre- 
hension. That  the  scoundrel  who  dared  claim 
her  acquaintance  bad  some  secret  design  upon 
her,  was  evident ;  but  for  what  purpose  his  soli- 
cited interview  could  be,  defied  her  every  en- 
deavour to  form  a  conjecture.  With  regard  to 
meeting  him  at  the  hotel  in  Leicester-Square,  she 
did  not  hesitate  in  her  decision  for  a  moment ; 
and  that  the  fellow  could  entertain  so  preposter- 
ous a  notion,  that  a  lady,  in  her  station  of  life, 
could  see  a  stranger  clandestinely  in  such  a  place, 
was  only  to  be  attributed  to  his  consummate 
puppyism  and  effrontery. 
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After  a  little  farther  oonsideraUon,  Lady  El- 
tham  felt  incUned  to  treat  the  wh(rfe  matter  as  a 
hoax;  even  her  enemy  Clive  might  be  at  the 
bottom  of  a,  adoptiog  this  method  to  harass  and 
annoy  her.  But  the  hand-writing,  which  had 
certainly  been  seen  before,  again  puzzled  her ; 
she  held  the  letter  close  to  the  lamp,  now  at  arm's 
length,  and  now  she  took  a  nearer  inspection  of 
it,  while  memory  was  busy  with  scenes  and  per- 
sonages of  the  past  Suddenly  a  tremor  came 
upon  her,  and  her  countenance  turned  to  a  livid 
hue,  as  if  some  thought,  too  horrible  to  be  enter- 
tained, flashed  inadvertently  on  her  mind ;  it  was 
but  for  a  moment,  she  gained  her  self-possessioo, 
and  laughed  in  derision  of  her  fears. 

''  Pshaw !  the  fellow  and  his  absurd  note,**  she 
whispered  to  herself,  *'  are  not  worth  a  further 
thought :  and  thus  I  banish  apprehension  of  the 
one,  and  give  the  other  to  the  flames!*' 

And  Lady  Eltham,  with  a  steady  hand,  placed 
the  letter  in  the  flame  of  her  lampj  she  saw  it 
gradually  burn;  yet  a  feeling  strangely  ocmi- 
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pounded  of  Buperstitioa  and  fear,  even  Uiea  af- 
fected her ;  spark  after  spark  vent  out,  until  the 
caldned  iragment,  which  had  been  the  letter, 
floated  to  the  ground:  thus  might  the  wealth, 
pomp,  and  honours,  which  had  blazed  around  her 
for  BO  many  years,  expire  and  pass  away ! 

This  is  weakness — what  dreams  of  folly  do  I 
yield  to  !  my  brain  is  heated  by  the  acting  of  the 
woman  Siddons ;  yes,  yes,  to  that  I  must  ascribe 
these  wild,  unaccountable  fancies."  She  trim- 
med her  lamp,  but  her  hand  trembled ;  she  open- 
ed the  pages  of  a  favourite  romance,  feeling  that 
were  she  to  retire  to  her  bed,  slumber  would  not 
visit  her  eyelids.  Silently  she  bent  over  the 
volume,  yet  every  quarter  of  an  hour  she  would 
rise  &om  her  chair,  and,  in  that  restless  mood, 
walk  through  the  room,  thinking  of  the  unknown 
writer  and  his  letter. 

Thus  in  anxiety  and  perturbation,  never  ex- 
perienced before,  did  Lady  Eltham  wear  away 
the  nigbl,  until,  looking  forth  from  her  window, 
she  perceived  the  grey  dawn  glimmering  in  the 
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east  The  dewy  air  brought  ooohiess  to  her  fe- 
vered brow,  and  the  deep  quiet  of  the  scene 
tranquillized  her  spirit.  Then,  throwing  herself 
on  the  bed,  she  sank  to  sleep,  and  dreamt  of 
those  hours  ere  life,  its  pleasures,  and  its  ambi- 
tions, had  corrupted  her  heart,  and  her  yoathfiu 
beauty  had  won  for  her  the  homage  of  a  Peer, 
and  the  title  of  Viscountess. 


OR,  TUB  FORTUNES  OF  ARCHER  CLIVE. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 


About  a  week  bad  elapsed  since  the  occurrence 
of  the  incident  in  Drury-Lane  Theatre  just 
narrated.  Lady  Eltham,  for  the  time,  might 
hare  been  disturbed  by  the  receipt  of  the  strange 
letter,  but  the  impresBion  speedily  wore  off;  she 
had  oot  replied  to  the  writer,  and  having  neither 
seen  nor  heard  any  thing  further  respectii^  him, 
she  imagined  the  affair  was  altogether  at  an  end. 
Naturally  of  strong  nerves,  and  possessed  of 
courage  that  would  have  enabled  her  to  brave 
even  the  open  attacks  of  enemies,  it  was  not  to 
be  supposed  that  an  unmeaning  communication 
from  an  unknown  individual  would  long  disturb 
her  peace. 

Lady  Eltham,  then,  had  regained  her  accus- 
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tomed  vivacity,  and  all  who  came  in  contact 
with  her  bowed  down  as  usual  to  her  imperious 
domineefiiig  spirit.  Her  son  had  been  guided 
by  her  advice,  and  not  only  was  Gertrude  Ken- 
more  openly  affianced  to  him,  but  the  marriage 
was  spoken  of  as  being  not  very  far  distant 
The  fear  that  seemed  ever  to  haunt  Lady  Eltham 
was  that  her  son  might  by  accident  be  cut  off, 
or  die  without  issue,  in  which  case  the  man  whom 
she  so  loathed  wouldinherit  nearly  all  his  property. 
Domestic  arrangements  were  so  far  completed, 
that  immediately  on  the  marriage,  the  Dowager 
and  her  daughter  were  to  retire  to  a  house  of 
their  own,  the  young  Lord  and  his  bride  having 
the  uncontrouled  possession  of  tlie  family  mansioii 
in  town,  and  the  beautiful  country  residence  of 
Eltham-HalL 

"  Allow  me  to  congratulate  you,  my  dear  Lady 
Eltham!"  said  Doctor  Bushby  bowing  himself 
one  oiorning  into  the  drawing-room  where  tbe 
ladies  were  sitting.  "  The  hatU  mande,  I  assure 
yuu,  talks  of  nothing  else  but  the  approaching 
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and  very  mleresting  event  about  to  take  place  in 
your  boDoared  family.  Upon  my  word,  I  admire 
Lord  Eltham'B  taste ;  s  magnificent  woman  is 
Lady  Gertrude  Kenmore." 

"  She's  thought  rather  a  fine  girl,  I  believe. 
Doctor ;"  said  her  Ladyship  carelessly, 

"  Fine — fine — I  am  allowed  to  have  some 
taste  in  these  matters ,"  the  gallant  Doctor  gazed 
on  hia  shrivelled  legs  cased  in  black  silk  tights, 
with  much  apparent  complacency,  jerking  up- 
wards the  long  queue  which  formed  a  continua- 
tion of  bis  little  scratch  wig ;  "  yes.  Lady 
Elthami  1  say  I  am  considered  something  of  a 
connoisseur  in  beauty,  having  travelled  through 
Italy  and  Greece ;  and  with  the  exception  of 
one  whom  I  will  not  name.  Lady  Gertrude  is  the 
most  glorious  woman  that  ever  my  eyes  rested 
on ;  she  indeed  realizes  the  Venus  Anadyomene 
of  Apelles." 

"  Ha !  ha !"  laughed  Lady  Eltbam  fanning 
lierself;  "  and  who,  my  dear  Doctor,  is  this 
'  one  exception'?  come,  be  candid;  the  opinion 
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of  a  man  who  has  studied  female  beauty  so 
attentively  as  yourself,  is  entitled,  I  know,  to 
considerable  weight.  Whom  did  you  ever  see 
handsomer  than  Lady  Gertrude  ]" 

Now  Doctor  Bushby,  since  the  decease  of  his 
friend  the  late  Peer,  had  grown  ambitious; 
formerly  his  love-glances,  and  his  gallantri^, 
had  been  addressed  to  Miss  Smirk  ;  but,  like  the 
moth  sighing  for  the  star,  his  aspirations  were 
now  directed  to  a  higher  sphere.  The  poor 
Doctor's  heart  was  filled  with  hopeless  sighs* 
and  his  once  favourite  topic,  the  French  Revo- 
lution, had  given  place  to  softer  themes — extem- 
pore essajs  on  female  loveliness,  and  quota- 
tions from  the  melting  pages  of  Petrarch  aod 
Waller.  Doctor  Bushby,  at  the  moment  we 
view  him,  was  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  with 
amorous  woe  on  his  face,  and  his  three-cornered 
hat  in  his  hand ;  the  compliment  to  which  he 
intended  to  give  utterance  would  afford  him 
another  opportunity  of  distantly  and  delicately 
hinting  of  his  passion. 
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"  You  ask  me.  Lady  EUb&m,"  said  he,  lookin  g 
downwards  io  evident  trepidation,  his  eyes 
apparently  riretted  on  his  huge  silver  shoe- 
buckles  i  "  you  ask  me  who  is  lovelier  than  your 
son's  lovely  bride  that  is  to  be ;  I  declare  at 
once,  and  without  heratation — "  he  suddenly 
rused  his  eyes,  and,  glancing  from  Minda  to 
Miss  Smirk,  fixed  them  at  length,  with  desperate 
resolution,  full  on  her  Ladyship — "  you,  Lady 
Eltham,  I  affirm,  are  that  peerless  female !" 

She  to  whom  the  compliment  was  paid,  though 
the  Doctor  was  in  grave  earnest,  had  too  much 
sense  to  regard  it  in  any  other  light  than  the 
ridiculous;  she  therefore  laughed  at  her  ena- 
moured swain,  and  striking  him  with  her  fan  on 
one  of  bis  thin  angular  shoulders,  ordered  him 
to  be  seated,  and  never  again  utter  such  fine 
speeches  in  her  hearing.  Miss  Smirk,  however, 
treated  the  affair  with  feelings  entirely  opposed 
to  those  of  levity;  to  her  the  exhibition  of 
Doctor  Bushby's  admiration  was  by  no  means  a 
jest ;  he  bad  paid  her  attention  too  marked,  and 
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too  long,  for  her  peace  of  mind ;  and  the  man  of 
the  capacious  head,  and  thin  legs,  was  entirely 
in  possession  of  her  virgin  heart.  The  spinster 
sat  in  her  chair  twirling  her  thumbs,  and  think- 
ing how  she  might  revenge  herself  on  the  fiiithless 
gentleman ;  she  would  consult  with  her  Attorney 
at  once,  and  subject  her  delinquent  admirer  to 
all  the  pains  and  penalties  incident  to  a  suit  at 
law,  for  breach  of  Promise  of  Marriage. 

"  And  when  your  excellent  son,  is  married, 
Lady  Eltham/'  observed  the  Doctor  growing 
more  composed ;  "  I  trust  you  and  Miss  Minda 
Clive  will  not  bury  yourselves  in  the  country ; 
no,  no,  the  world  can't  allow  you  to  turn  Nans. 
Willis's,  Ranelagh,  Old  Drury,  and  the  Pan- 
theon, would  be  absolute  solitudes  without  pa." 

At  this  moment,  a  servant  entered  the  rooooi 
carrying  a  letter  upon  a  silver  salver^  and  which 
he  presented  to  Lady  Eltham. 

She  took  the  note  carelessly,  but  a  moment 
sufficed  to  cause  a  great  alteration  in  her  man- 
ner.    She  raised  her  finger  to  the  servant  in 
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token  that  he  should  wait;  and  as  her  eyes 
glanced  over  the  contents  of  the  billet,  the 
thoughtful  cast  and  pallid  hue  of  her  countenance, 
fonned  a  strange  contrast  to  the  expression  of 
hilarity  and  exultant  light-heartedness  which 
it  80  recently  wore. 

"  Does   the  Count  Delafosse  wait  1"    asked 
Lady   Eltham,  endeavouring  to  give  her  voice 
firmness,  and  affecting  unconcern. 
.  "  He  asked,  tpy  Lady,  to  be  shown  to  the 
Library — and  he  is  there  now." 

"  Inform  him  I  will  be  with  him  presently." 
The  servant  left  the  room. 
Lady  Eltham  remained  without  speaking,  her 
&ce  being  turned  away  from  the  rest  of  the  party, 
while  ahe  crushed,  unconsciously  perhaps,  the 
letter  in  her  band.  Her  unknown  correspondent 
had  not  then  fo^tten  her,  but  his  effrontery  in 
boldly  coming  to  her  house  had  taken  her  by  sur- 
prise. To  have  refused  to  see  him  might  have  been 
impolitic,even  dangerous;  whoever, therefore,  the 
audacious  fellow  might  be,  she  resolved  to  grant 
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him  the  interview  he  again  askedi  and  totecdve 
a  full  explanation  of  his  conduct. 

The  feelings,  at  that  moment,  uppennost  in 
her  bosom,  were  curiosity,  anger,  anddisgost; 
but  among  other  conjectures,  the  thought  now 
struck  her  that  one  of  her  old  lovers,  with  whom 
she  might  have  flirted  in  early  life,  had,  on  the 
strength  of  her  recent  widowhood  and  ample 
jointure,  come  again  to  annoy  her. 

Lady  Eltham  laughed,  and  made  a  few  obser- 
vations on  indifferent  topics  to  those  around  her; 
but  her  jocularity  was  such  as  could  not  be 
responded  to  even  by  Doctor  Bushby;  then, 
slowly  rising,  she  made  an  apology  for  quitting 
the  room  a  few  minutes,  stating  that  the  bearer 
of  the  note  which  she  held  in  her  hand,  and  who, 
she  believed,  was  a  friend  of  her  late  husband, 
was  desirous  of  speaking  with  her  on  a  little 
business  in  the  Library. 

In  spite  of  the  opinion  which  Lady  Eltham 
entertained,  with  regard  to  the  stranger  and  the 
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object  of  his  visit,  it  was  not  wiihout  considerable 
agitation  that  she  enteied  the  Library.  With 
assumed  composure  she  closed  the  door,  and 
advanced  towards  him.  He  was  dressed  in  a 
foreigo  costume ;  his  military  hat  was  held 
under  his  arm,  and  a  richly  furred  cloak  fell 
back  over  his  shoulders ;  his  faoe  was  partially 
turned  fix)m  her,  and  his  air  appeared  to  be 
abstracted  and  absent  Lady  Eltham  was  tlie 
first  to  break  the  silence. 

"  I  presume.  Sir,  I  address  the  Coimt  Dela- 
fosse;  to  what  may  I  attribute  the  honour  of 
this  visit,  for  I  have  not,  in  the  slightest  degree, 
that  I  am  aware  of,  the  pleasure  of  knowing 
you." 

"  Madam,"  said  Churchill,  the  aoi-disant 
Detafosse,  in  his  calm  and  measured  tone  of  voice, 
"  you  have  compelled  me  to  adopt  this  step ; 
had  you  done  me  the  favour  of  complying  with 
the  request  contained  in  my  letter  placed  in  your 
hands  a  week  since,  I  should  not  have  entered 
your  house." 

VOL.  II.  P 
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As  Churchill  spoke,  Lady  Eltham's  agitation 
and  excitement  increased  in  an  extraordinary 
degree ;  her  eyes  were  dilated,  her  head  bent 
forward ;  the  voice  she  heard,  had  it  come  from  the 
tomb,  the  hollow  call  of  death's  messenger  sum- 
moning her  away  from  earth  and  its  pleasures, 
could  not  have  startled  her  more.  That  voice 
carried  her  back  to  the  past,  thrilling  the  cords  of 
memory  which  had  long  been  silent,  and  calling 
up  before  her  mental  eye  scenes  fraught  with 
agony. 

"  For  the  love  of  Heaven!   who  are  youi 
she  cried — "  turn  !  turn  towards  me !  let  nie 
behold  your  face !" 

"  Do  not  alarm  yourself,  Madam ;  strange 
scenes  occur  in  the  world ;  let  us  endeavour  to 
meet  every  event  with  equanimity.  All  ran- 
corous feeling,  all  anger,  must  now  cease  be- 
tween us;  your  interest,  as  well  as  mine, de- 
mands this." 

'*  Torture  me  not — let  me  look  at  you !" 

"  Be  it  as  you  choose,  Lydia.    Twenty  years, 
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no  doubt,  have  wrought  some  little  change  in 
my  appearance,  although  they  tell  me  I  do  not 
look  old.' 

Slowly  Churchill  turned  his  countenance,  and 
the  slanting  rays  from  the  window  fell  on  his 
broad  unwrinkled  forehead,  and  noble  features. 
One  look  was  sufficient  for  Lady  Eltbam ;  in 
him  she  recognised  a  man,  long,  long,  she  believed 
to  have  been  numbered  with  the  dead ;  the  hand- 
writing, when  first  beheld,  had  awoke  a  fearful 
idea,  but  an  idea  far  too  terrible  to  be  entertained 
beyond  a  passing  moment.  All  now  was  con- 
firmed ;  the  dreadful  enigma  was  solved ;  an 
enemy,  tenfold  as  dangerous  as  Clive — the 
worker  nf  utter  ruin,  stood  before  her !  she  did 
not  shriek — she  uttered  no  exclamation ;  but 
a  faintness  as  of  death  came  upon  the  strong- 
nerved  woman ;  and  ere  Churchill  could  ap- 
proach to  support  her,  she  sank  heavily  upon 
the  floor. 

For  a  momentj  as  he  bent  over  her,  Churchill 
lost  his  presence  of  mind ;  he  knew  not  what  to 
p  3 
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do — ^whether  to  remain  or  fly ;  and  he  bitterly 
condemned  the  imprudent  act  he  had  committed 
in  discovering  himself  so  suddenly.  His  iron 
nerves  and  clear  head,  however,  soon  stood  him 
in  good  service  ;  he  bore  Lady  Eltham  to  a  sob, 
and  when  his  efforts  to  restore  her  to  oonsdons- 
ness  proved  unavailing,  without  hesitation  he 
rang  the  bell. 

''  I  will  thank  you  for  a  glass  of  water/'  he  said 
to  the  servant,  throwing  into  his  accent  and 
manner  as  much  feeling  as  he  could  ;  "  the  intel- 
ligence of  the  death  of  a  dear  friend  which  I 
have  the  misfortune  to  bring,  has  overpowered 
her  Ladyship.  Do  not  alarm  the  feunily ;  only 
bring  me  the  water." 

But  the  servant,  in  a  greater  trepidation  than 
the  speaker,  instead  of  obeying  the  order,  in- 
stantly hurried  to  the  drawing-room,  and  apprized 
all  there  of  the  alarming  state  of  his  mistress ; 
he  also  ran  to  the  rooms  where  young  Lo^ 
Eltham  was  amusing  himself  with  his  spaniels 
and  pointers;   so  that,  in  a  brief  time,  eveiy 
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Diember  in  the  house  was  a  witnesa  of  the  scene 
eoacting  in  the  Library. 

Wonder  was  depicted  in  each  countenance  ; 
but  the  very  gentleman-like  deportment  of  the 
stranger,  and  his  apparently  kind  attentions  to 
Lady  Eltham,  seemed  to  forbid  any  feeling  like 
animosity  towards  him.  Lord  Eltham  only  was 
discourteous  and  fierce ;  and  when  his  motber 
had  so  far  recovered  as  to  be  enabled  to  sit  up, 
and  recognise  those  around  her,  he  drew  Churchill 
on  one  side,  and,  in  a  menacing  tone,  demanded 
an  instant  explanation  of  what  had  occurred. 
Churchill,  in  the  mildest  way,  and  with  that 
apparent  frankness  which  seema  so  fineign  to 
falsehood,  repeated  what  he  first  told  the  servant, 
taking  care  to  apeak  sufBciently  loud  for  Lady 
Eltham  to  hear  him. 

"  Is  this  true,  my  dear  mother  1"  asked  Minda. 

"  True  V  said  Lady  Eltham,  staring  wildly 
around,  and  then  shrinking  as  from  some  terrible 
object—"  yes,  of  course — yes — Count  Delafosse 
does  not  speak  falsehoods." 
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The  young  Peer  was  not  satisfied.  '*  Name 
the  person,  Sir,  the  announcement  of  whose 
death  could  affect  my  mother  in  so  extraordinary 
a  manner." 

"  It  was  her  tragic  end,  my  lord,"  replied 
Churchill,  "  that  shocked  her  Ladyship :  the 
female  was  guillotined  in  Paris  a  week  since ;  I 
am  not,  however,  at  liberty  to  tell  you  her  name, 
without  her  Ladyship's  consent." 

''  Sir,  you  leave  not  this  house  until  I  am  con- 
vinced that  you  do  not  impose  upon  me." 

*'  My  lord,"  said  Churchill  proudly,  "  if  this 
is  the  return  I  receive  for  undertaking  in  courtesy 
to  be  the  bearer  of  intelligence,  howbeit  of  a 
mournful  character,  to  the  house  of  an  English 
Peer,  I  shall  no  longer  think  rudeness  confined 
to  a  Dutch  Burgomaster,  or  injustice  to  a  French 
Republican." 

"  Hector/'  said  Lady  Eltham  rising,  and 
resisting^  by  a  violent  effort,  the  rush  of  those 
feelings  which  threatened  again  to  overwhehn 
her ;  "  you  do  Count  Delafosse  a  wrong ;  he  must 
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receive  other  treatment  at  your  hands :  it  is  my 
will,  and  I  command  it,  that  he  be  not  detained 
here  a  moment  against  his  inclination. — Count, 
yoa  are  at  liberty  to  depart." 

Churchill,  perfectly  composed,  bowed  with 
ineffable  grace  and  dignity,  and  no  one  offering 
him  any  further  resistance,  he  quitted  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

A  Prison  ! — how  the  very  word  cbiUs  the  heart! 
what  images  does  it  conjure  up  of  sad  endurance, 
lingering  misery,  and  stony  despair! — To  be 
barred  from  the  wholesome  atmosphere,  and  free 
light  of  heaven  ;  to  be  cut  off  from  human  sym- 
pathy, which  will  soften  the  terrors  of  death  it- 
self— to  hear  the  grating  bolt,  and  the  apathetic 
gaoler's  accustomed  tread;  to  think  Id  solitude 
of  Freedom's  days,  and  bow  bappy  others  are, 
till  thought  is  a  torture,  and  memory  a  hell ;  to 
count  the  hours,  one  by  one,  which  bring  the  cul- 
prit nearer  to  his  anticipated  doom ;  while  the 
spirit's  suffering  wastes  the  flesh,  the  hair  loses 
its  natural  colour,  and  the  eyes  grow  dim  as  with 
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premature  age— Oh!   who  may    describe  the 
countless  agonies,  the  horrors  of  a  prison  1 

The  above  observations  may  apply  to  incarce- 
ration in  its  worst  form,  and  especially  the  ter- 
rible system  of  "  solitary  confinement."    But 
with  regard  to  the  absolute  amount  of  suffering 
experienced  by  prisoners,  it  must  vary  of  course 
with  their  dispositions,  and  be  contingent  on  their 
previous  situations  in  life.    A  high-souled  and 
sensitive  Raleigh,  brooding  over  his  wrongs,  and 
a  light-hearted  facetious  Cervantes,  penning  in 
his  cell  those  works  of  kindly  wit  and  humour, 
which  have  immortalised  his  memory — between 
such  men  a  parallel  can  scarcely  be  drawn:  and 
while  the  hair  of  the  Royal  Mary  of  Scotland, 
and  the  proud  Antoinette  of  France,  turned  al- 
most  white  through  the  long  endurance  of  mental 
anguish ;  a  coarse  uneducated  Irish  woman,  pro* 
vided  her  death  be  not  quite  close  at  hand,  and 
she  is  supplied  with  a  sufficiency  of  the  beverage 
she  loves,  might  make  herself  in  prison  very 
comfortable,  preferring  the  place,  probabiyi  ^ 
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her  late  mud  cabin,  the  cries  of  her  children, 
and  the  blows  of  her  brutal  husband. 

Walter  Pellew  had  been  removetl  to  the  Tower 
of  London ;  a  less  dignified  impiisonment  is  now 
assigned  to  those  who  may  be  charged  with  high 
treason ;  and  we  believe  Thistlewood  and  bis 
companions  were  the  l&at  criminals  of  note  ho- 
noured with  a  lodging  in  the  great  metropolitan 
Fortress.  Many  weary  days  and  nights  had  al- 
ready  passed  over  Pellew's  head ;  he  was  con- 
fined in  a  small  room  near  the  second  archway 
from  the  western  entrance.  The  walls  of  the 
apartment  were  of  solid  masonry,  and  a  narrow 
loop-hole,  or  grating,  near  the  summit,  admitted 
air  and  light.  The  floor  was  of  oak;  it  had  been 
trodden  by  prisoners'  feet,  with  the  exception  of 
briefintervening  periods,  for  some  five  centuries ; 
and  berethe  worm  had  bored  its  tiny  hole,  and  there 
was  carved  the  name  of  some  unfortunate,  whose 
crimes  and  sufferings  were  now  alike  forgotten. 

Pellew,  at  the  moment  we  introduce  him,  was 
sitting  on  a  stone  bench ;  though  he  was  tranquil 
B  2 


4  THE  EVENTFUL  EPOCH; 

and  motionless,  his  countenance  did  not  express 
sullenness  or  apathy ;  his  eyes  were  fixed  CHithe 
oaken  floor,  and  he  appeared  to  be  in  deep  medi- 
tation. He  was  thinking  of  those  who  had  sor- 
rowed and  pined  in  that  room  long  years  before 
him  ;  the  hands  which  had  carved  the  names  at 
his  feet  were  dust;  yet  the  half-effaced  letters 
still  seemed  to  speak  of  suffering ;  the  walls,  to 
his  fancy,  echoed  back  sighs;  and  palefiaures, 
with  tears  frozen  on  their  cheeks,  looked  upon 
him  from  the  opposite  bench  of  stone. 

He  turned  from  musing  over  the  &te  of  others 
to  contemplate  his  own  lot.  What  was  his 
crime  ?— his  accusers  would  say — ''  violation  of 
the  laws  of  his  country,  and  rebellion  against  his 
King :"  his  own  philosophy  answered — "  anus- 
successful  endeavour  to  raise  his  fellow  men  from 
a  state  of  ignorance  and  degradation,  and  to  ad- 
vance the  happiness  of  the  mass  of  mankind." 

ft 

For  this,  argued  the  dreamer,  he  was  treated  as 
a  felon — a  man  unfit  to  breathe  the  pure  air  of 
Heaven ;  and  for  this  he  expected  to  be  banished 
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for  life  Irom  the  land  he  would  have  served ;  he 
«ven  did  not  consider  it  improbable,  that  his 
doom  would  be— death  on  the  gibbet ! 

Yet  Pellew  was  calm ;  when  actual  calamity 
had  arrived,  his  fiet;  spirit  supported  itself  with 
a  degree  of  stoical  patience  unknown  in  moments 
«f  suspense  and  doubt.  His  thoughts  now  wan- 
dered from  present  realities,  and  fiew  back  to 
other  days,  and  distant  scenes.  In  the  valley 
that  gave  him  birth,  he  was  again  the  peasant- 
boy,  the  dreamy  student;  becdde  the  stream 
which  turned  the  neighbouring  mill,  he  sat  with 
his  book ;  his  eye  resting  on  the  goigeous  sun- 
set, gazed  thiough  long  vistas  of  purple  clouds, 
as  through  half-opened  golden  doors  which  led, 
his  fancy  whispered,  to  paradise.  The  rays 
glistened,  bright  and  warm,  on  the  old  elms  which 
girt  bis  father's  home ;  and  in  his  ear  breathed 
the  liquid  music  of  nature— a  blending  of  the 
river's  voice,  the  song  of  birds,  and  the  sighing  of 
the  perfumed  wind.  Lore,  also,  the  ecstacy  of 
first  love,  mingled  with  his  dieatns;  and  Passion 
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flung  over  all  things,  from  the  wandering  doud 
to  the  tiny  flower  at  his  feet,  his  own  bright  pe- 
culiar hues.  Anon  his  meditations  rushed  on- 
waidSy  and,  with  her  he  loved,  he  would  pass 
again  the  few  brief  moments  of  happiness  which 
had  chequered  his  turbulent  career*  His  later 
hours  had  been  dark,  but  on  the  midnight  of  mis- 
fortune her  fidelity  had  shone  like  a  star.  And 
how  had  he  requited  her  ?  he  had  rendered  the 
wife  of  his  bosom  a  friendless  isolated  thing,  at 
whom  pity  or  contempt  might  point  the  finger ; 
he  had  plunged  her  into  misery  from  which  there 
was  no  escape;  he  had  blighted  her  whole  ex- 
istence ;  yes,  the  gentle  flower  that  Love  should 
have  watched  over,  and  on  which  the  sunny  rays 
of  joy  only  should  fisdl,  had  been  left  to  wither,  its 
leaves  scattered,  and  its  fragile  beauty  to  be 
crushed  and  trampled  on  by  an  unfeeling  worli 
Pellew  could  not  deceive  himself;  be  mourn- 
ed intensely  for  the  situation  of  Camilla;  and 
however  he  might  urge  his  discursive  thoughts  in 
search  of  other  objects  or  themes,  to  lighten  the 
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heavy  boun  of  his  kqirisonment,  those  thoughia 
invariably  Tettuned — the  doves  to  the  aik  of  their 
rating  place— "fnid  settled-  od  her  at  last. 

He  aprangirpfTDii)  his  muabg  posture,  for  the 
bolts  of  bis  prisoa-deer  were  drawn  back,  and 
the  next  moment  the  waider  entered. 

"  Now,  young  man,  here's  oompany  for  you, 
and  you  may  think  yourself  boghly  favoured ;  but 
I  can't  allow  you  to  be  together  more  than  ten 


With  a  slight  exclamation  of  that  intense  rap- 
tote  which  is  nearer  akin  to  agony  than  pleaaore, 
Canilla  threw  herself  into  FeUew's  arms;  he 
strained  her  to  his  heart  without  speaking,  for 
feelings  Bsch  as  each  experienced,  could  have 
found  no  adequate  expression  in  words.  It  was 
through  the  efibrts  which  Clive  had  made  on  her 
behalf,  that  permissioD  had  been  obtained  from 
the  authorities  for  the  wife  occasionally  to  visit 
her  husband ;  bat  this  was  the  first  time  since 
Pellew's  incarceration  in  the  Tower,  that  an  in- 
terview had  been  granted  to  them. 
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We  do  not  attempt  to  describe  what  passed 
between  Pellew  and  Camilla;  scenes  made  up  of 
love's  dialogue,  of  passion's  gestures,  and  the 
heart-burnings  of  anguish,  are  ever  better  enter- 
ed into  by  the  imagination  of  the  reader,  than 
depicted  by  the  pen  of  the  narrator.  Suffice  it 
to  say,  that  Pellew  upbraided  himself,  in  bitter 
terms,  for  all  the  woes  he  had  occasioned  his 
wife ;  he  prayed  her  to  be  resigned  to  the  loss 
of  one  whose  patriotism  was  now  termed  rebel- 
lion ;  and  whose  name,  instead  of  bringing  ho- 
nour, would  reflect  upon  her,  in  the  eye  of  the 
world,  only  disgrace.  But  Camilla  thought  not 
of  self;  what  to  her  was  the  opinion  of  the  world 
now  ?  his  fate,  the  alleviation  of  his  sorrows,  alone 
occupied  her  heart  Oh!  within  those  dreary 
walls,  what  light  did  her  presence  shed !  She 
would  not  allow  him  to  despond ;  she  smiled  to 
cheer  him  even  while  she  wept.  She,  the  weak 
one,  the  broken-hearted — ^he,  the  caballer«  the 
philosopher — ^her  frailty  was  now  strength,  while 
his  boasted  superiority  of  mind  was  sinking  under 
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the  pressare  of  his  fate.    Such  is  woman  in  the 
hour  of  trial ! 

"  Walter !"  cried  Camilla,  as  the  moment  of 
parting  arrived ;  "  would  I  were  permitted  to 
rematn  with  you !  to  share  youi  captivity !  May 
He  whose  eye  is  upon  us  both ;  who,  while  He 
crei^es  and  gorems  worlds,  deigns  to  regard  the 
destinies  of  each  puny  iohabitaat  of  our  globe — 
may  God  protect  and  support  you!  may  He 
avert  the  calamity  which  now  hangs  over  your 
head ! — Think  of  ine,  dear  Walter,  but  let  it  be 
witli  cheerfulness  and  hope." 
i  "  My  loved !  my  faithful  one!"  said  Pellew,  as 
Camilla  clung  more  closely  to  him,  smiling  yet 
sobbing,  "  it  is  ibr  your  sake,  beyond  my  own, 
that  I  pray  for  release  from  these  walls — that  I 
pray  the  last  ignominy  of  the  law  may  not  be 
inflicted  upon  me ;  but  whether  my  life  be  sa- 
crificed ;  whether  I  go  into  banishment,  or  be 
restored  to  you  in  peace,  never  to  my  last 
hour  shall  I  cease  to  be  grateful  for  youi  de- 
votion." 

b5 
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**  0\  Walter!  we  were  bom  to  tore  each 
other;  I  know  it— I  know  it!  and  my  pny^ 
is,  that  those  sweet  sanctifying  feelings,  which 
thus  endear  us  to  each  other  on  earth,  may  sar« 
Tive  the  tomb,  and  link  our  spirits  through 
everlasting  years !" 
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CHAPTER  II. 

No  lenget  amid  the  multitudiDous  Courts  of  the 
Temple,  under  the  Cloisters,  or  aroond  tbe  stone 
tbuntain,  we  seen  the  grim  ibrms  of  knights  in 
casque  aad  shirt  of  mul :  the  Turk,  and  tbe 
Holy  Sepidchre,  are  thtmes  nevei  now  mooted 
there ;  the  memory  of  the  gallant  deeds  of  our 
foieiathen,  and  aH  that  belonged  to  tbe  dazzling 
era  of  the  Crusades,  are  entombed  and  forgotten 
with  the  warrion  that  slumber  in  the  vaults 
beneath  the  veneraUe  Temple-Cburch.  Little 
men  in  powdered  wigs,  and  black  gowns,  shak- 
ing their  law-crammed  heads,  and  bustling  here 
and  there,  with  red  bags  in  their  hands,  occupy 
the  place  of  the  stalwart  heroes  of  old ;  and  the 
exchange  is  a  desirable  one ;  in  the  heroic  times 
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physical  force,  and  personal  bravery,  were  the 
only  qualities  honoured  and  esteemed ;  scarcely 
a  member  of  the  warlike  fraternity  could  read 
his  Psalter,  or,  it  may  be,  write  his  name.  Now 
mind  is  in  the  ascendant :  intellect  alone  gains 
honours,  and  ensures  renown :  and  all  the  dis- 
parity which  exists  between  spirit  and  mere 
brute  matter,  goes  to  exalt  the  present  occupants 
of  that  quaint  locality. 

The  morning  sun  was  shining  pleasantly  on  the 
garden  attached  to  the  Temple.  Flowers  that 
adorned  the  narrow  and  trim  beds,  were  exhal- 
ing their  sweets ;  and  children  fresh  as  they,  full 
of  bounding  life  as  the  sun  above  them^  and,  for 
aught  they  knew,  destined  to  live  as  long,  were 
chasing' each  other  over  the  walks,  and  frolicking 
on  the  grass.  Happy  state  of  reckless  being ! 
that  neither  looks  behind  nor  beyond;  bright 
hours !  when  the  spirit  is  as  the  butterfly,  passing 
from  joy  to  joy^  dreaming  neither  of  cloud  nor 
tempest,  but  only  intent  on  sipping  pleasure's 
nectar  from  the  golden  present ! 
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In  &  retired  part  of  the  garden  Camilla  was 
slowly  walking ;  on  the  Thames,  which  flowed 
in  front,  boats  glided  to  and  fro ;  but  the  happy 
Toices  of  the  children  at  play,  the  bright  sun  and 
the  fragrant  flowers — all  were  as  nothing  to  her ; 
the  eye  that  should  have  beheld  with  hers  the 
pleasant  scene,  rested  on  dungeon  walls ;  and 
without  him  nothing  looked  fair,  nothing  could 
yield  delight.  Still  Camilla  walked,  and  at  in- 
tervals would  gaze  anxiously  at  the  entrance  of 
the  gardens,  as  though  she  expected  to  be  joined 
by  some  friend.  She  was,  in  reality,  wuting  to 
see  Clive ;  for  on  that  morning,  a  consultation 
had  been  held  at  the  Chambers  of  a  celebrated 
Pleader,  with  a  view  lo  examine  Pellew's  case 
in  all  its  bearings,  and  to  arrive  at  an  opinion 
as  to  the  probable  verdict  which  a  Jury  would 
return. 

"  It  is  over — they  have  finished  their  consul- 
tation ;"  said  Clive,  as  he  stepped  up  to  Ca- 
milla, and  drew  her  arm  within  his. 

"  I  long,  yet  dtead  to  hear  the  result" 
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"  Attorneys  and  Counsellors,  Mrs.  Pellew, 
are  by  no  means  infidlible ;  they  err  in  their 
opinions  like  other  men.  Of  course  the  crown 
is  the  prosecutor,  and  the  leading  counsel  on  that 
side  is  an  austere  man,  and  particularly  opposed 
to  the  democratic  spirit  now  so  prevalent;  Juries, 
also,  are  chosen  from  among  those  whose  loyalty  is 
unquestioned ;  thus,  you  see,  many  circumstances 
operate  against  Pellew.  I  will  not  deceive  you ; 
I  will  not  buoy  you  up  by  an  ill-founded  hope.** 

"  No,  no ;  acquaint  me  with  the  truth." 

"  The  Attorney,  and  the  two  Counsel,  after  a 
long  and  impartial  considerationof  your  husband's 
position,  and  rash  acts,  have  come  to  the  condu* 
sion  that  an  English  Jury  will  not  find  bin) 
deserving  of  death." 

''  Death  ?"  gasped  Camilla ;  ''  did  they  sup- 
pose for  a  moment  the  possibility  of  such  a  thing  ^ 
Oh !  he  is  in  a  more  terrible  situation  than  even 
my  fears  had  pictured  !^ 

"  But  they  think  it  very  probable  his  sen- 
tence may  be — " 
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"  Wliatr 

"  Banishment  for  life !" 

A  pause  ensued :  Camilla  trembled,  but  shed 
no  tesiB.  That  doom  to  her,  inTolring  a  sepa- 
ration from  him  she  loved,  nearly  equalled  death 
itself. 

"  I  should  have  spared  you  this;*  sud  Clive: 
"  but  I  have  my  reasons  for  acquainting  you 
with  the  worst ;  I  would  impress  upon  you  the 
necessity  of  acUoo,  and  of  nerving  your  heart ; 
for  even  now  it  may  be  in  your  power  to  save 
your  husband !" 

"  Save  him  ?"  cried  Camilla  in  a  tone  of 
transport;  "  wbenl  by  what  means! — I  am 
not  weak  as  you  imagine — a  thing  only  of  tears 
and  ngba;  I  will  stifle  every  natural  emotion, 
I  will  brave  all  danger ;  I  will  be  firm  as  your- 
self ;  only  tell  me  what  I  shall  do — where  I  shall 
fly!" 

CUve  drew  her  to  a  less  frequented  part  of 
Uie  garden ;  and  as  they  walked  beneath  the 
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trees^  he  communicated  to  her  the  project  which 
for  some  days  had  occupied  his  thoughts. 

"  It  is  fortunate  that  I  have  made  a  little 
interest  with  the  Governor  of  the  Tower,  other- 
wise neither  you  nor  I  should  have  had  access 
to  Pellew,  during  his  present  confinement  I 
wish  him  to  avoid  the  approaching  Trial,  as  T 
fear  an  acquittal  cannot  be  hoped.  Indeed,  once 
he  is  within  the  walls  of  Newgate,  his  fate,  in 
my  opinion,  is  sealed." 

''  But  how  can  he  possibly  shun  the  Trial  ?*' 
asked  Camilla  breathlessly. 

*'  Clive  stooped,  and  whispered  in  her  ear : 
"  He  must  fiy  from  his  prison — he  must  escape 
from  the  Tower !" 

It  was  not  a  ray  from  the  bright  sun  overhead 
that  so  suddenly  flashed  across  the  face  of  Ca- 
milla ;  it  was  light  breaking  forth  from  the  soul ; 
and  in  an  ecstasy  she  exclaimed : 

*'  Hush ! — ^I  understand  you ;  now  indeed  new 
life,  new  hope,  awake  within  me.     But  I  am 
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calm ;  fear  not  to  trust  me ;  explain  to  me  my 
task.' 

"  Mrs.  Pellew,  I  am  conscious  I  am  about  to 
commit  an  error,  as  far  as  the  laws  of  this  coun- 
try are  concerned,  in  aiding  or  conniving  at  the 
escape  of  a  prisoner ;  but  Pellew  is  my  foster- 
brother,  and  I  would  save  him,  also,  for  your 
sake.  I  propose,  then,  that  to-morrow  night  he 
should  attempt  the  desperate  task ;  I  have  nar- 
rowly examined  that  portion  of  the  Tower  where 
he  is  confined,  and  am  of  an  opinion,  when  he 
is  provided  with  the  necessary  implements,  that 
an  escape  is  not  impossible;  the  thing  has  been 
achieved  by  men  less  active  than  himself.' 

"  But  what  am  I  to  do  ?" 

"  You  must  convey  to  him  to-morrow  the  few 
articles  which  I  have  procured.  Me  they 
invariably  search,  for  I  am  an  object  of  suspicion 
to  Pellew's  gaoler ;  you,  as  his  wife,  they  treat 
with  more  consideration,  and  leniency ;  and  what 
I  have  for  you  may  eaq^ly  be  concealed  in  the 
folds  of  your  clothes.    I  have  already  given  to 
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Pellew  all  tlie  instructions  it  is  in  my  power  to 
afford ;  and  his  sucoessfully  acting  upon  tbem 
must  depend  on  drcumslances  it  will  be  im- 
possible to  foresee.  For  mjrself,  I  dare  not  visit 
him  again.* 

A  little  additional  conversation  followed,  and 
Camilla  parted  from  Clive,  her  spirit  agitated  by 
suspense,  but  her  heart  elate  with  hope. 
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CHAPTER  IIL 

"  The  time  is  up,  young  woman;  I  wouldn't  be 
hard  upon  you,  but  you're  a  deal  too  much  with 
the  prisoner— that's  my  opinion :  my  orders  are 
to  let  you  see  your  husband  once  in  three  days, 
but  you've  this  time  made  it  twice.  Now  go, 
and  don't  show  your  face  here  again  for  the 
week — ^'twill  be  of  no  use  if  you  do-*mark  my 
words." 

Thus  spoke  the  man  who  kept  watch  and  ward 
over  the  person  of  Pellew.  Gaolers,  by  general 
consent,  are  pronounced  to  be  an  iron-hearted 
race ;  not  that  we  suppose  they  are  elected  to 
their  unenviable  stations,  from  a  body  of  misan- 
thropes, and  all  those  among  the  human  family 
devoid  of  natural  sensibilities ;  the  steelbg  of  their 
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bosomSi  and  the  forcing  of  frowns  into  their  faces, 
form  but  a  portion  of  their  duty,  and  for  which 
species  of  pantomime,  they  are  paid  like  any 
other  actors. 

"  Heaven  be  with  you !  dear  Walter ;"  whis- 
pered Camilla ;  "  and  render  you  equal  to  the 
undertaking!  I  shall  leave  you,  not  to  sleep, 
but  to  pray  for  your  success/' 

The  door  of  the  cell  was  closed,  and  Pellew 
was  alone.  Camilla  had  indeed  succeeded  in 
bringing  to  her  husband  the  implements  supplied 
by  Clive;  they  had  been  compressed  into  a 
very  small  compass,  for  they  consisted  only  of 
agimlet,  a  file,  and  a  cord  to  which  was  attached 
an  iron  hook.  The  warder,  as  Clive  anticipated, 
had  not  searched  her^  for,  in  spite  of  his  rough 
nature,  Camilla  was  evidently  a  favourite  with 
him.  It  was  still  light;  several  hours  therefore 
would  elapse  before  Pellew,  with  any  degree  of 
safety,  could  commence  operations.  The  gaoler's 
practice  each  night  was  to  walk  around  the  rooOi 
prying  into  every  corner,  so  as  to  be  assured  that 
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all  was  as  it  should  be.  Pellew,  accordingly, 
hastened  to  conceal  the  articles  he  had  received, 
ere  the  man  began  his  accustomed  scrutiny ;  he 
found  a  stone  in  the  wall  loosened  by  time,  and 
wrenching  it  out,  he  thrust  them  into  the  small 
aperture,  restoring  the  stone,  as  nearly  as  possi- 
ble, to  its  original  place. 

The  prisoner  seated  himself  at  the  extremity 
of  the  room,  to  think,  and  watch  the  sun-rays 
which,  darting  through  the  narrow  window 
above,  crept  inch  after  inch  down  the  opposite 
wall.  Life  and  liberty,  in  spite  of  his  philoso- 
phy, were  very  dear  to  him ;  and  the  thoughts 
of  ignominious  chains,  and  toil  on  a  foreign  shore, 
with  a  long  farewell  to  her  the.  beloved  partner 
of  his  sorrows,  sent  a  chill  to  his  heart.  All 
depended  on  the  undertaking  of  that  night ;  on 
one  hand  were  freedom  and  love— on  the  other, 
banishment — perhaps  a  shameful  death. 

But  the  sun  has  set ;  the  last  beam  is  gone ; 
and  the  warder  enters  with  a  lamp  in  his  hand. 

''  All  right;"  said  the  man,  pacing  around  the 
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apartmenl ;  "  I  warrant  you  sleep 
quiet.  Ha  !  stones  are  getting  loo 
crumbling  old  Tower! — but  then 
done  good  service  in  thy  lime,  s 
ihee." 

Pellew  was  in  a  stale  of  terrib 
for  the  man  was  auspiciously  Ic 
loosened  stone  which  projected  9li| 
wall ;  but  after  a  few  kicks,  and  a 
rar^es  of  old  time,  he  turned  aw 
"  Strong  and  trust-worthy  still 
tower  which  held  in  durance  six  i 
of  Prince  Charley's  army,  when 
has  nothing  to  fear  from  a  puny  yi 
Now,  look  you,-  keep  up  your 
man;  I  don't  ihinlt  you'll  be  ban| 
good  chance  of  your  being  onlj 
Botany-Bay  is  a  main  comfortoh 
hesr ;  and  aa  for  the  irons,  and  thi 
soon  get  used  to  'era : — good  nigh 
When  the  tnan  had  turned  hi 
key,"  nnd  fairly  boiled  his  prisonf 
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heart  seemed  relieved  of  a  heavy  load;  his 
thoughts  now  concentrated  themselves  on  one 
subject — his  meditated  escape !  yet  he  feared  to 
make  a  beginning  lest  the  gaoler  should  by  any 
chance  return ;  he  therefore  remained  for  some 
hours  without  stirrings  as  though  he  had  fallen 
asleep.  Meantime,  the  man  could  be  heard  in 
the  stone  gallery  pacing  to  and  fro,  and  hum^ 
ming  to  himself;  while,  ever  and  anon,  he 
seemed  to  approach  the  door  of  the  cell,  and 
listen.  It  was  about  midnight  when  the  warder 
ceased  his  perambulations ;  in  truth  he  had  thrown 
himself  into  his  settle,  and  was  regaling  himself 
with  his  nightly  allowance.  Pellew  now  cauti- 
ously arose,  and  detaching  the  stone  from  the 
wall,  drew  forth  his  implements ;  hope  might  be 
faint  in  his  bosom ;  yet  was  he  impelled  by  the 
same  principle  which  urges  the  drowning  man 
to  catch  at  a  straw.  The  narrow  window  was 
some  twelve  feet  above  him ;  it  was  secured  by 
iron-bars,  and  would,  as  nearly  as  he  could  judge, 
barely  admit  of  the  egress  of  a  slender  person. 
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His  grst  act  was  to  throw  up  to  thii 
iron  hook,  which,  we  have  said,  wa; 
the  end  of  the  cord,  his  design  beinj 
the  bars,  and  so  ascend  to  the  wind 
hook  missed  the  mark,  and  fell  to  t 
a  sharp  noise.  Fearful  of  the  ci 
Pellew  immediately  thrust  his  imf 
the  hole  in  the  wait ;  and  well  he  di 
next  minute  the  warder  opened  tl 
looked  in. 

"  So,  I  thought  I  beard  sometb 
young  Tartar,  you've  no  bad  design 
have,  you've  got  the  wrong  roan  to 
can  tell  you.  But  there,  I'm  mista 
quiet  enough,  I  see  ; — go  to  sleep,  a 
you  will,  of  that  happy  country  to  i 
fast  a-posting— Botany-Bay;  ba!  h 

And  with  this  pleasant  witticism. 
janitor  again  shot  the  holts  of  ihi 
retired  to  his  settle,  and  the  compit 
supper. 

Pcllew's  heart  sank  within  him. 
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looked  at  the  grating  above  his  head ;  but  the 
placid  moonlight  no  longer  shone  through  the 
bars ;  darkness,  deeper  and  deeper^  gathered,  as 
if  clouds  were  gradually  obscuring  the  Heavens. 
Suddenly  a  blinding  flash  of  light  entered,  dart- 
ing  down  the  side  of  the  dungeon,  and  throwing 
an  intense  glare  on  every  object,  while  a  peal 
followed  that  shook  the  ancient  edifice.    Pellew 
regarded  the    commencement  of  the  thunder- 
storm as  auspicious  to  his  design ;  the  profound 
darkness  without,  and  the  noise  of  the  contend- 
ing elements,  would    favour  concealment,   and 
flight.    The  present  was  the  moment  for  ac- 
tion.     Once  more  he  swung  his  cord  to  the 
window,  and  the  hook,  this  time,  caught  one  of 
the  bars ;  in  an  instant  he  drew  himself  up,  and 
having  introduced  his  gimlet  between  the  joints 
of  the  stones,  a  practicable  footing  was  obtained, 
so  that  he  was  enabled  steadily,  during  every 
successive  peal  of  thunder,  to  work  his  file  in 
order  to  separate  the  iron-bars.    With  all  the 
energy  that  desperation  lends,  he  plied  his  task ; 

VOL.  III.  c 
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and  after  a  consideTable  timei  the  bar8«  which 
were  corroded  by  rust,  yielded  to  the  temper  of 
his  steel,  and  he  succeeded  in  wrenching  them 
off.  The  next  minute,  he  pressed  his  body 
through  the  aperture,  drawing  the  cord  after  him, 
and  then  leaping  down  some  ten  feet,  he  stood 
on  the  battlements  of  the  inner  enclosure  of  the 
Tower ! 

The  rain  now  descended  in  torrents,  and  the 
wind  was  bbwing  heavily ;   had  it  been  other- 
wise, the  proceedings  of  Pellew,  ere  this,  must 
have  been  overheard  by  his  gaoler.    But  not 
yet  was  liberty  gained;    formidable  obstacles 
still  opposed  his  flight    He  crouched  behind  a 
comer  tower  to  draw  breath,  and  decide  on  the 
course  it  would  be  necessary  to  pursue.    He 
had  the  outer  wall  still  to  scale,  and  the  moat  to 
cross — achievements  that  to  a  calm  calculator 
would  appear  utterly  impracticable ;  but  what 
will  not  roan  in  extremity  dare  ?  From  his  ele- 
vated situation  he  could  see  Iroogate-Stairs,  and 
as  the  lightning  gleamed  from  tower  to  tower,  he 
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was  enabled  to  mark  the  best  point  at  which  to 
eflfect  his  descent  But  the  presence  of  a  sen- 
tinel now  chiefly  ri vetted  his  attention,  and 
excited  his  fears ;  the  man  was  pacing  on  the 
platform  just  beneath^  so  that  to  elude  his  vigi- 
lance^  in  the  event  of  an  attempt  to  scale  the 
wall,  appeared  impossible ;  and  yet  no  other 
means  of  escape  offered  themselves. 

The  soldier  continued  his  walk,  and,  with  his 
musket  on  his  shoulder^  seemed  regardless  of 
the  descending  torrents.  Pellew  watched  him 
as  the  deadly  fatal  bar  between  him  and  free- 
dom. Oh !  the  feelings  of  that  moment !  here  a 
dungeon — ^yonder  life  and  liberty !  his  destiny 
quivered  in  the  balance;  his  heart  beat  as 
though  its  throbs  would  suffocate  him ;  and  his 
clutching  fingers,  bloodless  lips,  and  hot  brow, 
all  betokened  the  intense  workings  of  the  eager 
mind. 

But,  at  length  to  avoid  the  inclemency  of  the 
night,  the  soldier  entered  the  sentry-box.  The 
time  was  arrived — now  must  Pellew  act— now 

c  2 
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must  he  fly  from  ignominy  and  chains,  or  be 
again  thrust  back  to  his  cell.  Along  the  battle- 
ment he  darted  with  the  agility  of  a  hunted  deer, 
and  winding  his  cord  around  an  upright  stone, 
slid  down  the  side  of  the  wall.  In  a  moment 
he  was  underneath  the  southern  line  of  fortifica- 
tions, immediately  beyond  which  was  the  moat 

i 

The  summit  of  the  wall  was  defended,  at  that 
time,  in  certain  places,  by  chevaux-de-fnse ; 
but  this  facilitated  rather  than  retarded  his 
ascent;  for  throwing  his  hook  upwards,  it  at 
once  fixed  on  the  spikes,  and  he  was  enabled  to 
mount  as  before ;  then  flinging  himself  over  the 
wall — though  his  flesh  was  lacerated  by  the 
action — and  still  holding  by  the  cord,  he  de- 
scended rapidly  on  the  other  side ;  and,  regard- 
less of  the  noise  which  the  sudden  dash  would 
occasion,  he  plunged  unhesitatingly  into  the 
moat;  swimming  forwards,  he  reached  the  oppo- 
site bank;  one  effort  more,  and  Pellew,  foint 
and  bleeding,  stood  without  the  precincts  of  the 
Tower ! 
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On  !  on !  ruin  is  in  delay — fly  for  life  or 
death! — ^Pellew  passed  along  the  quay  that 
fronted  the  river;  he  reached  the  stairs,  and 
darting  noiselessly  down  the  stone  steps,  found 
the  wherry  fastened,  as  previously  arranged; 
seizing  the  sculls,  he  paddled  off.  "  Who  goes 
there  1*  cried  a  sentinel,  advancing  to  the 
bead  of  the  steps.  Pellew  answered  not  his 
challenge;  the  report  of  a  musket  followed, 
but  the  darkness  prevented  the  soldier  taking 
a  correct  aim,  and  the  fugitive  was  unin- 
jured. The  alarm  thus  giv^i,  however,  had  the 
effect  of  rousing  the  inmates  of  the  Tower ; 
and  ten  minutes  had  scarcely  elapsed,  before 
a  non-commissioned  officer,  followed  by  a  dozen 
soldiers,  rushed  off  to  re-capture  the  felon. 

Meantime,  Pellew  had  taken  good  advantage  of 
the  precious  moments  allowed  him ;  and  having 
landed  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  below,  hurried 
down  the  street  east  of  the  Tower  ;  yet  the  pro- 
gress which  he  made  was  less  rapid  every 
minute,  for  he  was  completely  exhausted  by  his 
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previous  exettiona.  Sodd^j  he 
grasped  by  a  man  who,  for  some  til 
following  him  ;  a  broad  hat  slouc 
forehead  of  this  person  prevented  1 
being  dislinctly  seen  ;  Pellew  mad' 
struggle  to  free  himself,  for  he  ima 
fallen  into  the  hands  of  an  eoemj 
known  voice  soon  dissipated  his  fea 

"  No  exclamation,  on  your  life  !- 
safe  yet ;  yield  yourself  to  my  guid; 

And  Clive  assisted  forward 
fainting  foster-brother.  They  had 
some  of  the  narrow  streets  in  the  r 
of  Wapping ;  Archer  was  well  a* 
lew's  flight  had  been  discovered 
corner  they  turned,  he  expected 
face  of  a  pursuer.  So  faint  had  I 
become,  that  he  was  obliged  almos 
along  in  his  arms. 

"  Thank  Heaven !  here  is  the 
whispered  Clive,  as  he  supported  i 
a  narrow  court  which,  if  possible 
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than  the  adjacent  thorooghiares ;  they  approached 
a  low  door — ^knocked,  and,  in  a  few  moments^  it 
was  opemed  cantiousi  j  by  a  man : 

"  'Tis  quite  rights  Sir;"  he  said;  "  the  guinea 
has  made  the  old  woman  ours." 

"  Thank  you,  Paul ;  you  manage  these  things 
well ;  but  close  the  door  instantly,  and  fetch  a 
light." 

It  was  a  miserable  little  room,  or  rather  cellar, 
which  the  three  individuals  entered ;  yet  there, 
for  a  while  at  leas^  they  considered  themselves 
secure*  Paul  held  the  candle  in  his  hand,  while 
Pellew,  overcome  by  feelings  of  diankfulness 
and  gratitude,  was  leaning  on  Clive's  shoulder, 
and  sobbing  violently* 

"  I  do  not  merit,"  he  exdaimed,  ''  the  kind 
interest  which  you  have  taken  in  my  &te ;  you 
also  eitpose  yourself  to  danger  on  my  account ; 
but  there  is  one  who  will  thank  you  better  than 
I  can.  This  wUl  indeed  cejoioe  the  heart  of 
Camilla  r 

Clive  and  Paul  addressed  themselves,  without 


•  i* 
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delayi  to  the  task  of  binding  up  the  woonds 
which  Pellew  had  received;  ever  thoughtfal 
Paul  then  produced  some  refreshment,  and  Pel- 
lew,  who  stood  so  much  in  need  of  support,  at 
the  earnest  request  of  his  friend,  forced  himself 
to  eat. 

''  And  now,"  said  Clive,  "  you  must  endeO" 
your  to  sleep,  for  only  a  short  time  may  yoa 
venture  to  remain  here.  The  old  woman  may 
be  fiButhfiil  for  one  night,  but  if  a  large  reward 
should  be  offered  for  your  apprehension,  it  is  not 
to  be  supposed  that  she  will  resist  the  tempta- 
tion of  delivering  you  into  the  hands  of  justice. 
You  will  have  need  of  vigour  to  pursue  your 
journey,  for  you  must  fly  from  the  Metropolis.'* 

Pellew  laid  himself  on  the  floor  of  that  squalid 
room;  Paul  placed  his  coat  beneath  his  head 
fiir  a  pillow,  and  the  unhappy  man,  in  spite  of 
his  racked  mind,  in  spite  of  the  perils  which 
still  hung  over  him^  soon  sank  into  profound 
slumber.  Clive  and  his  servant  watched  by  him, 
sadly  and  in  silence ;  but  before  the  moniog 
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bioke^  they  were  compelled  to  chase  the  sleeper's 
dreams. 

"  Now,  you  must  go ;"  said  Clive,  placing 
his  purse  into  Pellew's  hand,  and  which  the 
latter,  after  some  hesitation,  and  many  thanks, 
accepted.  "  I  fear  during  the  present  hostile 
state  of  England  and  France,  you  will  not  be 
able  to  effect  a  passage  to  the  Continent/' 

"  I  will  not  leave  England  without  my  wife," 
said  Pdlew,  "  even  were  an  opportunity  to  pre- 
sent itself." 

"  My  advice,  then,  is  that  you  lie  concealed 
in  one  of  the  upper  counties,  assuming  the  garb 
of  apeasanf 

Pellew  murmured  assent,  and  wrung  Olive's 
band,  once  more  pouring  forth  thanks  for  his 
friend's  exertions  on  his  behalf.  The  name  of 
Camilla  again  trembled  on  his  lips;  and  he 
beseecbed  Clive  to  console  her  by  the  assurance 
that  he  was  well,  and  would  as  soon  as  it  were 
prudent,  or  possible,  acquaint  her  with  the  place 
of  his  retreat" 

€  5 
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''  Heaven  protect  you !"  said  Clive,  as  he  led 
him  to  the  door ;  "  and  may  these  troables  soon 
pass,  and  brighter  hours  dawn  upon  you !" 

As  they  looked  out,  a  fiunt  glimmering  of 
coming  day  was  perceptible  in  the  East;  and 
thus  the  fugitive  and  houseless  man,  he  who 
hoped  to  have  been  instrumental  in  shedding 
glory  over  his  country,  and  elevating  his  specieSi 
was  sent  forth  to  wander  he  knew  not  whither, 
to  see  in  every  human  being  a  foe,  and  still  to  be 
haunted  in  the  lonely  valley,  on  the  desolate 
moor,  or  amidst  the  thick  covert  of  the  wood,  by 
the  unceasing  dread  of  re«capture  and  chains. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

It  was  growing  dusk,  but  the  gates  of  Staple- 
Inn  were  not  yet  closed,  when  a  woman  was 
seen  walking  up  and  down  beneath  the  old  trees, 
which  we  have  already  described  as  flourishing 
in  the  inner  Court.  Her  step  was  slow,  her 
maimer  undecided,  and  frequently  she  would 
direct  her  glance  to  the  upper  story  of  the  ancient 
red  brick  building,  where  Cliye  was  domiciled. 
Her  fielded  dress,  her  pale  worn  features,  and 
her  restless  eyes  swoUen  with  recent  weeping — 
the  whole  appearance  of  the  woman  indicated 
misfortune,  and  was  calculated  to  excite  feelings 
of  pity. 

"  I  have  left  him  at  last, ;"  she  murmured ; 
"  I  have  broken  my  word,  and  dared  his  anger ; 
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but  He  yenmings  of  Mure  could  not  be  o»ei- 
come.  By  tlie  irreaistible  cords  of  love  whid 
only  a  molhep  can  understand,  I  am  dmwn  B  Bj 
child.  Yes,  I  miui  g^g  ],;„  „^^  ^^^  .  j  ^^ 
hear  his  voice;  I  must  strain  to  n,  bre^i.| 
heart  him  on  whose  cheek,  when  an  intajt,  1 
wept  tears  of  joy,-  and  then,  shrouding  m,  igm- 
miny  and  woe,  creep  to  some  ootner,  and  die." 

Mre.  Churchill  leant  tremblingly  against  ,1, 
mobsure  of  the  small  flower-garden ,  she  k... 
the  house  in  which  he,  son  resided,  ,«fd,. 
reluctance  or  fear  to  approach  it;    a  fmnlnes 

oppressed  her,  and  with  agitated  hand  she  gi«,|»l 
the  palisade. 

•■  Now  my  good  woman,  ■  «ud  one  of  the  pot- 
ters of  the  Inn,  who  had  been  watching  He 
mlnider;  "  what  is  your  business  here  ?• 

Mrs.  Churchill  regarded  the  man  sorroridlj, 
but  without  speaking. 

■•  Oh!  yorre  deaf,  are  you!  well,  you  must 
teare,  for  we  allow  no  one  to  hang,  and  loilet 
about  the  Inn-go  I  d'ye  hear!" 
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''  I  am  acquainted  with  a  gentleman  who  has 
chambers  in  this  place ;''  said  the  poor  woman. 

'*  No  doubt  you  are;  begging?  eh? — ^you 
gentry  seem  to  know  every  one ;  but  it  won't  do ; 
the  Inn  ain't  made  for  vagrants ;  so  once  for  all, 
I  say— march!" 

He  seized  her  arm ;  she  mentioned  the  name 
of  Clive ;  it  did  not,  however,  avail  her ;  but 
Paul,  happening  at  the  moment  to  cross  the 
'Court,  and  observing  the  little  contention,  ap- 
proached the  parties. 

"  Brooks,  what  are  you  doing  1"  cried  Isaac's 
kind-hearted  son ;  "  don't  use  the  woman  so 
roughly ;  why,  as  I  live !  I  know  her — 'tis  the 
poor  creature  my  master  saved  from  drowning  ! 
back  man ;  I  take  her  under  my  protection. 
Madam,  whoever  you  are,  my  master  has  been 
continually  talking  of  you  since  that  unfortunate 
affair  at  London  Bridge.  He  will  be  glad  to  see 
you." 

"Not  now— not  now!"  said  Mrs.  Churchill, 
in  increased  agitation. 
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"  I  hope  you  won't  persist  in  refusing  to  speak 
for  a  minute  with  him  who  saved  your  life." 

"  No,  no — if  I  thought — ^indeed^  I  confess  I  am 
come  to  Staple-Inn  for  the  sole  purpose  of  see- 
ing him." 

*'  Then  I  will  take  you  to  Ifr.  Clive  immedi- 
ately, for  he  is  now  in  his  chambers  ahme ;"  and 
Paul,  without  further  parley,  drew  the  trembling 
woman  forward ;  mounting  to  the  room,  he  an- 
nounced the  visitor,  and  the  next  instant,  little 
dreaming  of  the  real  connexion  which  existed 
between  his  master  and  that  sorrow-stricken 
being,  he  retired,  and  closed  the  door. 

The  moment  for  the  fond  mother  had  arrived— 
the  moment  of  agony  yet  pleasure  unspeakable— 
the  moment  she  had  prayed  to  see,  and  die.  Yet 
Mrs.  Churchill  did  not  yield  to  those  emotions 
which,  in  anticipation,  she  feared  would  have 
overwhelmed  her ;  with  a  strong  effort  she  en- 
deavoured to  be  firm,  and  for  the  time  her  strug- 
gle was  successful.  No  word,  however,  fell  from 
her  lips,  but  she  stood  gazing  intently  on  Clive ; 
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the  latter  arose,  and  drew  a  chair  towards  her, 
bidding  her,  in  a  quiet  but  kind  tone,  to  be 
seated. 

''  I  am  glad  you  have  given  me  this  oppor- 
tunity of  again  seeing  you;  *'  said  Archer;  ''I  have 
made  several  inquiries  respecting  your  place  of 
abode,  but  to  no  purpose.  When  we  last  met, 
some  great  and  unoonfessed  sorrow  seemed  to 
weigh  upon  your  mind ;  may  I  hope  that  the 
cause  of  your  suffering  is  now  removed]" 

**  Removed  ?  it  can  never  be  removed ;  death 
only  can  bring  a  cure  for  griefs  like  mine.  Yet 
do  not  fear  I  shall  ever  again  attempt  the  rash 
act,  the  completion  of  which  you  mercifully  pre- 
vented. I  am  now  convinced  that,  at  God's 
bidding  only,  should  we  render  up  the  breath 
which  is  given  us :  whatever  our  trials  and  sor- 
rows, duty  and  religion  command  us  to  live  and 
suffer." 

**  On  a  former  occasion,"  said  Olive,  "  you 
called  me  by  my  christian  name,  and  seemed  to 
regard  me  as  some  one  whom  you  had  previously 
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known ;  for  myself,  I  have  not  the  slighlesi 
recollection  of  you ;  will  you  then  kindly  ncquaiDl 
me  with  your  name?" 

Mrs.  Churchill  turned  her  face  away— it  was 
pallid  as  marble  :  she  trembled,  and  spoke  with 
difficulty: 

"  The  information  you  ask  would  avail  jou 
nothing ;  nay,  it  might  occasion  a  pang  that  I 
would  gladly  spare  your  heart.  Yet  you  mil 
marvel  at  my  motive  in  seeking  you  here." 

"  Such  conduct,  I  must  confess,  is  rather  e\- 
traordinary," 

She  fixed  on  him  a  sad  but  deeply  medil^tive 
look,  her  eyes,  for  the  first  time,  softened  bv 
tears.  "  Oh  •  there  are  feelings  deep,  deep  in 
the  heart's  core ;  feelings  of  pleasure  sometimes 
not  denied  even  to  the  most  wretched— and  such 
warm  my  bosom  now.  Though  my  fete  to  tou 
is  nothing,  your  lot  is  all  in  all  to  me.  I  come 
then— bear  with  me,  and  press  me  for  no  funher 
explanation ! — I  come  only  to  look  on  you,  to  be 
assured  that  you  are  happy — that  you  do  nol 
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shrink  or  despond  under  the  misfortunes  which,  I 
understand,  have  fallen  upon  you.  Your  enemies 
are  bitter  and  powerful ;  but  health,  youth,  and 
ability,  will  bear  you  up ;  and  my  prayer  is,  that 
one  day  you  may  triumph  over  your  adverse  fate." 

''  I  thank  you  for  your  good  wishes,  but  am 
indeed  surprised  and  perplexed,  that  I  can  be  an 
object  of  such  interest  to  a  stranger ;  I  am  also 
sorry  to  say  that,  unless  some  little  additional 
explanation  can  take  place  between  us,  I  think 
we  shall  act  wisely  in  not  seeing  each  other 
again." 

Mrs.  Churchill  started  up,  her  countenance 
assuming  a  strange  expression  of  reproach  and 
fear.  "  Not  see  each  other  again  1  Oh !  do  not 
repeat  those  words !  I  will  inform  you  of  the  hi- 
deous thing  I  am ;  I  will  bow  beneath  you  in 
shame — any  thing,  rather  than  be  banished  from 
your  presence ;  but  no ;  you  will  loathe  and  spurn 


me." 


"  I  will  not  spurn  you,  whatever  your  crimes 
may  be.* 
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"  Do  you  promise,  then,  when  all  is  told,  w* 
to  cast  me  off?  shall  I  see  you  sometimes!  foil 
feel  now  to  die  away  from  you  would  be  s  double 
death." 

"  I  promise — faithfully  promise." 

"  Thank  you  t  bless  you !"  cried  the  wielcbed 
woman,  clinging  to  the  young  man's  arm ;  "I 
ask  more  than  I  deserve ;  but  I  throw  myself  od 
your  pity,  and  your  mercy — my  name  is— I  am 
connected  with  a  person  called  Churchill." 

"What!  with  a  Mr.  Churchill,  recently  re- 
turned from  France?* 

"  Yes ;  I  am  aware  that  you  know  him ;  you 
must  now  shield  me  from  his  anger  and  maHgni- 
ty,  for  I  live  with  him  no  more." 

Clive  was  silent ;  thoughts  were  tumultuously 
rushing  through  his  brain ;  this  woman  had  leen 
the  friend  of  that  singular  individual,  whose  cha- 
racter and  position  had  been  to  him  already  a 
mystery  and  a  riddle.  Churchill  had  confessed 
that  he  was  present  at  the  duel  in  which  Clive's 
father  fell ;  what  if  he  were  the  principal,  and 
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this—this  fenude — ^no,  the  idea  was  too  over- 
whehmng,  too  dreadful:  the  fearful  surmise, 
howoTer,  produced  in  him  a  degree  of  agitaticm 
which  he  vainly  endeavoured  to  conquer.  He 
drew  nearer  to  the  unhappy  woman,  looking 
searchingly  into  her  face. 

"  Are  you  Mr.  Churchill's  wife  V 
"  Not  by  the  sanction  of  the  law.** 
"  That  man's  real  name  is  not  Churchill — ^it  is 
Singleton ! — he,  himself,  shot  my  father !" 

With  a  slight  scream,  Mrs.  Churchill  sank 
back  into  the  chair.  "  You  have  penetrated  half 
the  secret;"  cried  she,  covering  her  face;  ''  but 
more—more  remains  behind  \^ 

"  Heavens !  you  are  not— she  is  in  her  grave 
^•I  dream — I  wander — ^no,  no,  no— »''  and  Clive 
involuntarily  stepped  back,  yet  kept  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  cowering,  shrinking  figure  before 
him. 

'^  You  are  in  error ;  she  is  not  in  her  grave — 
would  that  she  were !  for,  with  the  light  of  liiTe,  with 
hope  that  cheers  all  others,  she  has  nothing  more 
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to  do.  God  grant  me  pardon,  though  no  pardon 
shall  I  obtain  of  roan.  Pity  me.  Archer— corse 
me  not,  mj  son !  the  miserable  being  who  now 
speaks  abandoned  you  when  an  infant— she  is 
your  guilty,  heart-broken  motherl" 

Her  head  sank  forward  on  her  bosom;  the 
burning  tears  of  vain  repentance  rolled  down  her 
wasted  cheeks ;  and  her  sobs,  that  could  no  lon- 
ger be  stifled,  were  heard  through  the  room. 

Clive  stood  like  one  stunned — ^paralysed ;  the 
dreadful  crushing  truth  had  been  told  him  at  last: 
he  would  have  been  incredulous ;  he  would  still 
have  doubted;  but  every  circumstance  now, 
linked  with  her  confession,  convinced  him  that 
Uie  deserter  of  her  home,  his  frail  unhappy  pa- 
rent, was  indeed  before  him.  And  what  were 
the  predominant  feelings  which  for  the  moment 
stirred  within  himi — shame,  natural  indignation 
at  her  maternal  cruelty,  and  horror  at  her  conju- 
gal infidelity.  He  only  saw  the  unfeeling  mo« 
ther — ^the  faithless  wife ;  and,  as  such,  he  felt 
inclined  to  renounce  and  abandon  her.    Clire 
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slowly  turned  away ;  but  the  mother  was  now  on 
her  knees  before  him. 

"  Archer,  I  am  a  wretch,  and  deserve  no  com- 
miseration ;  but  remember  your  promise — do  not 
utterly  cast  me  from  you !  For  twenty  years  I 
have  mourned  my  sin,  and  humbled  myself  before 
my  God ;  but  for  such  as  me  repentance  comes 
in  vain.  Yet  hear  me ;  by  the  tears  I  have  shed 
in  secret,  in  a  foreign  land — by  my  yearnings  to 
behold  you — by  the  prayers  I  have  breathed  to 
Heaven  for  your  welfare — grant  me  forgiveness ! 
Oh,  look  kindly  on  me,  my  son — once,  once, 
before  I  die !" 

Clive  did  not  speak,  but  the  arms  which  were 
wound  convulsively  around  his  knees,  he  could 
not  thrust  away.  The  mother  praying  to  the 
child !  and  there  she  knelt  in  sorrowful  humility, 
in  abjectness  of  heart — the  victim  of  broken 
faith — the  wreck  of  crime.  Yet  even  on  that 
anguished  creature,  Mercy,  who  blunts  the  spear 
of  Justice,  might  look  with  moistened  eye ;  and 
over  her  crushed  and  penitent  spirit  Hope,  might 
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smile,  pointing  to  the  rest  of  the  wretched  and 
forgiven — the  paradise  of  peace  beyond  the 
grave! 

"  Mother!'*  said  Clive,  in  a  voice  choking 
with  emotion ;  for,  in  spite  of  the  assumed  seve- 
rity of  his  air,  his  heart  was  overflowing  with 
filial  affection ;  "  here  is  your  letter,  addressed 
long  ago  to  my  father — a  letter  breathing  remorse 
— a  letter  of  agony.  I  will  believe  that  your 
sufferings  have  surpassed  even  the  punishment 
due  to  your  error ;  I  will  neither  cast  you  from 

me,  nor  utter  one  harsh  word,  but  protect,  cherisb, 

• 

love  you;  and  thus,  dear  author  of  my  being! 
you  whose  image  shone  on  my  infantine  dreams! 
I  take  you  to  my  heart,  and  may  I  be  enabled 
to  hush  your  sorrows,  and  cause  you  to  forget  the 
past,  in  a  hopeful  happier  present!" 

And  the  mother  and  son  embraced,  the  former 
in  a  transport  of  rapture,  and  the  latter  with  holy 
affection  and  chastened  grief. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Churchill,  under  the  assumed  name  of  Dela^ 
fosse^  continued  from  time  to  time  to  call  on  Lady 
Eltham ;  and  though  it  was  with  evident  reluct- 
ance^ or  pain,  that  her  Ladyship  permitted  his 
visits,  she  rarely  denied  herself  to  him.  The 
domestics  conceived  that  the  foreign  gentleman 
was  connected,  as  first  announced,  with  some  of 
their  mistress's  friends  abroad ;  and  the  fact  of 
one  of  these  relatives  having  been  recently  guil- 
lotined at  Paris,  sufficiently  accounted^  in  their 
opinion,  for  her  altered  and  troubled  demeanour. 

But  Minda,  acute  and  penetrating,  could  see 
behind  the  veil.  Her  mother's  distressed  mood 
bad  not  its  origin  in  family  affliction ;  she  plainly 
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saw  that  it  was  to  be  attributed  to  drcumstances 
of  a  more  personal  nature. 

The  hatred  which  Lady  Eltham  evidently  en- 
tertained for  Delafosse,  though  carefully  check- 
ing any  display  of  it  in  his  presence ;  the  con- 
straint she  laboured  under  before  him,  amount- 
ing to  fear ;  together  with  his  hauteur,  and 
independence  of  manner,  threw  around  their  in- 
timacy an  air  of  mysteriousness^  and  were  sug- 
gestive of  a  connexion  very  different  from  that 
which  should  exist  between  ordinary  friends,  or 
relatives.  Was  he  a  lover  persecuting  her?  or 
was  be  some  unprincipled  rouS,  with  whom  she 
might  have  had  a  liaison  in  former  days?  Of 
the  private  character  of  her  step-mother,  before 
her  marriage  with  Lord  Eltham^  Minda  knew 
little ;  she  was  only  aware  that  her  &ther  had 
been  captivated  by  her  charms,  when  she  figured 
as  an  actress  on  the  Bath  Stage,  and  that  the 
name  of  the  beautiful  can/o^^  was  Lydia  Scott. 
Harsh  as  Lady  Eltham  had  proved  herself  to  be, 
lavishing  all  her  love  on  her  own  child^  Minda 
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either  from  the  force  of  habit,  a  conviction  of 
daty,  or  from  a  regard  to  her  deceased  father, 
felt  herself  linked  to  this  woman  by  warm  and 
strong  ties;  and  it  wa.«,  therefore,  with  feelings 
of  deep  sympathy  and  distress,  that  she  witnessed 
her  present  painful  position. 

"  My  dear  mother,  forgive  me !"  said  the  girl 
to  Lady  Eltham  one  day,  as  she  found  her  pale 
and  trembling  in  her  room  ;  ''  forgive  me,  if  I 
appear  desirous  of  prying  into  any  secret ;  but 
your  anxiety,  your  sorrow,  cannot  escape  my 
notice.  Why  do  you  scruple  to  trust  me  ?  The 
past  I  can  forget ;  I  love  you,  and  will  never 
betray  your  interests." 

"  He  has  been  here  again  ;'*  said  Lady  El- 
tham, in  an  absent  manner,  passing  her  hand 
across  her  forehead,  and  gazing  on  a  portrait  of 
her  husband,  which  hung  on  the  opposite  wall ; 
then  suddenly  recollecting  herself,  she  arose  from 
her  seat,  and,  with  a  frigid  air,  turned  from  her 
questioner. 

VOL.  III.  D 
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"  Minda,  what  want  you  ?  leave  me ;  I  am  m 
no  mood  to  converse  with  you  now." 

"  When  you  are  sorrowful,  my  dear  mother, 
rather  than  when  you  are  gay,  I  would  talk  with 
you." 

Lady  Eltham  stood  still,  and  regarded  her 
with  a  bitter,  searching  look. 

''  How  know  you  that  I  am  sorrowful?  what 
fancy  possesses  you  ?  but  even  if  I  were  so,  it  is 
not  your  sympathy  I  wouM  seek ;  you  hate  me, 
and,  depend  upon  it,  I  participate  in  year 
feelings." 

"  I  know  I  am  uQt  your  child,  but  in  saying 
that  I  harbour  enmity  against  you,  believe  me, 
you  do  me  great  wrong;  I  honor,  respect,  and 
love  you." 

"  It  is  false ! — But  I  ask  you  not,  I  wish  you 
not  to  love  me ;  our  natures  are  utterly  opposed 
to  each  other ;  your  presence  gives  me  only  pain. 
True,  as  you  say,  you  are  not  my  daughter— 
would  you  were !  would  you  were !" 
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"  And  whyl — vou  speak  strangely." 

**  Then  hypocrisy  should  not  escape  and  tri- 
umph over  me;  then  I  would  brand  on  your 
forehead  a  mark  that  neither  time  nor  tears  should 
wash  out/'  She  paused,  but,  as  if  suddenly  re- 
collecting herself,  added,  "  No,  no— what  say 
n  I  am  dreaming — regard  me  not — go!  and 
never  dare  repeat  in  my  hearing  the  remarks 
you  have  made ;  there  can  be  no  friendship,  or 
communion  of  thought  between  us — ^begone !" 

Minda,  overcome  by  her  harsh  observations, 
and  unmerited  rebukes,  quitted  the  room  in  tears. 

And  did  no  intercourse  now  exist  between  the 
gentle  deformed  girl  and  her  relative.  Archer 
Clive?  seldom  they  saw  each  other,  for  Minda, 
assured  that  the  love  she  entertained  for  him, 
could  never  be  returned,  shunned  his  society  on 
every  occasion.  She  knew  him  to  be  still  a 
slave  to  the  fascinations  of  Lord  Kenmore's 
daughter ;  yet  the  approaching  marriage  of  that 
lady  to  her  brother  was  regarded  by  Minda  with 
no  feeling  of  triumph;  she  believed  the  event 
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would  plunge  Clive  into  bitter  son 
happiness  was  so  entirely  identi 
own,  that,  contrary  to  the  general 
disappointed  lover,  she  would  eveu 
at  his  union  with  her  proud  and  be 

Nevertheless,  though  Clive  was 
her ;  though  hia  name  was  never 
bjnily  but  in  association  with  a  ( 
vective,  Minda's  affection  for  hin 
its  strength,  none  of  its  early  ent 
this  resulted  not  from  alack  ofspii 
pride,  but  from  the  disparaging  v 
took  of  her  own  personal  attraction 
shipper  I  the  adoration  of  the  unl 
for  the  Sun  could,  in  its  intensJt 
greater  than  that  homage  which 
spirit  paid  to  the  bright  luminar 
world  ;  his  love  was  indeed  the  si 
it  cheered  the  winter  of  sorrow, 
lonely  heart  with  tight. 

Yet  Minda  had  one  friend,  an 
it  is  true.     Old  Isaac,  siocciJ 
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Eltham-House,  occupied  a  cottage  in  the  suburbs 
of  London;  and  Minda,  whenever  an  opportunity 
offered,  had  been  in  the  habit  of  calling  at  his 
humble  dwelling,  partly  to  assist  him  in  a  pecu- 
niary way,  and  partly  to  ascertain,  through  the 
information  which  he  derived  from  his  son  Paul^ 
Ihe  movements  of  Clive. 

"  Heaven  bless  you !  honoured  Miss !"  ex- 
claimed the  old  man,  as  Minda  one  morning  pre- 
sented herself  at  his  door.  His  wife,  Kate,  with 
her  hands  crossed  on  her  antiquated  stomacher, 
and  her  grey  locks  peeping  from  beneath  a  lofty 
snow-white  cap,  made  her  usual  curtseys ;  she 
then  dusted  her  best  chair,  and  drew  a  footstool 
towards  it ;  and  after  sundry  other  pantomimic 
actions — ^for  Kate  was  deaf,  and  rarely  spoke^ 
she  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  the  *^  dear  con- 
descending young  lady''  make  herself  quite  at 
home,  and  comfortable,  in  their  poor  habitation. 

Minda  had  a  question  to  ask  of  Isaac,  in  re- 
ference to  a  subject  which,  until  very  lately,  had 
excited  little  of  her  curiosity. 
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'^  I  know  scarcely  anything  about  the  present 
Lady  Eltham's  family ;"  said  the  old  man,  in  re- 
ply to  the  girl's  interrogatory.  "  Ah !  Miss,  (be 
first  Lady,  your  own  mother,  was  a  sweet  dear 

creature — an  angel  upon  earth,  as  one  may  say; 
and  when  I  look  upon  you.  Miss,  so  like  her  in 
voice  and  features,  (for  she  was  very  little  older 
than  you  when  she  died,)  I  seem  to  fly  back  over 
the  twenty  three  years  as  if  they  were  bat  90 
many  days." 

''  Strive  to  recollect,  Isaac ;  who  or  what  was 
Miss  Scott's  father  V 

**  I  haven't  the  slightest  idea  on  earth ;  one 
year  after  your  poor  mother's  death,  she  came 
upon  us,  as  one  may  say,  like  a  thing  dropped 
from  Heaven.  Of  course  we  knew  she  had  been 
an  actress,  and  no  common  one,  I  warrant  you; 
bless  my  heart,  she  gave  herself  as  many  airs  as 
if  she  had  been  the  daughter  of  a  duke !  Well, 
they  were  married  at  St  George's^  Hanorer- 
Square :  but  now  I  think  of  it,  something  did 
happen  rather  curious  at  the  time ;  it  might  have 
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been  only  gossip,  or  a  false  report,  but  it  was 
said  that  my  Lord  and  Lady,  about  a  month  af- 
terwards, were  married  over  again.** 
That  is  a  strange  circumstance." 
Quite  a  puzzle,  as  one  may  say;— some- 
thing wrong,  perhaps,  io  the  spelling  of  their 
names." 

**  Where  did  the  second  marriage  take  place  V* 

"  I  can't  tell ;  nobody  knew ;  'twas  done  so 
secret." 

''  Has  my  mother  to  your  knowledge,  Isaac, 
ever  been  annoyed,  or  persecuted,  by  male 
friends  1" 

I  cannot  say  that  she  has,  Miss.'' 
Since  you  left  Eltham-House,  a  foreign  gen- 
tleman, a  Count  Delafosse,  has  caused  much  dis- 
turbance in  our  family;  my  mother  seems  to 
have  met  with  him  in  former  years,  probably 
abroad ;  I  wish  you  could  ascertain  who  he  is." 

"  Count  Dela — Delafosse,"  said  the  old  man, 
placing  his  fore  finger  on  his  forehead.  "  I  don't 
recollect  the  name;  never  heard  of  it  before; 
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but  Ml  make  enquiries,  and  watch  him.  And 
now,  Miss,  if  you've  nothing  more  to  ask  me,  I've 
something  new  to  tell  you  about  some  person.*' 

A  slight  flush  passed  over  Minda's  counte- 
nance ;  it  was  evident  that  she  conjectured  wbo 
the  **  some  person"  was,  that  honest  Isaac  bed- 
tated  to  name. 

'*  Paul  says  he  studies  the  law  very  hard,  and 
lives  almost  on  bread  and  water,  so  that  he 
scarcely  spends  any  money  on  himself;  and  well 
it  is  so,  fi>r  what's  eighty  pounds  a-year !  Oh,  to 
think,  honoured  Miss,  that  your  father's  &voarite 
nephew,  he  who,  not  long  ago,  sat  in  the  House 
of  Parliament,  should  be  reduced  to  such  a  pass ! 
Though  Master  Archer  is  proud,  well  may  his 
spirit  bend  under  such  calamity.  Bat  don't  sup- 
pose he  '  takes  on'  because  young  Lord  Eltham 
is  going  to  marry  that  gay,  skittish,  Soottirii 
lady ;  between  you  and  me — "  and  Isaac  drop- 
ped his  voice  to  a  whisper ;  poor  old  man,  long 
ago  he  had  made  the  discovery  of  Minda's 
attachment — ''between  you   and  me,  he  ne- 
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ver  loved  Lady  Kenmore,  honestly  and  truly ; 
'twas  a  &ncy  of  the  head,  not  a  feeling  of  the 
heart,  as  one  may  say.  Kate  and  I  know  yery 
well  who  divides  his  love  with  his  law-books ; 
yes,  yes,  'tis  only  his  pride,  and  present  difficul- 
ties that  keep  him  back." 

Hush,  Isaac  ;  I  know  not  what  you  mean.*^ 

He's  worthy  of  you — almost— though  he's 

poor;"   continued    the   persevering   old   man. 

"  Well,  about  what  I  was  going  to  tell  you;  the 

woman  who,  you  know,  Master  Archer  and  my 

son  Paul  saved  from  drowning,  called  the  other 

day  in  Staple-Inn,  after  they  had  lost  sight  of  her 

for  many  weeks." 

"  Nothing  very  extraordinary  in  that,  Isaac." 

''  You  shall  hear;  a  curious  woman,  and  a 

very  unhappy  one  she  is ;  but  the  stranges 

thing  seems  to  be,  that  she  made  some  discovery 

to  Mr.^Clive,  which  changed  him  all  of  a  sudden 

in  his  conduct  towards  her.    Paul  says  he  was 

like  a  man  demented,  and  came  out  of  his  room 

with  the  tears  running  down  his  face  like  a  child. 

D  6 
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The  woman  is  now  veiy  ill;  and  Mr.  Cfive  has 
taken  a  room  for  her  about  half-a-mile  from  the 
Inn,  and  there  he  goes,  sometimes  twice  a  day, 
and  sits  with  her  for  hoars  together." 

Minda  listened  to  the  old  man's  narrative  with 
breathless  attention;  bather  curiosity  and  sur- 
prise were  far  greater  than  she  was  willing  to 
evince  in  the  presence  of  Isaac.  She  did  not  pat 
to  him  any  further  questions,  but  merely  asked 
him  for  the  address  of  the  sick  woman ;  then 
placing  a  guinea  privately  into  the  hand  of  deaf 
Kate,  she  arose  and  took  her  leave. 


The  reader  must  accompany  us  to  the  house 
where  Mrs.  Clive,  for  so  we  must  now  call 
Churchill's  victim,  had  been  placed  by  her  aoo. 
She  was  indeed  ill,  as  represented  by  Isaac,  and 
it  required  no  gift  of  prophecy  to  foresee,  that  the 
Angel  of  Death  would  soon  launch  firom  bis  qui- 
ver the  shaft  that  brings  despair  to  the  boflom  of 
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joy,  but  peace  to  the  broken  in  heart  The 
toom,  though  small^  was  furnished  with  every 
little  luxury  that  Olive's  narrow  finances  could 
command.  And  there  sat  the  invalid  alone ;  a 
volume  was  in  her  hand^  but  phe  could  not  read; 
thought  was  too  busy  in  her  racked  brain^  and 
memory  was  carrying  her  spirit  back  from  the 
dark  and  hopeless  present  to  the  sunny  hours  of 
the  past.  "Innocent  then — Chappy  then;"  she 
whispered ;  "  A  bride ;  yes,  a  bride — smiling 
faces  around  me — my  fitther  gave  me  away,  and 
Cjrril,  not  wronged,  not  dishonoured  then,  stood 
by  my  side,  and  when  it  was  over,  I  wept  for 
joy  on  his  breast:"  and  a  smile  shone  on  the  face 
of  the  poor  dreamer,  but  wan  and  cold  as  a  win- 
try sun-beam  or  snow. 

Her  reverie  was  passed,  and  she  awoke  to  a 
consciousness  of  the  scene  around  her.  Mrs. 
Clive  had  heard  nothing  of  her  late  protector, 
Churchill,  since  her  flight ;  yet  an  apprehension 
that  he  might  discover  the  place  where  she  had 
taken  refuge,  occasioned  her  perpetual  uneasi- 
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ness.  for  she  wished  no  more  to  behold  him  wh. 
first  led  her  into  crime.  The  step  of  evt^ 
stranger  cosed  her  to  start ;  and  let  eat,  $a- 
sitively  aUve.  strained  to  calch  the  especled  xt 
cents  of  the  man  she  dreaded  The  serraM  of 
the  house  opened  the  door;  "  here's  a  IsJ,  en- 
quiring for  you.  Ma'am;  but  she  says,  ifyoo 
eipecl  the  gentleman  soon,  she  won't  cow  up.- 
"Who  is  she?"  Miked  Mrs.  Clive,  in  a  In- 
mutous  voice;  •■  what  knows  she  of  me!" 

"  The  Udy  says  she  belongs  to  the  sici-visil- 
iog  society." 

Thu  information  seemed  to  give  the  qnestiontr 
reUef;  she  informed  the  servant  that  Mr.  Clive, 
prebably,  would  not  come  until  the  evening, 
therefore  the  kind  lady  might  entor  her  room. 

The  curiosity  which  Minda  fell  could  not  but 
communicate  a  certain  eagerness  to  her  mam,,,; 
yet,  by  an  effort,  she  mastered  her  feelings,  and 
appeared  before  the  invalid  with  all  the  calmness 
and  self-possesaon  consistent  with  the  charade, 
she  had  assumed 
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'*  I  will  not  apologise  for  calliiig  on  you :"  she 
said ;  "  I  have  learnt  at  a  house  where  I  was  re- 
cently exercising  the  duties  of  charity,  something 
of  your  situation ;  your  name,  I  believe,  is  Mrs. 
Churchill." 
''  Yes,  that  is  my  name."  ^ 

"  You  are  in  sickness  and  distress." 
**  I  thank  you.  Madam ;  I  understand  your 
kind  motives  in  visiting  my  poor  abode ;  and  the 
Society  to  which  you  belong  is  deserving  of  every 
commendation ;  but  I  assure  you  that  1  am  in  need 
of  nothing;  I  have  a  physician,  a  nurse,  and 
you  may  perceive  that  this  room  does  not  exhibit 
tokens  of  absolute  wretchedness  or  want.  I  have 
more,  much  more  than  I  deserve." 

Minda  was  silent,  for  she  was  at  a  loss  how  to 
proceed.  "  Pardon  me,"  at  length  she  said,"  I 
am  happy  to  find  that  you  are  supplied  with  the 
comforts  you  require,  but — ^but  the  party  from 
whom  they  proceed,  I  am  given  to  understand, 
is  himself  very  poor." 

'*  He  is — and  I  am  a  burden  upon  him ;  you 
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are  right,  my  dear  young  lady;  bat  bow  yoa 
should  have  learnt  this  is  to  roe  a  matter  of  as- 
tonishment." 

"  Then  yoa  need  not  be  astonished  at  all,  for 
I  know  Mr.  Clive  intimately ;  he  is  an  old  aitd  a 
valued  friendhof  mine." 

"  A  friend  of  yours  ?  Archer  your  friend?* 
and  the  fond  mother,  in  the  excitement  of  the 
moment.,  sprang  from  her  chair,  and  embraced 
the  wondering  girl.  "  Then  his  goodness  of 
heart,  his  misfortunes — all  are  known  to  you. 
Ha !  I  forget  myself;  you  must  indeed  think  I 
act  strangely."  Mrs.  Clive  returned  to  her  seat, 
and  resumed  her  tranquil  and  sad  demeanour. 

"  I  will  not,"  said  Minda,  '*  press  you  to  dis- 
close any  thing  which  you  desire  to  keep  secret; 
but,  whoever  you  may  be,  I  have  two  favours  to 
ask — the  first  is,  that  you  do  not  inform  Mr.  Cltve 
I  have  called ;  the  second,  that  since  I  am  rich, 
and  he  is  needy,  you  will  kindly  permit  me  to 
leave  this  in  your  possession." 

The  sick  woman,  on  feeling  a  heavy  purse  of 
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gold  placed  into  her  hand,  the  gift  of  a  stranger, 
regarded  the  donor  with  a  look  where  suspicion 
was  mingled  with  surprise. 

"  You  the  member  of  a  sick -visiting  society? 
the  Society  is  indeed  then  hberal  in  its  charities. 
Nay,  you  must  be  more  than  a  friend  to  Mr. 
Ciive  to  give  me  this.'* 

"  Oh !  nothing  more  than  a  friend,  I  assure 
you ;  and  now  I  will  wish  you  good  day,  for  if  I 
linger  longer— »• 

**  Stop  !  I  cannot  take  this  money — Madam, 
you  have  dropped  a  letter.** 

Minda,  in  drawing  forth  her  purse,  had  indeed 
accidentally  let  fall  a  note ;  the  supposed  Mrs. 
Churchill  glanced  at  the  address — "  The  Ho- 
nourable Miss  Clive" — at  once  the  identity  of 
the  visitor  was  confessed,  and  the  sudden  change 
visible  in  the  invalid's  countenance — the  quiver- 
ing lip,  and  flashing  eye— caused  the  girl  to  start. 

"  Hist!  hist!"  she  said,  in  a  low  tone  of  in- 
tense emotiotf,  drawing  Minda  to  her  chair  ; 
"  and  you  are  Lord  Eltham's  daughter ;  in  the 
grown  woman  before  me,  I  behold  the  once  tiny 
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creature  I  danced  on  my  knee.  Yes,  jrou  were 
his  companion^  bom  in  the  same  month  aa  he. 
Ah!  your  mother  died  too  Boon;  but  look  not  on 
me;  ask  me  no  further  questions;  leave  me  now. 
and  I  promise  to  attend  to  your  request,  in  keep- 
ing your  visit  a  profound  secret  from  Mr.  Clive." 

*'  This  is  extraordinary! — Inform  me whoyoa 
are,  I  beseech  vou.*' 

"  Never :  receive  back  your  bounty,  Minda 
Clive ;  I  am  about  to  die,  and  shall  not  need  it 
Know  only  that  I  am  a  miserable  being,  who  has 
sinned  too  deeply  to  be  forgiven.  Farewell! 
and  never  let  me  behold  you  again ;" 

She  bent  her  head,  and  covered  her  face  with 
her  emaciated  hands;  yet  her  sorrow  had  no 
longer  a  violent  or  harsh  character,  for  the  tears 
which  forced  their  way  through  her  fingers,  were 
unaccompanied  by  a  groan.  Her  sufferings 
might  be  acute,  but  from  their  very  depth  they 
were  still ;  and  during  that  silence,  while  Minda 
stood  regarding  her  half  in  pity,  half  in  surprise, 
the  door  slowly  opened,  and  Clive  entered. 

Minda,  for  a  moment,  was  abashed  and  con- 
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founded ;  but  speedily  recovering  her  self-pos- 
session^  she  approached  Clive  with  all  that  frank- 
ness, and  winning  grace  peculiar  to  her. 

"  Forgive  me.  Archer;  I  imagined  you  would 
not  have  been  here  until  the  evening ;  but  I  hope 
you  will  not  be  angry  at  my  visiting  your  sick 
pensioner." 

' '  Angry,  Minda  ?  who  could  be  angry  with 
such  a  kind  being  as  yourself]  I  had  thought^ 
however,  to  have  kept  my  discovery  a  secret 
from  you ;  I  suspect  who  informed  you  of — of 
Mrs.  Churchill's  address ;  yet  good  old  Isaac  has 
not  betrayed  my  confidence,  for  I  presume*—" 
he  sank  his  voice  to  a  whisper,  "  you  are  still 
ignorant  of  the  connexion  between  me  and  yon- 
der  invalid.*'  • 

"  Yes;  but  she  is  no  common  person;  I  am 
most  anxious  to  be  informed  of  the  truth." 

Clive  seemed  unable  to  speak ;  he  took  Minda 
by  the  hand,  and  led  her  towards  the  chair 
where  the  sick  woman  still  drooped,  with  her 
head  bent  over  her  knees:  "  Minda/'  he  said 
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with  difficulty,  '^  I  have  to  thank  you  for  a  huo- 
dred  instances  of  generosi^  and  kindness;  yoa 
have  been  to  me  as  a  Guardian  Angel,  and  base 
indeed  should  I  be,  not  to  be  gprateful  to  you,  and 
treasure  your  image  in  the  depth  of  a  heart 
where  joy  has  been  a  less  familiar  guest  than 
sorrow.  Why  then  should  I  hide  from  so  dear  a 
friend  a  discovery  which,  though  it  can  affect  do 
one  as  it  affects  myself,  will  not  &il,  I  am  cer- 
tain, to  interest  you  deeply  1" 

He  gently  raised  the  invalid  from  the  chair— 
''  Do  not  weep,**  he  whispered  to  her ;  "  do  not 
be  troubled ;  Minda  will  not,  cannot  judge  harsh* 
iy.  Oh!  the  assurance  of  your  deep  contrition; 
the  thoughts  of  your  long  trials  and  sufferings ; 
can  allow  no  feelings  to  arise  in  her  bosom  bat 
forgiveness  and  love.  Minda — "  he  faltered— 
again  spoke — "  dear  Minda,  I  have  found  my 
long-lost  parent — this — this  is  my  mother !" 
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CHAPTER  VL 

Clivb  accompanied  Minda  to  her  home ;  they 
were  threading  their  way  through  the  compara- 
tively retired  streets  which  lie  between  Russell- 
Square,  and  the  more  busy  region  of  Tottenham- 
Court-Road.  Again  in  his  company,  Minda 
experienced  all  those  sensations  which,  checked 
for  awhile,  but  never  extinguished,  had  agitated 
her  heart  during  their  previous  interviews.  Her 
bncy  invested  Clive  with  the  attributes  of 
some  superior  being,  yet  she  loved  him  with  all 
the  idolatry  of  an  intense  human  affection.  She 
felt  that  the  return  of  her  worship  would  be,  on 
his  part,  too  great  a  condescension;  yet  joy 
fluttered  in  her  bosom  thus  to  be  near  him, 
to  catch  once  more  the  words  from  those  lips. 
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and  feel  his  eyes  bent  on  her.  She  would  not 
look  at  the  shadow  which  lay  on  half  of  the 
picture,  but  beheld  only  the  sunshine.  Time 
enough,  fond  enthusiast !  at  home,  in  her  cham- 
ber,  to  wake  to  the  crushing  reality— to  look  on  her 
mirror,  and  read  there  the  overthrow  of  her  hopes^ 
the  utter  impossibility  of  a  realization  of  her 
dreams.  Oh !  not  for  her  was  the  torch  of  Eros 
to  be  lit!  the  fire  which  consumed  her  own  heart, 
was  as  a  lamp  in  a  tomb — its  warmth  could  not 
be  shared,  nor  ought  its  light  even  to  be  seen. 

"  We  will  talk  no  more,  Minda,  on  the  me- 
lancholy subject  of  my  mother's  fate ;  you  spoke 
just  now  of  a  foreign  gentleman,  a  Count  Dela- 
fosse ;  the  power  which  he  evidently  exercises 
over  Lady  Eltham  seems  to  be  an  enigma  which 
defies  your  solution ;  can  you  describe  to  me  his 
person  ?" 

Minda,  a$  well  as  she  was  able,  entered  into  a 
descriptive  detail  of  his  dress,  features,  and  man- 
ner ;  the  countenance  of  Delafosse,  she  observed, 
had  not  much  to  distingui^^hitfrom  thatof  anyother 
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faaDdsome  man,  but  his  carriage  and  mode  of 
speech  were  singularly  marked  ;  and  from  these, 
as  represented  by  the  girl,  Clive  drew  a  conclu- 
sion calculated  to  startle  himself  as  well  as  her. 

"  I  know  the  man!"  he  said  abruptly,  and 
with  a  fierce  accent ;  "  Earth  does  not  contain 
another  such  villain." 

"  You  alarm  me :  Lady  Eltham,  then,  is  in 
more  danger  than  I  imagined." 

"  He  endeavoured  to  draw  me  into  some 
scheme  prior  to  my  being  acquainted  with  his 
character.  Persecuted  and  insulted  a*^  I  have 
been  by  Lady  Eltham,  I  would  nevertlieless 
save  her  from  the  wiles  of  this  fiend.  I  take 
blame  to  myself  that  he  yet  lives,  for  though  the 
law  may  have  now  little  power  over  him,  ere 
this  my  hand  ought  to  be  dyed  with  his  heart's 
blood." 

'*  Archer,  what  can  you  mean?"  cried  Minda, 
Startled  by  his  passionate  expressions ;  "  would 
y6u  commit  murder  V' 
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"  A  father's  blood,  Minda — a  mother's  rain, 
call  for  vengeance !" 

The  girl  leant  heavily  on  his  arm ;  she  under- 
stood the  fearful  meaning  of  his  words. 

"  No,  no— you  must  be  mistaken ;  this  man 
cannot  be  he — Colonel  Singleton  died  man? 
years  ago." 

"  And  we  all  thought  my  poor  mother  was 
in  her  grave ;  but  events  have  proved  that  we 
were  deceived.  I  admit,  however,  I  may  hare 
erred  in  asserting  so  positively  that  DelafosBe  is 
Churchill,  though  Churchill  I  well  know  to 
be  the  villain  who  wrought  my  family  sucb 
dishonour.  At  what  hour  of  the  day  does  the 
man  usually  call  at  Eltham-House?'* 

''  His  visits  are  uncertain,  but  they  are  gene- 
rally made  in  the  evening." 

A  few  minutes*  further  conversation  which 
we  need  not  here  detail,  and  Minda  and  Clire 
parted.  WJiai  did  the  former  ?  her  conduct  was 
characteristic  of  her  sex ;    she  retired  to  her 
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chamber,  not  to  think  of  the  foreign  Count,  and 
his  extraordinary  connexion  with  her  mother, 
but  to  ponder  on  her  interview  with  Clive — to 
recall  his  words,  his  looks,  the  tones  of  his  voice ; 
and,  over  the  treasured  memory  of  days  that 
were  passed,  to  shed  fruitless  tears«;. 

The  meditations  of  Clive  were  of  a  different 
stamp  ;  one  idea  filled  his  mind — ^he  was  haunted 
by  the  image  of  Churchill,  on  whom  he  burned 
to  have  vengeance ;  and  the  desire  seemed  as 
much  a  holy  prompting  of  duty,  as  an  emanation 
from  an  indignant  and  fevered  mind. 

Night  after  night,  Clive  paced  up  and  down 
the  south  side  of  Grosvenor-Square ;  his  strain- 
ing eyes  were  directed  to  Eltham-House,  and 
each  individual  who  entered  or  quitted  the 
building,  he  narrowly  scrutinized.  His  purpose 
was  to  confront  the  soi-disant  Delafosse,  and  to 
discover  whether  he  were  the  person  he  sus- 
pected. It  was  the  fourth  evening  from  his  last 
conversation  with  Minda ;  several  hours  he  had 
watched,  and  promenaded  the  Square  as  usual ; 
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he  grew  impatient  but  not  tired,  the  desire  of 
vengeance  supporting  and  goading  him  on. 
The  clock  had  just  struck  eleven,  when  he  per- 
ceived a  figure  emerge  from  the  front  door  of  tlie 
mansion,  and  proceed  with  a  steady  thoughtful 
step  across  the  Square ;  the  man  was  so  enve- 
loped  in  a  costly  furred  cloak,  that  Clive  with 
di£BcuIty  could  distinguish  his  face;  be  how- 
ever walked  rapidly  after  him. 

'^  Mr.  Churchill,*'  whispered  Clive  in  a  dis- 
guised tone  of  voice,  "  I  would  say  a  word  to 
you."    The  person  turned  on  the  instant. 

"  Ha !  Pellew !  is  that  your  very  self,  man  1 
I  congratulate  you  on  your  escape  from  the 
Tower  ;  never  fear  but  I'm  vour  friend — ^What  I 
confusion !  Clive !» 

"  Yes,  I  am  Clive — away  with  your  aliases 
of  Delafosse  and  Churchill !  and  greet  me  in 
your  proper  character— the  foul  destroyer  of  my 
mother's  honour — the  spiller  of  my  father's 
blood — the  villainous  Singleton !" 

The  man  stood  erect  and  still;  Clive*8  0ut- 
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burst  of  indignation  had  no  effect  in  ruffling  his 
temper ;  he  slightly  dre^v  back  his  furred  collar, 
and  smoothed  his  moustachei  while  a  smile 
gave  a  peculiar  character  of  reckless  daring  to 
his  bronzed  and  handsome  features. 

"  So,  Mr.  Clive,  you  are  pleased  to  indulge 
in  the  same  choleric  expressions  as  when  we 
last  conversed  together  in  the  Abbey- Yard  at 
Westminster.  No  lesson  learnt  from  the  world 
— no  philosophy  acquii'ed  yet — eh  V* 

"  Insulter !  talk  not  thus !  enoughi  that  in  you 
I  have  found  my  mortal  enemy,  the  man  whose 
blackness  of  soul,  whose  unrepented  crimes,  call 
for  the  heaviest  retribution  that  Heaven  can 
give." 

"  Then  you  are  quite  sure  I  am  Singleton  V 
said  Churehill,  slowly  enunciating  bis  words ; 
he  smiled  again,  played  with  the  tassel  of  his 
cane,  and  presently  added — *'  but  let  us  move 
on,  for  I  feel  rather  chilled,  stopping  thus  in  the 
night  dew.» 

"  Stand  where  you  are,  or  I  run  you  through 

VOL. in.  B 
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the  body !  you  see  I  have  provided  myself  witb 
a  weapon." 

"  A  good  precaution,  I  confess,  in  these  dis- 
turbed times,  when  every  second  person  od§ 
meets  is  some  equality  enthusiast,  or  ReToIa- 
tionary  cut-throat  Look  you^  Mr.  Clive«  I  am 
similarly  provided;^  and  the  speaker  moved 
back  the  folds  of  his  cloak,  and  tapped  signifi- 
cantly on  the  hilt  of  his  rapier.  "  You  are 
confident  then,  I  repeat,  that  my  name  is  Sin- 
gleton ;  well,  it  will  be  scarcely  worth  my  wbile 
now  to  argue  the  question  with  you ;  hj  a  ratber 
unlucky  accident  you  have  encountered  your 
mother,  who,  no  doubt,  has  communicated  to  you 
the  whole  story—  at  least  as  much  of  it  as  she  is 
acquainted  with.  I  am  also  annoyed  at  ber 
leaving  me,  but  am  resolved  to  bear  my  loss 
with  patience  and  resignation." 

^Clive  could  with  difficulty  restrain  his  boi^* 
io?  rage,  while  Churchill  thus  talked  with  a 
levity  less  supportable  than  ruffian  bravados, 
or  sneers,  would  have  been. 
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''Hold!  Sir;  I  desire  not  to  prolong  this 
conyersation.  For  the  sake  of  my  mother,  now 
on  her  death-bed,  I  do  not  bring  you  into  a 
Court  of  Justice,  for  a  public  prosecution,  by 
opening  old  wounds,  and  dragging  her  name 
again  before  the  idle  and  curious  world,  would 
only  occasion  her  fruitless  misery.  But  one 
thing  I  am  bound  to  demand  at  your  hands/' 

"  Name  it  quickly,  for  I  am  anxious  to  be  at 
home." 

"  I  must  avenge  the  injuries  of  my  parents — 
I  must  have  your  life — or  you  mine  !*' 

"  Then  you  wish  to  fight  a  duel  with  me — 
very  well — ^now  bear  me :  a  few  months  since, 
I  strongly  advised  you  to  cross  swords  with  your 
ooosin.  Lord  Eltham ;  you  had  then  every  thing 
to  gain — a  title  and  seventy  thousand  a-year ; 
but  no ;  you  rejected  my  counsel.  Again,  in 
our-  parley  at  Westminster,  I  urged  you  to  enter 
into  a  contract  with  me — a  contract  which  would 
have  been  highly  beneficial  to  each  of  us ;  but 
in  your  headstrong  pride,  you  refused  to  meet 

s  2 
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my  wisbes.  Now^  under  these  circumstances, 
you  must  not  be  surprised  that,  when  you  call  od 
me  to  do  you  the  favour  of  rendering  saii^^faction 
for  certain  alleged  injuries,  I  should  say— no! 
What,  I  demand,  shall  I  gain  if  you  fall  1— no- 
thing ;  and  if  we  reverse  the  question,  common 
sense  teaches  me  that  it  is  madness  voluntarily 
to  cut  short  the  term  of  one's  own  earthly  enjoy- 
ments. In  a  word,  Mr.  Clive,  I  promptly,  and 
decidedly,  beg  to  say  that  I  cannot  gratify  you, 
as  regards  the  adjustment  of  our  quarrel,  by  an 
appeal  to  arms.*" 

Throughout  this  speech,  the  utter  sangfroid 
which  Churchill  exhibited,  strangely  contrasted 
with  the  fiery  impatience,  the  ungovernable  rage 
of  the  younger  man ;  and  in  proportion  as  the 
feelings  of  the  one  seemed  to  recede,  like  icy 
snakes,  into  the  lurking  place  of  his  own  bosom, 
so  the  emotions  of  the  other  broke  forth  like  a 
lava-torrent,  bearing  down  each  "  impediment 
niid  bar"  of  his  better  judgment.  Here  was  the 
man  who  bad  brought  his  parents  to  a  miserable 
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end,  and,  through  their  ruin,  had  worked  his  own 
downfal — here  was  Churchill  living  unmolested, 
and  in  apparent  affluence  and  honour !  And  he 
must  listen  to  his  calm  expostulations,  his  cyni- 
cal selfish  philosophy — Oh !  it  was  too  much  for 
reflecting  humanity  to  bear ;  some  satisfaction — 
some  vengeance  he  must  obtain.  Lost  to  every 
thing  but  the  feelings  of  the  moment,  he  sprang 
at  Churchill,  and  dashing  him  back  against  the 
iron  rails  of  one  of  the  houses,  he  snatched  his 
sword  from  its  sheath. 

<•  I  shall  be  your  murderer,  if  you  do  not 
immediately  draw  !'• 

"  Softly,  mj"  dear  Sir,  softly — what !  fight  a 
duel  in  one  of  the  pubKc  Squares  ?  such  a  thing 
was  never  beard  of.  Why,  they  would  scarcely 
commit  such  a  breach  of  etiquette  in  Paris, 
though  every  Frenchman,  just  now,  is  cutting 
his  brother's  throat     Release  me,  I  pray." 

"  Then  proceed  with  me  this  moment  to  the 
Park !" 

*'  I  decline  the  honour.    But  once  for  ail,  man 
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I  say  I  bave  done  with  yoa;  we  walk  in  diffsrent 
paths;  I  desire  no  ooUioon  with  ]^;  begnickd 
by  reason :  pshaw !  why  dweU  on  that  whidi 
has  been!  look  rather  to  that  whidi  is  to  be.  I 
was  once  a  thing  of  passion  like  yourself;  ex« 
perience  has  shown  me  my  error.  Not  all  your 
maniacal  ravings  ;  not  the  pouring  &rth  of  ymn 
blood  (w  mine,  can  alter  now  one  letter  writtea 
byfiite  in  the  great  book  of  the  past.  lamsuny 
your  mother  has  thought  proper  to  fly  from  my 
protection,  fi>r  I  considered  myself  bound,  so 
Icmg  as  she  lived,  to  provide  for  her.  But  let  it 
be.  I  have  no  desire  to  separate  the  parent  and 
the  child.  AH,  no  doubt,  is  fiur  the  best ;  and  I 
promise  never  to  molest  her  or  you,  so  you  per^ 
mit  me  to  pursue  my  own  path  in  peace." 

As  Cburchill  spoke,  he  dowly  edged  aside 
from  Clive,  and  was  now  on  the  point  of  quitting 
the  spot 

"  Stay !  not  content  with  having  ruinednqr 
family,  do  you  seek,  also,  to  destroy  the  peace 
of  Lord  Eltham's  widow  and  children  ?" 
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**  Heaven  help  thee,  man,  but  I  did  not  be- 
lieve thee  quite  so  simple ;  methinks,  I  could  do 
you  no  greater  favour  than  to  '^  destroy  the 
peace,*  as  you  term  it,  of  your  bitterest  enemies. 
Why,  Mt.  Clive,  the  indignities  you  have  re- 
caved  at  the  hands  of  this  same  Lady  Eitham 
and  her  son,  ought  to  make  your  heart  leap  at 
the  anticipation  of  evil  befalling  them/' 

"  He  who  is  capable  of  deriving  pleasure  from 
the  indulgence  of  such  vindictive  feelings, 
would  be  unworthy  the  gifts  of  good  fortune, 
Aould  they  ever  arrive.^ 

'*  Profound  ignorance  <^  the  world  again.  But 
since  you  are  full  of  the  divine  charity  .which 
pardoneth  offences,  allow  me  to  say,  for  your 
consolation,  that  my  intercourse  with  Lady  Ei- 
tham has  reference  merely  to  a  matter  of  business. 
A  relative  of  hers  was  recently  guillotined  at 
Paris,  and  I  managed  her  monetary  'Concerns/' 

*  Away  !  I  give  no  credit  to  your  tale.  You 
cui  lie  with  a  smooth  front,  and  commit  murder 
with  a  smile." 
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''  You  pay  me  a  great  compliment  Nothing 
permits  the  man  of  the  world  to  yield  to  feelings 
of  irascibility,  or  tempts  the  true  philosopher  to 
crash  his  fellow,  when  the  act  can  be  acoom- 
panied  neither  by  pecuniary  gain,  nor  any  other 
advantage ;  therefore  I  am  silent  Sir,  I  have 
the  honour  to  wish  you  a  very  good  night" 

And  turning  on  his  heel,  Churchill  passed  into 
the  next  street  Clive  once  more  was  alone  in 
the  darkness ;  he  had  gained  little  by  his  long 
and  patient  watch,  except,  indeed,  the  knowledge 
that  Delafosse  was  the  intriguing  Churcbill,  that 
he  was  playing  some  deep  part,  and  by  his 
threats,  or  impositions,  was  likely  to  cause 
another  oonvukion  in  the  family  of  the  Ciives. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

The  waiters  of  the  Thatched- Bouse  Tavern, 
in  St.  James's-Street,  were  unusually  busy,  hur- 
rying into  the  coffee-room  with  plates  of  biscuits, 
and  decanters  of  Madeira,  together  with  sundry 
glasses  of  negus,  and  brandy-and-water.  There 
had  been  a  meeting,  pretty  numerously  attended 
by  politicians,  literati,  and  divines,  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  Abolition  of  the  Slave-Trade,  as  pro- 
posed in  Parliament^  session  afler  session,  by  the 
indefatigable  philanthropist  William  Wilber- 
force.  The  meeting  being  now  over,  long  ora- 
tions, cheers,  as  well  as  groans,  bad  rendered  the 
majority  of  the  attendants  so  thirsty,  that  the  in- 
crease of  labour  given  to  the  above  named  gany- 
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medes  of  the  establishment,  was  a  very  natanl 
consequence. 

The  company  was  a  mixed  company,  and 
grouping  around  the  small  tablesi  Pittites  woe 
elbowed  by  Foxites ;  Clergymen,  in  black  silk 
stockings  and  pumps,  found  themselves  in  dose 
neighbourhood   with   top-booted  country     Es- 
quires; and  shadowy  literary  characters,  were 
seen  in  juxta  position  with  bluff  rosy  city  mer- 
chants.   Yet  all  appeared  to  be  in  the  best  pos- 
sible humour,  intent  on  recruiting  the  outer  man. 
The  Babel  of  tongues  that  prevailed  was  indeed 
confusing ;  and,  in  some  instances,  when  gentle- 
men could  not  engage  the  services  of  waiters. 
because  other  gentlemen  had  called  them  off,  the 
clamour  was  of  a  rather  distressing  nature.  The 
politicians  were  certainly  the  most  noisy,  al- 
though it  was  quite  as  certain  that  the  gaunt  lUtir 
rateur,  and  moon-fisiced  denison  of  Cheapside 
and  Change- Alley,  swallowed  the  lai|;est  quan- 
tity of  wine. 

The  coAversatidn  generally  had  reference  to 


OR,  THE  FORTUNES  OF  ARCHER  CLIVB.      93 

the  speeches  jost  delivered  by  the  chainnan 
Wilbefforce,  Home  Tooke,  and  Edmund  Burke. 
Optoieiis  were  pretty  equally  divided  as  to  whe- 
ther a  great  people,  a  free  and  reUgious  people, 
ought  to  ravish  from  their  homes,  and  make 
slaves  of,  a  large  portion  of  their  fellow  men, 
simply  because  their  skins  happened  to  be  black. 
Hayley,  the  sentimental  poet.  Earl  Stanhope, 
and  Privy  Counselor  Dundas,  had  been  very 
warm  in  support  of  the  kind-hearted  Chair- 
man's motion.;  stating,  that  for  their  parts,  with 
a  view  to  the  effectual  crushing  of  the  nefarious 
traffic  in  slaves,  they  were  content  never  to  use 
another  lump  of  sugar  for  the  term  of  their  natu- 
ral lives.  But  groans  from  Doctor  Parr,  Philip 
Francis,  (the  celetotted  Junius,)  and  Professor 
Person  of  Greek  celebrity,  had  been  echoed  by 
a  long  line  of  City  merchants,  who  saw  in  the 
proposed  abolition  nothing  but  nationcd  bank- 
ruptcy, and  the  loss  of  all  our  West  India  pos- 
sessions :  and  then  cheers  for  the  good  Chainnan 
had  followed,  mingled  with  serpent-like  hisses ; 


84  THE    EVENTFUL  EPOCH; 

but  we  are  happy,  for  the  credit  of  our  giandb- 
thers,  to  say,  that  the  cheers  "  had  it" 

"  More  wine  and  biscoitSi"  was  still  the  c^. 
Wilberforce,  Burke,  and  some  others,  had  left 
the  Thatched-House  Tavern  ai  the  dose  of  the 
meeting;  nevertheless  many  men  of  "mark 
and  likelihood"  were  still  found  among  the  mot- 
ley groups.  The  conversation  now  underwent  a 
change,  for  Wilberforce  and  his  negroes  did  not 
form  the  great  topic  of  the  day.  All  periods 
have  their  themes,  which  it  is  the  rage  or  fashion 
to  discuss;  and  at  this  Eventful  Epoch,  when 
society  was  shaken  to  the  centre  by  the  great 
convulsions  on  the  Continent,  whether  men  ex- 
ulted or  iiiourned  over  the  bloody  "  goings  on" 
of  the  French  democracy,  still  they  liked  to  talk 
of  the  terrible  subject. 

"  Doctor  Bushby !"  cried  Lord  Stanhope  across 
the  table,  to  our  old  friend  of  the  large  head  and 
little  scratch  wig,  the  ambitious  admirer  of  Lady 
Eltham ;  '*  any  news  from  your  Parisian  oorres* 
pondents  ?" 


OR,  THE  FORTUNES  OF  ARCHER  CLIVE.         85 

*' Nothing,  my  Lord,  of  much  importance; 
only  fifty  were  guillotined  last  week^  half  of 
whom,  I  understand,  were  women ;  pretty  mode- 
rate you  will  say — ^getting  less  bloody — ^rather 
less  bloody." 

"  I  am  a  friend  of  liberty  ;*'  exclaimed  the 
Earl,  "  but  I  cannot  countenance  murder/' 

"Why,  my  Lord,  what  can  be  done  I''  said 
the  Doctor,  placing  his  finger  upon  his  massy 
forehead ;  "  d'ye  see  my  Lord  ?  a  good  surgeon 
probes  deeply,  and  cuts  unsparingly,  in  order  to 
cure  his  patients.  What  say  you,  Porson  ]  and 
you,  Milbank  ?  and  you,  Godwin]  ha!  ha !  ha !" 

Bui  while  Doctor  Bushby  laughed  immode- 
rately,  they  to  whom  he  appealed  wore  grave 
&ces. 

*'  Bushby,"  asked  the  author  of  '  Caleb  Wil- 
liams,'  ''  can  you  tell  me  what  has  become  of 
poor  Egalit^'s  son,  Louis  Philippe,  since  his  fa- 
ther's cruel  end  1" 

"  Why,  Godwin,  my  correspondents  say  that 
he  is  travelling  about  with  scarcely  a  shoe  to  his 
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foot,  or  a  coat  on  his  back,  teaching  music  and 
astronomy  to  the  penniless  Switzers;  Heafen 
save  the  mark !" 

"  That  young  man,'  Louis  Philippe/'  said  Tal- 
leyrand, in  broken  English,  "  has  about  the 
finest  spirit  of  all  the  unhappy  exiles  of  Fhnoe; 
he  is  bom,  mark  me.  Messieurs,  to  some  higb 
des'iny." 

''  How  long  have  you  turned  prophet,  Talley- 
rand ?*  cried  the  Doctor  ;  *'  now  suppoong  the 
Bourbons  should  ever  be  restored  to  power  in 
Franoe,and  this  wandering  musician  become  king, 
how  droll  it  would  be — ^ha !  ha !  ha ! — So,  Master 
Home  Tooke,  they've  not  caught  the  rebel  Pellew 
yet,  I  hear ;  why,  man,  he  proved  a  deal  more  cun- 
ning and  slippery  than  yourself  in  the  afiair  of 
the  Tower.    I've  letters  from  the  North  that 
state  he*s  wandering  among  the  fens  of  Lincob- 
shire.    Grood  luck  to  the  peasant  who  happens 
to  place  his  hands  upon  him!  for  the  Grovem- 
ment,  they  say,  has  offered  a  large  sum  for  his 
capture."* 
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The  Doctor  drained  his  glass,  and  shuiSed  off 
fiom  the  table  ;  a  gentleman  in  the  far  comer  of 
the  room  seemed  suddenly  to  have  attracted  his 
Dotioe,  for  he  immediately  fl)pproached  bim.  The 
individual  was  standing  apart,  and  with  an  air  of 
corioBity,  mingled  with  pride,  was  silently  scru- 
tinistng  the  company.  Doctor  Busbby  bowed 
low,  until  the  end  of  his  beribboned  pigtail 
panted  at  the  ceiling  of  the  room. 

"  I  have  had  the  honour.  Sir,  I  believe,  of 
meeting  you  at  the  house  of  my  very  esteemed 
and  respected  friend.  Lady  Eltham.  Do  I  not 
address  the  Count  Delafosse  V* 

Churchill  regarded  the  singular  being  before 
him  with  a  quiet  smile. 

*'  Yes,  Sir,  T  am  that  person." 
Now  the  Doctor,  having  seen  Churchill  several 
times  in  company  with  her  Ladyship,  and  still 
persevering  in  his  pretensions  to  the  hand  of  the 
rich  widow,  was  labouring  under  a  severe  fit  of 
jealousy. 


88  THE  EVENTFUL  EPOCH; 

''  Sir/'  he  said,  drawing  himself  up,  "  may 
take  the  liberty  of  inquiring  whether  vou  are  a 
married  gentleman  7." 

*'  Really,  the  queAion  is  rather  extraordinary 
from  one  whom  I  have  the  honour  of  knowing  5so 
slightly.  But  if  Doctor  Bushby  is  greatly  inter- 
ested in  the  matter^  I  beg  to  say,  that  I  have  no 
wife.* 

A  frown  gathered  on  the  brow  of  the  learned 
man ;  and  the  pangs  which  shot  through  bis 
amorous  bosom  were  not  a  little  sharpened  by  the 
consciousness,  that  the  foreign  gentleman  was  at 
least  ten  years  younger  than  himself,  and  pos- 
sessed the  unfair  advantage  of  an  extrenelj 
handsome  person. 

"  Count,  do  I  understand  then — I  mean,  Sir, 
am  I  to  regard  you  in  the  light  of  a  friend  or  a 
rival?  if  the  latter,  depend  upon  it,  I  shall  not 
be  intimidated  by  a  long  rapier,  or  moustachioed 
lips :"  the  queue  worked,  and  the  angular  shoul- 
ders were  elevated  fiercely  to  the  ears* 
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"  Mj  dear  Doctor  Bushby,  I  am  puzzled  to 
comprehend  you ;  I  do  not  wish  to  be  either  your 
rival  or  your  enemy." 

"  Will  you  then  have  tlie  goodness  to  explain 
— ^be  candid.  Sir ;  are  you  a  suitor  for  the  hand 
ofLadyElthamr 

*'  Ha !  ha !  you  amuse  me :  nothing,  I  assure 
you,  is  further  irom  my  intentions ;  so  there  is 
a  dear  field  for  you  in  that  quarter,  as  far  as  I 
am  concerned,  my  dear  Doctor." 

The  great  master  of  the  healing  art  smiled, 
and  rubbed  his  forehead  for  very  happiness,  and 
seizing  his  friend  by  the  hand,  pressed  him  to 
share  in  a  bottle  of  Claret.  Churchill  consented, 
for  while  in  his  heart  he  despised  the  pedantic 
scholar,  and  petit^maUre,  he  was  very  happy 
to  use  him  as  his  chronicle  of  news.  He  sifted 
Bushby  of  all  he  knew  relative  to  Lord  Eltham 
and  his  mother ;  but  the  only  piece  of  intelli- 
gence which  interested  him  was,  that  the  young 
Peer  might  be  expected  very  shortly  to  lead 
Lady  Gertrude  Kenmore  to  the  altar ;  and  that  the 
newly-wedded  couple  intended  to  travel  in  Italy. 
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"  This  will  never  do ;"  muttered  diuichili 
to  himself ;  "  this  manying,  and  this  txayelliog, 
must  Dot  be  permitted  until  my  demands  ave 
satisfied.  The  mother  may  also  take  it  into  her 
head  to  scamper  abroad.  'Sdeath!  tfaey  will 
slip  through  my  finger?,* 

"  Doctor  Bushby/'  said  Churchill,  alood, 
"  we  have  finished  our  wine,  and  I  know,  when 
I  inform  you  that  I  have  a  pressing  engagement, 
you  will  excuse  my  tarrying  longer ;  at  the 
same  time,  I  confess  the  attractions  of  the 
Tbstched^House  Tavern,  and  the  fascinatkm 
of  your  company,  are  alike  difficult  to  be  re- 
sisted." 

''  Count  Delafosse,"  said  the  ancient  Exqui- 
site, his  right  hand  on  his  breast,  and  bowing 
low,  "  I  am  proud  to  have  made  the  acquaint- 
ance of  a  man  whoise  politeness,  and  wit,  may 
well  put  to  shame  our  rough  English  manners, 
and  might  have  done  credit  even  to  the  Court  of 
the  Fourteenth  Louis.  I  have  the  honour  to  be 
your  faithful  devoted  servant" 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

On  quitting  the  Tbatched*Hou8e  Tavenii 
Churchill  hurried  to  the  residence  of  Lady  EU- 
tham ;  and  inquiring  for  her  Ladyship  and  her 
son,  was  showui  as  on  previous  occasions^  into 
the  library.  As  Lady  Eltham  and  the  young 
Peer  entered  the  room,  Churchill  greeted  them 
in  the  most  friendly  manner ;  and  yet  there 
seemed  a  patronisbg  air  about  the  man,  an  as- 
sumption almost  of  superiority,  that  if  understood 
by  the  mother,  irritated  and  surprised  the  son. 

"  Lady  Eltham,  I  am  sorry  to  trouble  you,  but 
I  call  to  solicit  two  or  three  minutes'  private  con- 
versation with  yourself  and  his  Lordship." 

The  noble  widow  faintly  smiled,  and  though 
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the  task  was  evidently  a  difficult  one.  she  en* 
deavoured  to  look  gay,  and  unembarrassed. 

"  Be  seated,  my  dear  Count ;  don't  talk  of 
troilBTIng  us,  I  beg ;  we  are  ever  at  the  service 
of  our  valued  friends." 

"  My  lord,  I  have  just  been  told  that  your 
marriage  with  Lady  Kenmore  takes  place  very 
shortly,  and  that  you  intend  to  travel." 

^'  Really,  Count  Delafosse,  I  cannot  see  how 
my  movements  can  possibly  concern  you." 

"  Whether,  my  lord,  they  concern  roe  or  not, 
is  not  just  now  the  question.  I  wish  to  know  if 
I  am  rightly  informed  with  regard  to  yonr 
marriage." 

•'  My  dear  Hector,**  said  Lady  Eltham,  forc- 
ing a  smile,  though  in  reality  she  was  on  the  rack; 
"  perhaps  my  friend  has  some — some  particular 
reason  for  being  made  acquainted  with  the  time 
of  your  marriage.  Count,  I  intended  to  have 
told  you  before,  but  I — I  forgot.  My  son,  then, 
will  be  married  in  about  a  month — ^they  go  to 
Rome." 
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Churchill  walked  slowly  through  the  apart- 
ment, repeating  the  words  to  himself — "Rome — 
they  go  to  Rome !"  he  then  stopped,  and  looked 
significantly  at  Lady  Eltham.  "  And  you  I  sup- 
pose^ Madam,  accompany  the  young  folks  ?*' 

"  My  mother  does  accompany  me,  Sir.  What 
mean  you  by  these  questions  ?" 

•*  Oh !  I  mean  very  little,  my  lord,  very  little. 
I  do  not  wish  to  dictate,  or  interfere  with  your 
private  arrangements — of  course  not ;  but,  my 
dear  Lady  Eltham,  allow  me  to  observe  that  I 
do  not  quite  approve  of  you  all  leaving  England 
in  this  manner,  at  least  before  we  come  to  a  per- 
fect understanding — that  is,  as  respects  myself, 
and  the  late — Viscount's  property." 

*'  Viscount's  property  ? — you  not  quite  ap- 
prove 1"  echoed  the  young  Peer;  "  why,  you 
insolent  knave !  I  deem  you  a  madman,  or  I 
should  summon  my  servants  to  flog  you  from 
the  house  \'^ 

"  Perhaps,  Lady  Eltham,  you  will  beg  your 
son  to  conduct  himself  in  a  peaceable,  and  gen- 
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tlemanly  manner.  These  ebuUitioos  of  pasmo& 
little  become  a  man  of  birth  and  educaticm ;  and 
tmjracas,  and  "  scenes/'  are  especially  my  dis- 
like, I  assure  you  his  language  annoys  me  con- 
siderably.'' However  much  '*  annoyed**  the 
speaker  might  have  been,  he  was  able  very 
calmly  to  enjoy  the  luxury  of  his  snuflf-box. 

Her  Ladyship,  in  obedience  to  the  suggestioD 
of  her  friend,  endeavoured  to  pacify  the  choleric 
and  indignant  young  man ;  yet  his  anger  was 
partially  kept  in  check  by  a  counter  feeling,  and 
that  was  astonishment;  for  he  plainly  perceived 
that  his  mother,  usually  so  high-spiritedandtjian- 
nical,  not  only  paid  extreme  deference  to  the 
audacious  stranger,  but  even  trembled  before 
him. 

"  Depend  upon  it.  Lord  Eltham,"  continued 
Churchill,  in  a  low  persuasive  tone  of  voice,  **  I 
have  your  well-being,  and  future  prosperity  at 
heart.  You  have  enemies,  my  Lord,  that  you 
dream  not  of;  enemies  who,  at  my  biddiogi 
could  work  your  instant  ruin.    Your  life  is  moat 
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valoable  to  your  noble  mother,  and  indeed,  just 
BOW,  most  valuable  to  all  of  us:  therefore,  I 
must  be  excused  saying  I  think  it  highly  politic 
and  desirable,  that,  cm  a  consideration  of  the 
present  excited  condition  of  every  Foreign 
European  State,  you  should  not,  after  your 
marriage,  venture  abroi^/' 

''  Bat  wherefore  should  I  not  venture  abroad, 
my  benevolent  tutor,  my  kind  considerate  patron  7 
Thou  impudent  charlatan!  a  father  would  scarcely 
talk  in  this  manner  to  a  son,  who  had  attained 
his  majority  I" 

"  Why,  in  truth,  I  am  almost  as  much  as  a 
father  to  you,  my  lord,  and  must  exercise  a 
father's  authority.  In  short,  I  am  desirous  that 
you  shall  neither  be  knocked  on  the  head  by  an 
Italian  robber,  nor  shot  by  a  Republican  fanatic ; 
consequently,  you  will  be  pleased  to  alter  your 
plans,  and  abandon  the  idea  of  travelling  in 
Italy. » 

"  This  is  monstrous ! — Lady  Eltharo,  may  I 
look  to  you  for  an  explanation!" 
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"  My  dear  sod/'  said  her  Ladyship,  with  in* 
creasing  embarrassment,  "  as  Count  Delafosse 
observes,  your  life  is  indeed  predousi  and  the 
danger  to  which  you  would  be  exposed  in  Italy 
did  not  at  first  occur  to  me.  The  title,  the  es. 
tates,  my  son — the  Count  takes  a  great  interest 
in  our  prosperity,  and  he  would  not  see  the  fa- 
mily  estates  fall  into  the  possession  of  our  enemy." 

*'  Ay,  as  you  know,  my  lord,  the  next  heir  is 
Mr.  Clive — a  man  who  would  exult  in  your 
downfal,  or  death — of  course,  of  course— as 
would  any  other  person  similarly  drcumsuuiced 
But  let  me  not  be  misunderstood ;  I  do  not  op- 
pose your  marriage." 

**  You  oppose  my  marriage?  ha!  ha!— a  good 
joke!" 

**  On  the  contrary,  with  your  noble  mother, 
lam  fully  persuaded  that  you  could  not  do  a 
wiser  thing.  As  a  particular  favour,  however, 
I  wish  you  to  delay  fixing  the  time  of  your  union, 
since,  prior  to  that  event,  every  thing  must  be 
satisfactorily  settled  between  us.*' 
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Lady  Eltham  remained  silent  and  meditative, 
her  eyes  fixed  on  the  floor.  This  headstrong 
and  violent  woman,  to  a  person  who  knew  her 
well,  might  appear  to  have  been  subdued  by  the 
charm  of  a  Necromancer,  so  complete  was  the 
power  which  Churchill  seemed  to  exercise  over 
her.  The  young  Viscount,  choking  with  passion, 
strode  away ;  and  yet  he  whistled,  and  strove  to 
assume  that  reckless  swaggering  air  which  we 
once  saw  him  exhibit  when^  under  the  disguised 
name  of  Thompson,  he  endeavoured  to  corrupt 
the  wife  of  Walter  Pellew. 

''  Fellow  !*'  he  cried,  turning  back^  and  con- 
fronting Churchill  with  all  the  nerve  of  which 
he  was  capable ;  "  who  you  are^  or  on  what 
grounds  you  have  the  audacity  to  assume  autho- 
rity over  me,  or  any  member  of  my  family,  I 
know  not,  neither  do  I  care.  If  Lady  Eltham 
will  give  encouragement  to  an  impostor,  and 
believe  the  vague  assertions  of  a  charlatan,  /am 
not  to  be  so  duped.    I  pay  no  attention  to  your 
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oommands,  or  jour  threats ;  I  shall  marry  juf^t 
when  I  choose,  and  travel  where  I  think  fit. 
This  is  the  last  time  you  intrude  yourself  into 
my  house ;  and  if  yon  do  not  leaye  immediate)  j, 
I  shall  be  nnder  the  necessity  of  summoning  tbe 
porters  to  eject  you  by  force." 

Churchill,  with  perfect  composure,  drew  Lad j 
Eltham  aside,  but  he  addressed  her  in  a  tone  too 
low  for  the  yocmg  Nobleman  to  understand  lus 
words. 

**  I  think.  Madam,  you  had  better  enlighten 
your  son  without  further  loss  of  time;  I  fear, 
otherwise,  we  diall  never  succeed  in  managing 
him." 

'*  Not  now — for  Heaven's  sake,  not  now ;  he 
would  be  overwhelmed." 

''  My  lord,"  said  Churchill  aloud,  "  I  com- 
mand you  at  your  peril  to  treat  me  as  a  gentle- 
man. I  enter  this  mansion  whenev^  the  business, 
which  I  am  at  present  transacting  with  Lady 
Eltham,  renders  my  presence  necessary." 


OR,  THE  POBTUVEB  OF  A&CHB&  CLIVB.       99 

The  Viscount  gmve  utterance  to  an  oath,  re- 
peating his  pcevious  assertion  that  "  Delalbsse" 
should  neyer  again  cross  his  threshold. 

''  Why,  look  you,  my  lord,  this  house  wrhich 
yovL  occupy,  and  the  estates  the  ample  rents 
of  which  you  receive,  are  not  so  tirmly  in  your 
giasp  as  probably  you  imagine:  bear  this  in 
mind,  my  lord,  and  the  reflection  may  serve 
to  render  you  a  little  more  tractable,  a  little  more 
humble.  And  now,  my  dear  Lady  Eltham," 
continued  Churchill  with  a  slight  smile,  *'  I  must 
leave  the  matter  for  the  present  in  your  hands ; 
pray,  do  not  be  anxious  on  my  account ;  I  assure 
you  I  am  not  offended,  or  irritated  at  the  con- 
duct of  your  son  ;  he  will  behave  himself  fery 
differently  by  and  bye.  Once  more,  remember, 
no  tour — ^no  quitting  England.  You  may  expect 
me  again  shortly,  when  I  trust  to  lay  before  you 
my  final  plan  and  proposals ;  meantime,  rely  on 
my  prudence  and  friendly  disposition." 

Churchill,  settling  his  cravat,  and  regaling 
himself  a  second  time  with  the  fragrant  contents 
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<tf  his  mbrea  box,  quitted  the  Libniy.  ^^^ 
tbe  air  of  a  man  perfectly  adf-eatisfied,  ablud 
anule  aoftemng  his  handsome  features,  he  strode 
thiooghthe  Uneof  aenrantaintheUD;  andthe 
men,  soapeGting  now  that  he  waa  Lady  Eltham's 
accepted  anitor,  bowed  him  with  ereiy  mark  ti 
deference  oat  of  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Although  the  palmy  days  of  Ranelagh  were 
over  at  the  period  of  which  we  write,  it  was  still, 
at  times,  a  favourite  place  of  resort  with  the 
young,  gay,  and  fashionable  of  the  Metropolitan 
world.  Peoi^  continued  to  be  attracted  by  the 
music  of  Doctor  Ame,  and  the  beautiful  qptches 
and  glees,  the  joint  productions  of  members  of 
the  celebrated  Catch-Club.  The  Rotunda,  with 
its  lofty  dome  built  in  imitation  of  the  Pantheon 
at  Rome ;  its  rich  Doric  porticos ;  its  pillars 
displaying  oblong  looking-glasses,  and  itsnu* 
merous  chandeliers,  had  lost  none  of  its  beauty ; 
the  gilded  praams  floated  oyer  the  ornamental 
water,  ready  to  bear  the  gay  vimtors  to  the 
Island  crowned  with  Chinese  alcoves.     The 
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sixty  years  which  had  elapsed  fiom  the  phmtiiig 
of  the  gardens,  had  giyea  lazuiianoe  to  tlie 
poplars  and  limeSi  and  rendered  the  hedges  of 
myrtle  and  holly  more  dense  and  high,  and  ooo- 
sequently  more  favourable  and  welcome  to 
"  whispering  loters.*  AboTe  ail,  the  spirits  of 
the  departed  great,  who  had  loved  to  wander  amid 
the  green  alleys^  and  albeit,  not  imfreqnentlyp 
stoop  to  the  every-day  human  enjojrment  of 
draining  a  cop  of  wine,  hovered  over  the  spoL 

Addison  seemed  to  be  there  {Mcing  slow,  with 
bag  wig  and  sword,  meditating  his  nest  Specta^ 
tor;  limple  Goldsmith,  with  unassoming  air, 
was  listening  to  the  oracular  dicta  of  the  great 
floundering  Leviathan  in  the  sea  of  letters,  dog- 
matic overbearing  Johnson ;  spendthrift  Fielding, 
merry  F(x>te,  and  august  Garrick^-each  appeared 
to  occupy  his  accustomed  seat,  and  talked,  and 
laughed,  or  drank,  or  mused.  These  men  had 
but  a  few  years  passed  fiom  the  scene;  andtbns 
the  firequenters  of  Ranelagb — at  least  the  intel- 
lectual portion  of  them— had  a  host  of  remm- 
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bmooe9»  fresh  and  vivid*  and  which  gave  a 
peculiar  intereat  to  the  phuse* 

It  was  a  gala-night»  aad  the  fiU  was  given 
ia  bonoar  of  the  recent  marriage  of  the  Prince 
of  Wales,  with  the  unfortunate  Caroline  of 
Brunswick.  Once  more  Ranelagh  was  crowded 
with  fashionables;  not  only  the  party  who 
espoused  the  quarrel  and  politics  of  the  Prince^ 
but  many  distinguished  persons  whose  cry  was 
"  Pitt,  and  good  King  George  !**  were  present 
The  Rotunda,  and  its  balconies,  the  serpentine 
walks,  and  the  Island,  exhibited  a  mass  of  cocked 
hats,  powdered  wigs,  and  nodding  plumes* 
Myriads  of  lamps,  like  stars  fallen  from  Heaven, 
were  glancing  among  the  trees,  here  shaping 
themselves  into  the  names  of  the  "  Royal  couple," 
and  there,  wreathing  with  fiery  crowns  the 
statues  of  Heathen  gods,  and  modern  heroes. 
Anon,  the  clash  of  instruments  sounded  from  the 
gallery^  which  was  adorned  with  laurel-branches 
and  bays ;  and  between  the  pauses  of  the  grand 
orchestra,  flutes  and  flageolets  warbled  among 
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the  bowers  by  the  lake ;  and  more  fiMriraUing 
than  all,  some  Syien,  ttoBJ&og  in  her  slieU-like 
eanoe,  and  surroanded  by  her  water-Nympbs, 
poured  from  her  throat,  sweeter  than  pipe  of 
"  silver  stop,"  melting  hymeneal  airs. 

The  ambulatory  which,  fenced  by  piOaiii 
swept  around  the  Rotunda,  appeared  to  be  die 
favourite  promenade ;  here  in  the  full  glare  of 
the  Chinese  lanterns  and  lamps,  ladies  could 
display  their  dresses  and  their  eyes  to  greater 
advantage ;  while  beaux  could  carry  their  bats 
under  their  arms,  and  lean  on  their  sword-stido, 
every  point  and  attitude  being  fisdrly  observed 
and  appreciated.  Among  the  showy  parties 
sweeping  by,  we  must  attach  ourselves,  as  in 
duty  bound,  to  Lady  Eltham  and  her  friends; 
yes,  the  rich  and  noble  widow  could  not  resst 
the  attraction  of  a  /2$to-night  in  honour  of  the 
gallant  Prince  and  his  bride:  her  mouining 
weeds  being  partly  abandoned,  she  was  again 
enabled  to  display  that  magnificence  in  dress  for 
which  she  was  distinguished. 
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Minda,  foUowing  less  her  own  will  in  visit- 
ing Ranelaghy  than  obeying  her  step-mother's 
commandsi  was  leaning  on  her  arm ;  Lady  El- 
tham  used  her  as  a  foil,  imagining  that  her  own 
robust  and  Juno-like  beauty  would  secure  in- 
creased admiratioui  when  contrasted  with  the 
fragile  form,  and  small  classic  features  of  her 
daughter  ;  yet  however  some  might  be  inclined 
to  admit  the  majesty  of  beauty  on  a  large  scaler 
the  man  of  refined  taste  could  scarcely  record  his 
vote  in  her  favour,  seeing  something  more  ethe- 
real, more  eloquent  of  mind,  in  the  appearance 
and  manner  of  the  gentle  girl  by  her  side, 

"  Lady  Eltham,  I  congratulate  you  i"  said 
Mrs.  Stiilingfleet,  a  withered  dame  whose  rosy 
cheeks  intimated  thait  she  was  on  remarkably 
good  terms  with  her  rouge-pot,  while  she  smiled 
benevolently  on  every  one,  and  every  object 
around. 

''  And  why  am  I  honoured  by  your  congra- 
tulations. Madam  V* 

**  Because  you  look  so  divinely  well,  and  bear 

F  6 
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up  with  finch  Chrifitiaii  fi^tude  under  tbe 
heanefit  bereavement  which  a  woman  can  endve 
—the  loss  of  a  good  husband.'* 

^  Oh,  I  <  bear  up/  as  you  term  it,  very  in* 
differently ;  and  I  come  to  this  place  only  to 
amuse  my  danghter-in*Iaw/' 

*'  Ah !  I  dare  say^  poor  young  lady;   she  is 
dull,  no  doubt    Well,  your  Ladyship,  I  have 
been  married  three  times,  and  my  last  husband, 
as  you  know,  was  the  founder  of  the  Blue- 
Stocking*Club,  and  with  the  exception,  perh^Wi 
tf  the  Blue  Queen,  lbs.  Montague,  wrote  the 
prettiest)  the  most  elegant  sonnet  of  any  poet 
since  the  age  of  Petrarch.    Poor  dear  soul !  I 
found  him  in  his  study  one  day  quite  dead,  with 
apen  in  his  band,  and  a  sonnet  half  written— 
shocking,  was  it  not  1  I  wept,  it  is  true,  over  the 
sudden  extinction  of  this  bright  luminary  of  the 
Delia   Cruscan  school,  but  in  resignation  to 
Heaven's  decrees,  I  soon  bottled  my  tears,  ay, 
and  corked  them  up,  also ;  so  that  I  might  have 
them  in  readiness  for  a  fourth  occasion,  if  it  should 
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be  necessary— .ha !  ha !  ha !  And  now,  *  with 
the  world  before  me,  where  to  choose/  as  Mr* 
Milton,  that  dull  and  turgid  poet,  has  it,  I  am 
the  happiest  widow  in  the  universe.  Ever  at 
your  service.  Lady  Eltham;  bon$oir,ma  chire:" 
and  the  painted  relict  of  the  poetic  Stillingfleet 
curtsied  herself  off;  and,  intent  on  making  new 
<x)nque8ts,  ogled  every  beau  as  she  passed  along, 
from  youog  Opie,  the  painter,  up  to  Greek  cram- 
med Person,  and  the  prince  of  sexagenarian 
petiis^maUres,  Doctor  Bushby. 

The  last  named  individual  now  espied  her  La* 
dysfaip,  and  sliding  across  the  Colonnade,  with  a 
bow  worthy  of  a  De  BouiSers,  presented  himself 
before  her  to  whose  hand,  in  spite  of  every  jest 
and  pique,  he  still  perseveringly  aspired.  His 
three-cornered  hat  was  under  his  arm,  his  gold- 
headed  cane  dangled  at  his  wrist,  and  he  spoke 
in  a  stooping  attitude,  the  usual  posture,  we  be- 
lieve, that  beaux  assume. 

'^  My  dear  Lady  Eltham,  rejoiced  I  am  to  see 
you  at  Ranelagh !  welcome,  thrice  welcome  to 
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these  enchanted  bowers !  confess,  that  the  ga^ 
dens  of  Annida,  as  described  by  your  bvoorite 
Tasso,  yield  in  beauty  to  the  delidoos  scene 
around." 

"  Oh !  the  place  is  pretty  well.  Doctor— no- 
thing extraordinary — quite  good  enough  for  the 
denizens  of  Cheapside,  and  Mark-Lane,  to  loxn- 
riatein." 

''  Cheapside  and  Mark-Lane,  in  the  City?  I 
hope,  your  Ladyship,  no  inhabitants  of  such  vul- 
gar regions  have  intruded  themselves  here  to- 
night." 

''  I  believe  half  the  company  are  measurers  of 
tape,  and  weighers  of  sugar ;  the  place  is  hx^ 
ridly  low  and  plebeian." 

"  It  cannot  be  low — ^it  cannot  be  plebeian, 
while  your  Ladjrship  honours  it  with  your  re- 
deeming presence  I"  said  the  gallant  Bushby,  a 
smile  twisting  and  puckering  up  every  wrinkle 
in  his  brown  old  face. 

"  May  I  have  the  great  felicity^  the  unspeak- 
able honour,*'  pursued  the  beau,  of  ezplainiiig 
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the  various  sights  as  you  ramble  through  the 
gardens  V* 

"  I  hate  night  dews ;"  said  Lady  Elthazni 
impatiently ;  "  I  shall  confine  myself  to  the 
Rotunda." 

**  Believe  me,  dews  are  innocuous,  and  are 
sent  for  the  refreshment  of  human  beauty,  as  well 
as  plants  and  flowers.  Shall  I  row  you  on  the 
lake]  can  the  Chinese  alcove  on  the  island 
tempt  you  1  shall  I  take  you  to  see  the  lamps  ? 
the  triumphal  arch  1  and  '  George  and  Caroline' 
written  in  fire!  or  down  the  laurelled  walk, 
where  the  tight-rope  dancers  are  performing  pro* 
digious  feats  ? — or — or — "  the  Doctor  paused  in 
his  catalogue  of  attractions,  for  his  fair  Dulcinea 
had  turned  her  head  from  him.  "Out on  the 
woman!"  growled  Bushby,  under  his  breath; 
"  She  doesn't  hear  me !" 

Lady  Eltham  had  indeed  been  deaf  to  the 
eloquence  of  Bushby  for  the  last  minute ;  among 
a  crowd  of  idlers  lounging  near  the  Orchestra, 
she  espied  a  gentleman  well,  too  well  known  to 


1 10  THB  ETENTPUIi  BPOCH  ; 

her — it  was  CharchilL  He  appeared  do  longer 
in  the  disguise  of  a  French  Count,  being  com* 
pelled,  by  virtue  of  the  Alien-Bill,  recently 
passed,  and  which,  with  few  exceptions,  banish* 
ed  all  foreigners  from  these  realms,  to  daim  the 
privileges  of  an  Englishman.  He  was  attired 
in  the  height  of  the  fashion ;  and  his  rich  satin 
embroidered  vest,  and  daret-coloured  wide-skirt- 
ed coat,  well  became  his  slight  elegant  figure; 
while  his  calm  negligent  air,  and  easy  move- 
ments, gave  a  warrantry  of  birth  and  standingi 
the  genuineness  of  which  the  gay  and  fstshionable 
men  around  him  did  not  seem  to  question.  Whe- 
ther he  saw  Lady  Eltham  appeared  uncertain; 

but  the  latter  whispering  to  Minda *'  He  is 

here !  I  have  a  reason  for  avoiding  him  to  night/' 
drew  her  daughter  away,  and  with  a  flushed 
cheek,  and  trembling  step,  hurried  into  the  crowd 
within  the  Rotunda. 

We  will  now  pass  to  another  part  of  the  Gar- 
dens. In  the  Statue«Walk,  where  a  less  num- 
ber of  lamps  burned,  and  few  people,  compan- 
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%  promenaded,  a  gentleman  and  lady  were 
in  earnest  conversation;  the  former  held  the 
hand  of  the  fair  girl,  and  seemed  by  that  action 
to  prevent  her  from  retiring.  A  man,  evidently 
for  the  purpose  of  listening,  had  just  stepped  up; 
he  concealed  himself  behind  a  pedestal  that  was 
sormounted  by  the  effigy  of  Garrick ;  and  a  smile 
which  concentrated  in  its  expression  hate,  exul- 
tation, and  derision,  gave  a  peculiar  and  sinister 
character  to  his  features. 

''  I  came tothis  place,"  said  Clive,  inalow  eager 
accent^  "  not  seeking  pleasure ;  but,  as  the  ruined 
merchant  flies  to  the  dice  and  the  bottle,  to  drown 
the  remembrance  of  what  he  once  possessed,  so 
have  I  hurried  this  night  to  Ranelagh,  with  a  view 
to  forget,  for  a  few  moments,  the  misfortunes  by 
which  I  am  surrounded,  and  the  misery  you  have 
occasioned  me." 

Gertrude  Kenmore  smiled,  proud  of  the  power 
which  she  retained  over  her  victim,  yet  happy 
in  inflicting  a  pang,  and  driving  more  deeply  the 
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barb  into  tlie  heart  wbidi  she  had  rejected  and 
trampled  on.** 

**  Your  miseijy  as  you  term  it,  I  cannot  help; 
nev^  should  I  have  caused  jrou  the  feeling  of 
which  you  complain,  if  *'  grim  Mischance/'  as 
the  poet  says,  had  not  thrust  his  "  gannt  bm" 
between  us.  Throw  the  blame  on  the  world  we 
livein — ^notonmc;  we  must  conform  to  the  rules 
of  Society." 

**  Am  I,  then,  to  belieye,  that  in  reali^  yoa 
love  me  1  and  but  for  the  htal  bar  of  poverty—** 

''  What  have  I  said  that  you  should  draw  socb 
an  inference?  No,  you  arrive  at  condusbns  too 
hastily ;  but  I  cannot  remain  here  parleying  with 
joa  thus — allow  me  to  join  my  friends ;  besides, 
I  expect  Lord  Eltham  every  minute — ^particular 
business  has  prevented  him  from  coming  at  ad 
earlier  hour." 

She  endeavoured  to  move  off,  but  Clive  still 
detained  her.  It  was  the  last  time,  probaUyi 
that  he  should  behold  her  alone— the  last  time 
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be  should  be  able  to  sigh  forth  the  tale  of  his 
passion ;  those  enoonragmg  eyes  that  sported 
with  his  wretchedness  must  beam  on  another; 
that  voice,  which  one  moment  attracted,  and  the 
next  repelled  him,  must  breathe  its  music  in 
other  ears;  the  woman  he  loved,  however  un- 
worthy of  him,  would  in  a  few  short  weeks  be 
the  wife  of  his  persecutor  and  foe ! 

**  Lady  Gertrude,  say  that  you  scorn — ^hate 
me,  for  such  an  avowal  would  be  a  relief;  let 
roe  not  imagine  that,  if  I  stood  in  my  enemy's 
place,  you  would  be  mine ;  for  in  that  reflection 
is  torture/' 

''Oh;  cease  this  romantic  tirade;  he  who 
would  battle  successfully  with  adverse  fortune 
roust  eschew  being  the  slave  of  his  feelings  1  Be 
a  man  of  the  world,  a  plain  man  of  the  world— 
Ah!  who  is  that  yonder  1  I  fear  eyes  are  on  us. 
I  must  not  be  seen  conversing  with  you ;  &re- 
well — ^yet  stay ;''  she  stooped  nearer,  and  whis* 
pered  into  his  ear — ''  can  I  trust  to  your  honour^ 
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that  you  will  never  divulge  what  I  am  about  to 
speak  r 

You  may — I  swear  to  be  sectet" 
I  can  rely  upon  you ;  your  promisa  once 
given,  I  believe  to  be  sacred.  Clive-^Ard^er 
Clive,  I  loved  you  once — that  is,  as  &r  as  my 
mature  is  capable  of  loving-— in  heart  I  remain 
the  same. '  Nay,  touch  me  not ;  though  affianced 
to  another,  I  promise  to  be  yours  even  now,  od 
one  condition.*^ 

''  Name  it!"  cried  Clive,  in  wild  agitation. 

"  The  barrier  is  frail  between  you  and  the 
Eltham  estates ;  tax  your  ingenuity  to  break  it 
down ;  supplant  your  rival — make  yourself  Lord 
Eltham — ^and — I  am  your  wife !" 

Man,  in  Paradise,  had  been  tempted  to  sin  by 
the  Evil  Spirit  which  spoke  through  the  lips  of 
a  beautiful  woman ;  that  Spirit  surely  lived  again, 
and  was  now  incarnate  in  the  bewitching  speaker 
there.  Excited,  bewildered,  and  scarcely  re- 
flecting that  it  was  only  through  crimes  of  a 


0R«  THB  rORTUNBB  OF  ARCHER  CUVfi.      115 

deadly  nature  he  could  obtain  tlie  end  pointed 
out,  Clive  was  driven  by  the  temptation  to  the 
brink  of  madness.  He  stepped  back — paused — 
denched  his  hands;  and  while  he  stood  thus, 
shi^en  by  the  intensity  of  the  struggle  between 
the  two  principles  of  good  and  evil,  a  voice  was 
heard,  not  distant,  but  proceeding  apparently 
from  behind  one  of  the  statues : 

"  It  is  too  late — ^too  late — ^your  hour  is  passed !" 
Lady  Gertrude  started,  and  with  a  slight  excla- 
mation of  alarm,  hurried  back  to  her  companions 
in  the  neighbouring  walk ;  but  Clive  resolved  to 
ascertain  who  the  eavesdropper  might  be,  for  the 
person  had  evidently  overheard  all  their  conver- 
sation ;  he  darted  to  the  spot ;  the  man,  however, 
had  no  intention  of  eluding  him,  for  he  stepped 
forth,  and,  raising  his  hat  in  proffered  greeting, 
smiled  the  calm  cold  smile  that  Clive  had  never 
beheld  ice  over  the  features  of  another.  Need  we 
say,  that  he  who  had  stood  watching  there,  was 
the  subtle  and  malignant  Churchill  ? 
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CHAPTER  X. 

^'  I  TELL  you,  this  mystery  shall  be  explained; 
I  will  no  longer  be  bearded  by  this  sooandiel ; 
nor  will  I  submit  to  see  you  in  all  places,  and  at 
all  seasons,  subjected  to  his  insolence.  Yoa 
court  his  favour,  and  yet  detest  him.  Who, 
and  what,  I  ask,  is  this  infernal  Count  Delafosse  1 
You  are  privy  to  some  secret,  and  I  oommaod 
you  to  unfold  it*' 

Thus  spoke  Lord  Eltham  to  his  mother ;  they 
were  alone  in  that  library  which  had  been  the 
scene  of  so  many  contentions  between  Lady  El- 
tham and  her  deceased  husband.  A  change  bad 
come  over  the  demeanour  of  the  proud,  overbea^ 
ing  woman ;  not  that  her  spirit  was  crushed ;  not 
(hat  she  was  humiliated ;  but  a  gravity,  a  cod- 
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slant  proneness  to  reflection^  and  an  intensity  of 
feeling  not  unfrequently  bordering  on  fierceness, 
usurped  the  place  of  haughty  airs,  satirical  wit, 
and  the  love  of  command.  This  change  may  be 
one  of  the  many  instances  that  go  to  prove,  hovir 
much  we  are  the  creatures  of  circumstances; 
that  those  affections  of  the  mind,  termed  quali- 
ties, are  less  inherent  in  our  natures  than  pro- 
duced  bj  certain  situations :  the  man  in  prospe- 
rity will  too  often  be  an  essentially  different  be- 
ing firom  the  man  in  adversity ;  and  not  that  any 
pre-existing  qualities  are  developed  by  trials  and 
misfortunes — the  passions  themselves  are  created 
by  them. 

Lady  Eltham  listened  to  her  son's  uncourteous 
language.  She  did  not  move  from  her  stooping 
posture,  or  even  look  at  him ;  she  sat  in  her 
chair,  gazing  one  instant  on  the  long  row  of  black- 
lettered  volumes,  the  pages  of  which  had  not 
been  opened  since  her  husband's  death ;  and  then 
her  eyes  seemed  fixed  on  the  squares,  and  ara- 
besque patterns  of  the  carpet  beneath  her  feet 
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"  I  hear  yen — I  bear  you — "  die  muttered; 
**  not  DOW — I  cannot  yet  summon  courage." 

''  Courage !  does  it  require  such  courage,  then, 
to  inform  me  of  the  real  name,  and  pretensions  of 
this  rascal." 

''  Hector,  be  less  impetuous,  and  give  me 
more  credit  for  judgment  Think  yon  I  should 
be  moved  as  I  am  ]  alarmed — bowed — ^tortured, 
without  some  terrible  cause?  The  thunderbolt 
^t  hangs  over  me,  must  strike  you  likewise; 
Oh !  if  it  would  spare  you,  if  it  would  spare 
you !  I  should  laugh  at  fear,  and  submit  withoot 
a  pang.'' 

The  young  man  was  sensibly  affected  by  the 
earnest,  almost  agonised  manner  in  which  bis 
mother  spoke.  That  she  loved  him  he  felt  cer- 
tain ;  indeed  her  deep  affection  for  her  unworthy 
son  was  sincere,  and  formed,  as  it  were,  the  sole 
oasis  in  the  desert  of  her  heartless  and  selfish 
character. 

"  Hector,  my  only  bom,  it  is  for  you  I  have 
schemed ;  to  advance  your  interest  in  the  world. 
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I  caused  the  breach  between  Clive  and  your  late 
Father ;  1  have  hated  Minda  because  she  shared 
my  husband's  love,  which  I  wished  to  be  lavished 
aH  on  you.  To  behold  you  rich,  courted,  exalted, 
has  been  the  great  object  of  my  existence ;  I  am 
wrapped  up  in  you,  so  that  the  misery  which 
might  fall  on  yourself,  would  also  blight  my 
heart.  Need  I  then  confess  what  I  suffer,  when 
I  am  compelled  to  believe  you  are  on  the  brink 
of  ruin !  one  false  step,  and  your  doom  is  sealed ! 
Yes,  you  are  in  the  power  of  a  man,  craftv, 
grasping,  insatiable ;  whose  slightest  word  can 
hurl  you  from  your  seat  of  honour,  give  your 
estates  and  title  to  another,  wither  up  your 
mother's  name  and  fame,  and  make  us  both  ob- 
jects at  which  scorn,  that  mocking  fiend  which 
ever  dogs  the  fallen,  may  point  the  finger !  The 
man  of  whom  I  speak  is  my  present  persecutor 
— Delafosse." 

The  young  Peer  listened  to  her  words  with  an 
intentness,  an  eagerness,  never  betrayed  by  him 
before;  his  beating   foot,  and  straining  eyes, 
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manifested  how  greatly  he  was  excited,  as  well 
as  amazed.  ^No,  no.'*  he  cried,  "^  that  man 
camiot  possess  the  power  over  us  which  yoQ 
assert  You  were  the  wife  of  Lord  Eltham,  and 
I  am  his  lawful  son.  You  dream  mother ;  some 
horrible  fancy  oppresses  your  brain." 

''I  should  have  divulged  the  secret  before; 
indeed,  he  has  several  times  urged  me  to  do  it;  I 
had  hoped  to  have  effected  an  amicable  arrange- 
ment with  him,  and  so  spared  you  the  pangs 
which  a  revelation  of  the  truth  would  inflict; 
his  insatiable  avarice,  however,  puts  it  out  of  my 
power,  for  I  cannot,  if  I  sacrifice  all  the  property 
I  possess,  meet  his  enormous  demand." 

*  Avarice  ?  enormous  demand  1  here,  then, 
lies  the  clue  to  the  secret ;  the  villain  is  some 
impostor  who  has  alarmed  you  by  fisdse  state- 
ments, and  •  is  resolved  to  profit  by  your 
terrors.  You  are  a  woman,  and  possess  the  cre- 
dulity of  your  sex ;  I  am  a  man,  and  not  so  easily 
imposed  on ;  I  will  confront  the  miscreant,  and 
force  him  to  retract  his  ifoalicious  lies." 
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*'  Alas !  threats,  and  angry  expressionSi  are 
the  worst  weapons  you  can  wield  against  him ; 
he  is  cased  in  apathy — an  armour  that  has  the 
polish  of  steel,  and  its  hardness  al^o.  But  I  am 
aware  that  the  moment  is  come  when  your  eyes 
must  be  opened ;  a  clear  knowledge  of  danger  is 
the  first  step  to  surmount  it.  Listen  patiently ; 
fortify  your  heart — nerve  your  spirit,  while  I 
disclose  to  you  who  I  am,  and  what  you  are !" 

She  drew  him  forcibly  to  her  side,  and  held 
him  by  the  arm,  as  if  she  feared  he  might  start 
away  before  her  story  was  told.  After  a  pause, 
she  continued  in  a  low  tone  of  voice  r 

"  I  was  bom  in  the  West  Indies ;  I  have  no 
blood-relative,  that  I  am  aware  of,  now  in  Eng- 
land. I  was  married  to  your  father  as  Miss 
Lydia  Scott ;  he  took  me  from  the  Bath  Stage — 
this  you  know,  but  of  one  circumstance  you  are 
ignorant — ^my  name  was  not  Scott." 

"  Then  you  were  wrongly  described  in  the 
Church-Register,  and  Delafosse  has  ascertained 
the  fact." 

VOL.  HI.  G 
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*^  Stay— you  are  in  error.  Do  not  imagine  I 
could  act  so  impolitic,  so  reckless  a  part  Your 
father  was  much  attached  to  me;  I  acknowledged 
to  him  the  truth  shortly  after  our  marriage;  and 
each  of  us  being  anxious  to  conceal  my  real  namei 
and  equally  anxious  that,  in  the  event  of  a  disco- 
very,  our  offspring  should  be  found  to  be  legitimate, 
we  were  united  privately,  in  an  obscure  oouotry 
church,  I  being  described,  not  as  a  spinster,  but 
a  widow.'' 

"  The  widow  of  whom  ?" 

"  The  man  who  eloped  with  your  Uncle's 
wife — Colonel  Singleton !» 

"  Is  it  possible  ?  Well  might  my  father  desire 
to  conceal  that  tainted  name.  Yet  I  perceive 
no  cause  for  any  alarm ;  if  your  rights  be 
challenged  by  this  spy  Delafosse,  you  can  pro- 
duce that  which  will  instantly  silence  his  malig- 
nant tongue." 

Lady  Eltham  regarded  her  son  with  a  fixed 
penetrating  look  ;  there  was  a  meaning  in  her 
troubled  countenance  which  he  vainly  endeavoured 
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to  comprehend;  she  spoke  no  word,  but  grasped 
his  arm  more  tightly,  and  her  low  mocking 
laugh  sounded  strangely  through  the  room. 

*'  Mother,  you  are  bewildered — your  mind 
wanders." 

"  Would  that  my  mind  did  wander,  Hector ! 
but  I  am  not  mad.  Dull  spirit !  do  you  not 
gather  the  truth  yet  ?  must  the  words  that  will 
send  you  forth  into  the  world  a  nameless  thing, 
whom  the  law  owns  not,  and  the  lowest  despise 
— must  these  words  indeed  fall  from  my  lips  ] 
know,  then,  my  former  husband  whom,  I  call 
Heaven  to  witness,  I  considered  dead  when  I 
married  your  father,  still  lives !  he  is  come  to 
us — he  has  discovered  me  ! — ay,  he  has  brought 
his  victim  also,  Mrs.  Clive,  to  England — the 
counterfeit  Delafosse,  or  Churchill,  is  he  !*' 

Lord  Eltham  now  knew  all ;  no  doubt  re- 
mained ;  and  his  position  was  made  apparent  in 
all  its  naked  danger,  all  its  crushing  degrada- 
tion. He  staggered  from  his  mother,  as  if  he 
had  received  a  blow  :  the  ruin  of  his  hopes,  his 
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darkened  name,  his  wealth,  his  title,  passing' 
into  the  hands  of  his  enemy — ^the  ooaTictbn  of 
this  was  instantaneous  and  overwhelming.  His 
first  sensations  were  those  of  paralyzing  fear; 
the  coward's  cheek  was  blanched;  his  kiiee» 
smote  each  other;  and^  labouring  under  this 
affection  of  mind^  be  tottered  back  to  Lady 
Eltham,  and  held  by  her  for  support. 

"  Mother,"  he  spoke  with  difficulty,  "  have 
you  invented  a  tale  to  horrify  me  ?  do  you  mock 
me  ?  Oh  !  tell  me,  that  I  may  not  fling  you  from 
me,  a  loathed  and  tainted  thing — ^that  I  may  not 
pour  on  you  my  curses.** 

"  This  from  you.  Hector  ?  I  have  not,  at  least, 
merited  your  reproaches ;  I  have  not  made  yoQ^ 
knowingly  or  willingly,  what  you  are.** 

"  What  I  am  1  speak  it  out — a  bastard  !— 
away !— curses  light  on  you !  would  I  had  ae'er 
been  born  !"  He  ground  his  teeth,  fear  giving 
place  to  impotent  and  fruitless  rage. 

"  And  have  I  loved  you,  heaped  fitvoors  upoo 
you,  made  you  my  idol,  for  this  ?  Believe  me, 
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you  feel  less  agony  at  being  hurled  from  your 
high  position,  and  rendered  an  outcast,  than  I 
experience,  thus  treated  by  the  child  of  m}'  soul." 

The  child  of  your  infamy,  you  mean  !" 

**  Infamy,  Hector !" 

"  Yes;  not  being  the  wife  of  my  father,  yeu 
were  of  course — his  mistress  !*' 

The  pride  of  the  woman  arose  within  her,  and 
for  a  minute  overswept  maternal  solicitude  and 
love.  "  Boy !  bridle  your  tongue,  I  command 
you!  If,  by  misfortune,  I  sink,  you  sink  with 
me ;  and  not  by  him  whom  I  brought  into  the 
world,  will  i  be  trampled  on,  and  insulted!" — 
Then  softening  towards  him,  she  proceeded — 
**  Hector !  Hector!  calm  your  unavailing  passion 
— I  have  told  yeu  the  worst,  and  if  I  have  caused 
ihe  wound,  it  shall  be  mine,  also,  to  offer  a  reme- 
dy. All  is  not  lost;  we  have  but  to  keep  our 
counsel,  act  the  prudent  part,  and  I  still  shall 
be  Lady  E^tham,  and  you  a  noble  lord." 

The  young  man's  features  brightened.  He 
was  neither  so  complete  an  imbecile  as  to  be 
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blind  to  his  own  interests,  nor  00  confirmed  a 
coward  as  to  hesitate  to  adopt  measares,  even  of 
a  desperate  character,  to  avert  a  threatened 
evil. 

"  Pardon  me— perhaps,  in  my  excitement,  I 
have  said  more  than  I  ought.  I  will  be  obedient; 
I  will  go  hand  in  hand  with  you,  and  attempt 
any  thing  your  knowledge  and  acateness  may 
suggest." 

'*  Now  you  are  my  own  son  again ;  be  true  to 
yourself  and  me,  and,  I  repeat,  we  will  extricate 
ourselves  from  the  meshes  of  this  terrible  net-« 
we  will  triumph,  though  all  the  world  be  against 
us!" 

"  But  Singleton—" 

''  Call  him  Churchill ;  Singleton  is  hateful  to 
my  ears,** 

«  Well  then,  Churchill  has  proved  himself  to 
be  a  villain ;  he  will  without  doubt  betray  ua." 

**  No ;  his  very  vices  are  our  best  friends. 
He  is  avaiidous  and  devoted  to  pleasure;  so 
Ifmg,  therefore,  as  he  can  advance  his  worldly 
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interest  by  secrecy,  be  assured  he  will  maintain 
it  inviolable.  For  the  last  month,  I  have  endea- 
voured to  treat  with  him ;  but,  as  I  stated  before, 
his  demands  are  exorbitant.  What  think  you 
of  his  refusing  a  pension  of  two  thousand  a-year  ? 
he  threatens  to  go  over  to  the  other  party,  if  we 
do  not  give  him  at  once  a  hundred  thousand « 
{)ounds !" 

^  Infamous !  to  raise  such  an  amount,  I  must 
sell  one  of  my  finest  estates ;  Til  blow  the  fellow's 
brains  out  before  I  do  such  a  thing !" 

Lady  Eltham  grew  thougbtful ;  she  seemed 
pondering  on  her  son's  concluding  words — they 
were  but  a  youth's  idle  bravados,  and  uttered  in 
a  moment  of  unreflecting  passion ;  but  for  her 
they  had  a  signification  that  sank  deep  into  her 
heart ;  they  pointed  at  the  means  whereby  her 
future  might  be  rendered  bright^  and  the  heavy 
load,  now  crushing  her  to  the  earth,  flung  away. 
One  deed,  one  excusable  deed,  she  thought,  of 
darkness— of  guilt,  and  security  and  happiness 
would  again  beam  upon  her  souL 
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^  Hush !"  8aid  she,  sinkiiig  her  voice  to  a 
wbisper,  '  you  speak  too  tbooghtleasly,  too  modi 
at  laDdoin;  we  most  not  commit  ooiselves 
by  any  lash  act— -we  most  not  spill  blood-Hio, 


no,  no!" 


'*  Blood?*'  cried  Lord  Eltham,  gazing  ioqui- 
into  Ler  &oe ;  *'  I  never  dreamt  of  sach  a 
thing — what  can  you  mean  I'' 

*'  I  mean  nothing,  boy,  nothing ;"  said  Lady 
Eltham,  startled  by  her  own  thooghts,  and  the 
pictore  her  fiuicy  conjured  up.  "  Here,  seat 
yourself  by  me,  and  let  us  consult  coolly  and 
deliberately,  on  the  best  means  of  satisfying  car 
enemy,  and  securing  his  silence.  We  most  so  ar- 
range matters,  that  his  own  prospects  and  fortunes 
shall  be  entirely  dependent  on  our  maintaining 
our  present  position;  and  I  despair  not  of  bind- 
ing him  to  our  interest,  and  thus  veiling  our  seciet 
fiir  ever  fiom  the  world** 
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CHAPTER  XL 

In  pursuing  the  fortunes  of  the  chief  personages 
in  our  narrative,  we  must  not  lose  sight  of  those 
occupying  less  prominent  stations;  we  shall 
accordingly,  in  this  place,  glance  at  the  career 
of  PelleWi  who,  after  his  escape  from  the 
Tower  of  London,  had  started  off  to  wander  where 
chance  might  direct,  a  felon,  an  outcast,  and  pur- 
sued by  the  myrmidons  of  the  law. 

We  must  transport  the  reader  from  the  Metro- 
polis, its  crowded  thoroughfares,  and  its  hum  of 
busy  life,  to  the  skirts  of  that  wild  and  extensive 
district  called  Salisbury-Plain.  Along  the  road 
which  leads  from  Andover  to  Salisbury,  two 
horsemen  were  slowly  urging  their  jaded  steeds ; 
the  afternoon  was  far  spent,  and  the  sun  appa- 
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rently  weary  as  the  travellers,  was  fast  rolling 
himself  up  in  his  saffron-dyed  night-robes,  and 
preparing  his  coach  behind  the  distant  hills. 
The  Uirk  was  in  the  sky,  singing  his  vesper-song ; 
but  the  shepherd  had  begun  to  drive  his  flocks 
across  the  common ;  for  in  spite  of  the  smiling 
and  gorgeous  west,  the  weather-wise  peasant 
looked  suspiciously  at  the  opposite  side  of  the 
Heavens,  where  jagged  clouds,  swiftly  **  scud- 
ding" along,  betokened  approaching  wind  and 
rain. 

"  Bad  luck  to  us,  Master  Gripe,  bad  luck  to 
us!'*  said  the  elder  horseman,  whose  costume, 
half  military,  and  half  civilian,  was  a  nondes- 
cript blending  of  the  awkward  and  picturesque ; 
the  sword,  the  long  red  sash,  and  the  spur-armed 
boot,  might,  perhaps,  be  classed  under  the  latter 
head;  while  the  imposing  effect  produced  by 
these,  was  somewhat  marred  by  the  brown 
shabby  hat,  the  long  wiry  queue  jerking  and 
wriggling  with  every  motion  of  the  horse,  and 
the  little  red  coat  with  skirts  barely  six  inches 
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in  length,  and  by  no  means  capable  of  covering 
that  portion  of  the  human  figure  which,  in  ac- 
cordance with  the  rules  of  modern  elegance, 
should  invariably  be  '  draped.' — "  Bad  luck  to 
us,  I  say ;"  pursued  our  doughty  friend,  Sergeant 
Sleek ;  *'  I  fear  we  are  on  a  wild  goose-chase 
after  all ;  better  we  had  gone  into  Lincolnshire, 
for,  with  Captain  Tomkins,  who  gained  his 
information  from  a  great  man  about  the  Court, 
I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  the  villain  is  hiding 
there  among  the  fens  and  bogs." 

Now  Sleek,  as  a  Volunteer,  was  not  called 
upon  to  "  do  duty*  out  of  London ;  but  love  for 
his  king  and  coiuitry  filled  his  soul  with  such 
activity  and  zeal,  that,  with  the  permission  of 
his  Colonel,  he  accompanied,  or  rather  led  on, 
the  notable  Bow- Street  officer,  Mr.  Gripe.  The 
latter  individual^  though  rather  jealous  of  the 
Sergeant's  interference,  kept  en  good  terms  with 
him.  As  was  Gripe's  custom  before  making  an 
observation,  he  now  shook  his  head ;  then,  after 
a  long  pause,  repeating  the  same  Mandarin-like 
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motion,  he  gave  utterance  to  the  thoughts  pent 
within  his  mind. 

"  Mr.  Sleek,  excuse  me,  but  I  know  some- 
thing  of  vagabonds  and  their  ways ;  fye  not  got 
three  eyes^  but  I  think  I've  two  sharp  ones.  Pel* 
lew  is  down  here;  we've  chased  him  fairly  oat 
of  the  North  ;  I've  reasons  for  knowing  bim  lobe 
in  Wiltshire ;  ay,  ay,  we'll  make  the  caption, 
and  pocket  the  two  hundred  guineas,  never  fear.* 

Two  hundred  guineas !  the  prospect  of  this 
tempting  reward,  offered  by  the  Government  for 
the  production  of  the  offender,  threw  Sleek  into 
a  brown  study.  His  share  would  be  one  half; 
the  merit,  also,  of  hunting  down,  and  re-taking 
so  celebrated  a  traitor,  would  undeniably  be 
great;  cer|»tnly,  the  exploit,  in  conjunction 
with  all  his  previous  services,  would  advance 
him  in. the  London  Volunteers;  possibly  he 
should  be  made  an  Ensign — ^yes,  perhaps,  even 
a  Lieutenant !  Oh !  what  a  field  of  glory  opened 
itself  before  the  ardent  fancy  of  the  ambitions 
Sergeant ! 
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*'  Well,  Mr.  Gripe,  you  may  be  right,  and 
after  all  our  wanderings,  hunting  into  corners, 
and  plunging  through  woods  and  streams^  we 
may  light  upon  the  miscreant  at  last!  But 
hark'ee,  good  Mr.  Gripe,  I  hope  you'll  be  con- 
tent with,  say  —fifty  guineas,  as  your  portion  of 
the  prize-money ;  for,  excuse  me,  my  position,  as 
serving  in  the  military  defence  of  this  country, 
is  something  superior  to  yours." 

"  Why,  Master  Sleek,"  said  the  burly  consta- 
ble, ^  as  for  that,  I  own  I'm  what  they  call  a 
thief-catcher,  and  you're  a  piece  of  a  soldier,  I 
don't  say  a  whole  one.'* 

•*  But  I  am  a  whole  one,  Mr.  Gripe ;"  said  the 
Sergeant,  throwing  back  his  head,  plucking  at 
,  his  sword,  and  looking  unusually  fierce. 

"  You  destroy  the  King's  enemies  with  the 
sword  and  musket ;"  added  Gripe. 

"  Of  course— of  course,  I  do !" 

*'  And  I,  by  the  honourable  and  sacred  hand 
of  the  law,  do  exactly  the  same  thing ;  so  where's 
tHe  dffierence  between  the  merits  of  our  profes- 
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sioDS  ?  if  any  thing,  the  balance  is  in  my  fsivoar. 
No,  no ;  I  take  my  full  share  of  the  two  hundred 
guineas ;  so  don't  argue  any  more  about  the 
matter." 

With  this  pleasant  and  amicable  discourse,  the 
travellers  continued  to  beguile  the  tediousness  of 
the  road ;  they  encountered  few  wayfarers;  and 
cottages  and  farms,  on  Salisbury-Plain,  are  hke 
good  deeds  in  a  selfish  mercenary  world,  rarely 
met  with.  Welcome,  therefore,  to  the  eyes  of 
the  pilgrims  was  the  sign  of  a  small  hostelry, 
which  stood  at  a  short  distance  from  the  main 
road ;  this  humble  sign  was  represented  by  a 
"  Round  Robin"  painted  on  a  board,  which, 
placed  on  the  summit  of  a  tall  pole  in  front  of  the 
house,  swung  to  and  fro  in  the  wind. 

"  Good  entertainment  for  man  and  horse,  and 
neat  wines ;"  read  Sleek,  with  a  most  benevolent 
smile  on  his  broad  rosy  face.  "  Now  Uien,  Mr. 
Gripe,  we'll  bait  here,  and  see  what  the  land  can 
produce  to  regale  his  Majesty's  servants  withal." 

Sleek  spurred  his  steed  into  the  little  yard, 
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and  called  aloud,  and  rattled  his  sword  in  its  iron 
scabbard ;  his  intention,  however,  was  not  to  ter- 
rify the  g;ood  rustics,  but  to  command  respect. 

In  a  moment  all  was  alive  in  the  hostelry,  for 
it  was  not  often  two  such  promising  customers 
presented  themselves  before  the  ''Round  Robin." 
Mine  Host,  an  exceedingly  short  man,  but 
plump  as  the  bird  on  his  own  sign,  truckled  out 
of  the  porch,  and  pulling  the  scanty  lock  of  hair 
that  adorned  his  red  forehead,  by  way  of  a  de- 
ferential salute,  bustled  up  to  the  ''  gentlemen." 
The  hostler,  awed  by  the  flowing  sash  and  long 
sword  of  the  Sergeant,  assisted  them  in  reverent 
silence  to  alight;  while  the  landlady  stood  curt- 
seying and  curtseying  in  the  door-way. 

The  gallant  soldier  and  the  Bow-Street  worthy 
were  in  due  time  installed  in  the  best  parlour — a 
room  behind  the  tap,  about  seven  feet  square,  il- 
luminated by  horn  windows,  and  boasting  three 
chairs  and  a  Pembroke-table ;  dean  yellow  sand 
glistened  on  the  floor,  and  sundry  specimens  of 
British  sculpture,  in  the  shape  of  clay  shepherds. 
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and  porcelain  lambs,  adorned  the  time-blackened 
mantelshelf.  The  larder  of  the  "  Round  Robin" 
put  forth  its  choicest  contents.  Mug  after  mug, 
alsOy  of  nut-brown  ale,  and  finally^  hirge  tumblers 
of  hot  brandy-and- water,  Mine  Host  brought  in 
with  his  own  hands,  smiling  all  the  while,  and 
passing  many  pleasant  but  respectful  jests;  in 
short,  mistress,  master,  and  man,  did  their  utmost 
to  render  their  guests  happy  and  comfortable. 

It  was  after  Sleek  had  drunk  his  fourth,  and 
Mr.  Gripe  his  fifth  glass  of  spirits  and  water, 
and  their  pipes  had  been  exhausted  and  reple- 
nished numberless  times,  that  Mine  Host  ventured 
to  ask  the  good  gentlemen  whether  they  meant  to 
honour  the  ''Round  Robin^  by  sleeping  there 
that  night ;  the  travellers  informed  him  that  such 
was  not  their  intention,  being  bound  for  Salis- 
bury. This  hint  was  sufficient,  for  the  worthy 
publican  never  annoyed  his  guests  by  fruitless 
importunities ;  he  returned  to  his  bar,  and  after 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  spent  in  deep  calculation,  be 
re-entered  the  parlour  with  his  bill;  it  was  rather 
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a  bng  catalogue,  yet  the  articles  were  charged 
at  an  exceedingly  moderate  rate. 

"Well,  Mr.  Wiggins,  what's  .fiat  piece  of 
paper  in  your  hand  1"  asked  Sleek,  with  a  care- 
less accent. 

"  Your  bill,  gentlemen,  only  your  bill — I  hope 
you've  liked  your  dinner." 

"  Dinner — ay — pretty  fair,  Master  Wiggins; 
what  do  you  say,  Mr.  Gripe  V* 

**  Capital  dinner  !**  growled  that  gentleman, 
with  a  satisfied  shake  of  the  head. 

"  Well,  Master  Wiggins,  we  have  praised 
your  dinner ;  yes,  we  high  functionaries  in  the 
army  and  the  law,  have  passed  compliments  on 
the  produce  of  your  larder;  so  you  ought  to  be 
pleased  and  proud.  Oh!  never  mind  the  bill — 
nonsense!'*  added  the  Sergeant,  thrusting  the 
paper  pettishly  from  him. 

"  Anan,  Sir  V*  said  Mine  Host,  with  his  little 
bullet  head  on  one  side,  not  appearing  to  compre- 
hend the  meaning  of  the  gallant  soldier's  words. 

**  I  tell  you,  Wiggins,  we  don't  wish  to  ex- 
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amine,  or  even  cast  our  eyes  upon  that  trumpery 
piece  of  paper — away  with  it !  'twill  serve  to 
light  your  customers  pipes." 

"  Thank  you,  gentlemen ;  then  you  don't 
doubt  the  correctness  of  my  account,  and  will  pay 
me  without  looking  over  the  entries ;  fourteen 
shillings  and  three  pence,  is  the  sum — if  yoa 
please." 

Sleek  threw  himself  into  a  stern  military  atti- 
tude, leaning  on  his  sword,  which  he  had  un- 
buckled from  his  side,  for  ease ;  Gripe,  also,  by 
way  of  seconding  him,  placed  his  thick  stick, 
loaded  at  one  end  with  iron,  under  his  arm.  The 
game  which  the  men  were  about  to  play,  although 
perfectly  new  to  the  poor  master  of  the  "  Round 
Robin,*'  was,  with  themselves,  an  old  and  oft 
practised  aifair ;  for  our  two  travellers  had  al- 
ready enacted  it  at  almost  every  small  Inn  be- 
tween the  Peak  in  Derbyshire  and  Salisbury 
Plain. 

*'  Look  you,  Master  Wiggins,"  cried  Sleek, 
"  I  hope  you  are  a  loyal  man,  and  true  to  the  in- 
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terests  of  the  Crown ;  now  we  are  servants  of 
good  King  George,  and  travelling  on  a  high 
commission  through  the  country ;  consequently, 
I  tell  you,  we're  entitled,  by  virtue  of  our  offices, 
to  all  good  treatment,  protection,  and  bodily  re- 
freshment, from  such  of  his  Majesty's  liege  sub- 
jects as  we  may  happen  to  sojourn  among ;  there- 
fore, Master  Wiggins,  I  say — * 

The  little  publican,  with  open  mouth,  his  bill 
trembling  between  his  fore-finger  and  his  thumb, 
fell  back  a  few  feet  from  the  table ;  he  then  stood 
stock-still,  being  completely  bewildered  by  the 
Sergeant's  new  and  strange  explanation  of  mili- 
tary law. 

"  Wiggins,  in  a  word,  you've  provided  us 
with  a  good  dinner,  and,  in  the  name  of  George 
the  Third,  King  of  these  Realms,  we  thank  you ; 
but,  in  the  name  of  the  same  Monarch,  we  beg 
to  say,  that  payment  is  quite  out  of  the  question. 
We  are  privileged  men,  Master  Wiggins;  as 
servants  of  the  Crown,  I  repeat,  we  are  to  be 
prodded  with  meat,  drink,  and  lodging,  gratis,  in 
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every  house  of  entertainmenti  great  or  soialli 
throughout  the  United  Kingdom." 

"  That's  the  law !»  said  Mr.  Gripe,  setting  his 
teeth  hard,  and  coquetting  with  the  end  of  bis 
iron-loaded  stick. 

A  glimmering  of  the  Sergeant's  meaning  now 
broke  through  the  foggy  atmosphere  of  the  publi- 
can's mind,  and  the  poor  man  was  in  a  state  of 
terrible  excitement.  Had  he,  Uien,  emptied  bis 
larder,  drawn  his  ale,  uncorked  his  brandy,  and 
fed  two  horses  with  oats  and  hay,  and  all  for  no- 
thing ? — the  contemplation  was  quite  overwhelm- 
ing ;  anger,  however,  soon  gained  the  ascendancy 
over  every  other  emotion ;  and  grasping  his  bill 
firmly  in  his  hand,  and  shutting  his  parlour  door, 
he  stoutly  confronted  his  guests,  and  swore  that, 
in  spite  of  King  George,  and  all  his  Ministers, 
his  bill  should  be  discharged ! 

•'  Softly,  my  dear  Sir ;"  said  Sleek,  loosening 
in  a  quiet  manner  his  sword  in  its  scabbard. 

••  Softly !»  echoed  Gripe,  shaking  his  huge 
head,  and  balancing  his  heavy  stick. 
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Mine  Host  summoned  his  wife,  bis  son,  and 
the  hostler,  and  these  were  all  the  hands  he  could 
muster. 

"  What !"  cried  the  Sergeant,  «*  are  you  going 
to  attack  us  ?  pause,  Mr.  Wiggins ;  remember, 
to  assault  the  Eling's  servants  will  subject  you  to 
a  very  heavy  penalty — ^no  less  than  transporta- 
tion for  life.  Thus,  you  see,  we  are  doubly 
guarded  :  we  have  you  every  way  !*' 

*'  Very  likely,  'tis  true,  dear  Caleb!"  said 
Mrs.  Wiggins,  drawing  her  incensed  husband 
back;  "  Don't  touch  them;  better  lose  twenty 
dinners  than  run  the  risk  of  being  sent  to  Botany- 
Bay." 

''  Madam,"  exclaimed  the  gallant  Sergeant, 
"  I  applaud  your  sagacity,  and  sound  judgment, 
and  hope  Mr.  Wiggins  will  attend  to  your  excel* 
lent  advice.  My  dear  Sir,  I  and  my  friend  here 
are  the  best  natured  men  on  earth,  and  are  quite 
ready  to  forgive  you  the  insult  you  have  offered 
us,  by  demanding  payment  for  our  dinner.  More- 
over, we  are  willing  to  put  you  in  the  way  of 
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gaining,  this  very  night,  not  the  paltry  fourteen 
shillings  and  three  pence,  but  ten  guineas." 

"  Ten  guineas,  gentlemen?  bless  me,  how?" 
cried  Mine  Host,  the  magic  words  &Iling  like  oil 
on  the  troubled  waters  of  his  late  angry  spirit. 

"  We  are  in  search  of  a  great  criminal,  and 
have  reason  to  believe  that  he  lurks  somewhere 
in  this  neighbourhood.  Read  this :"  added  Sleek, 
placing  a  printed  paper  into  the  hands  of  the 
publican ;  the  latter,  putting  on  his  spectacles, 
commenced  spelling  down  the  placard,  which 
gave  an  accurate  description  of  the  person,  voice, 
and  manner  of  Pellew,  ending  with  the  promised 
reward  of  two  hundred  guineas  for  his  capture. 

The  master  of  the  '*  Round  Robin"  having 
completed  his  perusal  of  the  document,  sprang 
two  feet  into  the  air,  and  clapped  his  hands. 

*'  'Tis  he  !*  he  cried — "  the  great  staring  black 
eyes — sharp  nose,  and  soft  "  moosical*'  voice— 
I've  seen  your  man,  Mr.  Sleek." 

Both  the  Sergeant  and  Constable  were  highly 
interested  at  the  announcement,  and  pressed  Mine 
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Host  for  additional  information;  but  the  little  man 
was  cunning,  and  until  he  sixould  receive  a  writ- 
ten agreement,  to  the  effect  that  twenty  guineas 
should  be  paid  him  for  the  assistance  he  might 
render  in  taking  the  fugitive,  he  seemed  resolved 
not  to  answer  one  of  the  numerous  questions  put 
to  him. 

*'  There!  will  that  satisfy  you!*'  cried  Sleek, 
throwing  to  Mr.  Wiggins  the  required  contract, 
having  scribbled  it  on  the  fly-leaf  of  Bunyan's 
Pilgrim's  Progress,  tearing  out  the  page  for  the 
purpose.     "  Now  tell  us  all  you  know." 

••  Thank  you,  Mr.  Sleek.     Well,  gentlemen, 

I  served  the  fellow  this  very  morning  with  a  pint 

of  ale,  and  some  bread,  outside  of  my  bar ;  weak 

and  weary  he  was  to  be  sure,  with  scarce  a  shoe 

on  his  foot,  while  his  coat  hung  about  him  in  rags; 

yet  uncommon  proud  he  looked,  and  seemed  to 

scorn  me,  wlien  I  talked  of  the  workhouse  as 

being  the  best  place  for  such  unfortunates  ashe: 

and  now  I  think  of  it,  when  he  was  gone  I  picked 

up  this  card,  which  had  dropped  from  his  pocket. 
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as  he  handed  me  his  three  coppers  for  the  re- 
freshment he  bad  taken." 

Sleek  snatched  the  card  from  the  speaker,  and 
among  some  unintelligible  hieroglyphics,  read tbe 
words,  "  Friends  of  the  Human  Race." 

''  We've  found  him !"  exclaimed  the  Sergeant, 
with  a  joyful  smile ;  "  that's  the  Society  be  was 
President  of." 

"  No  doubt  about  it !"  cried  Mr.  Gripe,  grin- 
ning between  his  huge  pair  of  black  whiskers. 

"  Wiggins,  which  way  do  you  think  the  villain 
has  beaten  his  march  V*  asked  Sleek. 

"  That's  just  the  question,  Sir;  he  can't  be 
many  miles  off." 

"  Now,  let  me  say  a  word  ;*'  interposed  the 
sagacious  Gripe ;  "  I've  had  some  experience 
in  the  ways  of  these  kind  of  run-away  gentry; 
they  never  lodges  at  public-houses,  and  rarelv 
enters  towns ;  my  life  on  it,  by  this  time  the 
traitor  is  fast  asleep  under  .some  haystack,  or 
has  crept  into  some  farmer's  bam.  We've  no 
time  to  lose,  gentlemen  ;  we  must  take  him  this 
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night.  Let's  search  every  farm-yard  and  barn 
for  six  miles  around.  Catch  a  felon  asleep  when 
you  can — 'tis  the  surest  and  safest  way,  depend 
upon  if 

Each  person  fully  acquiesced  in^  and  approved 
of  the  plan  of  the  practised  London  OfScer;  accord- 
ingly, after  a  little  further  parley,  it  was  agreed 
that  they  should  all  start  in  quest  of  the  delin- 
quent. The  Publican  and  his  hostler,  being  well 
acquainted  with  the  country,  were  to  lead  the 
way ;  and  thus,  in  a  half-an-hour  from  that 
time,  the  four  men  had  mounted  their  horses,  and 
were  proceeding  at  a  rapid  trot  over  Salisbury- 
Plain,  resolving  to  search  every  place  where  it 
appeared  probable  their  victim  might  lurk,  within 
a  circuit  of  several  miles. 

And  where,  meantime,  was  Pellew  1  it  was 
true,  he  was  wandering  in  Wiltshire,  and  equal- 
ly a  fact,  that,  driven  by  hunger,  he  had  entered 
the  little  road-side  public-house,  being  the  iden- 
tical individual  alluded  to  by  the  landlord.  A 
month  had  passed  since  his  escape  from  the 

VOL.  III.  H 
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Tower ;  he  had  been  roambg  through  some 
of  the  Northern  Cdunties,  in  the  garb  of  a  pesr 
sant,  bat  being  hotly  pressed  by  enemies  in  that 
quarter,  and,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  saved 
by  almost  a  miracle  firom  fidling  into  their  bands, 
he  had  dragged  his  weary  steps  towards  the 
WesL  The  phnighman's  apparel  he  had  changed 
for  that  usually  worn  by  the  itberant  pedlar. 
And  this  was  the  doom  of  him  whooe  object  was 
to  have  regenerated  the  whde  human  family; 
who  toiled  6x  the  presumed  good  of  his  species, 
and  wrolK^ag^^^Auned  with  a  view  to  elevate, 
and  render  more  happy,  the  very  men  who  were 
now  huntii^  higi  through  the  land,  like  a  wild 
beast  We  do  not  defend  his  cause,  buthad  it 
been  as  good,  as  it  was  in  reality  visionary  and 
evil,  a  like  reward  might  have  awaited  him. 

Pellew,  as  the  Bow-Street  Officer  had  fore- 
told, avoided  the  vicinity  of  towns;  he  fear- 
ed to  enter  the  more  respectable  houses  of  enter* 
tainment,  lest  parties  there  might  have  gained  a 
4{acnption  of  his  person  by  means  of  the  Loodpo 
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press.  Even  at  the  obscure  hostelry  of  the 
'*  Round  Robin/'  he  had  remained  but  a  few 
minutes,  his  usual  mode  of  procuring  provisions 
being  by  purchasing  them  of  road-side  venders. 
In  every  individual  whom  he  met  he  fancied 
he  saw  an  enemy ;  and  even  from  the  beggar, 
the  wretch  houseless,  and  wandering  like  him- 
self, he  shrank  in  suspicion  and  dread.  No 
voice  met  his  ear^  no  footstep  sounded  on  his 
path,  but  he  would  start,  and  listen;  his  day 
was  one  long  nervous  watch ;  he  walked  in  fear, 
rested  in  fear,  and  in  mistrust  and  tenor  he  closed 
his  eyes  to  slumber. 

Night  had  sunk  down  on  the  heath,  but  not- 
withstanding the  late  beautiful  sunset,  verifying 
the  anticipations  of  the  shepherd,  a  thick  drizzly 
rain  had  begun  to  fall :  the  moon,  except  at  rare 
intervals,  was  unable  to  pierce  the  dense  "  blan- 
ket of  clouds ;"  and  a  chill  wind  was  blowing 
from  the  east.  Along  one  of  the  cross  roads  on 
Salisbury  *Plain,  and  which  ran  parallel  with  the 
Avon,    Pellew  was  now  slowly  walking.    A 
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month's  wandering,  and  suffering,  had  effeeted 
in  his  person  a  greater  change  than  might  have 
resulted  from  years  of  ordinary  life ;  his  cheeks 
were  wasted^  and  his  form  was  bent ;  his  eyes 
alone  retained  their  accustomed  brightness.  The 
slouched  hat,  and  uncouth  garment,  might  prove, 
to  a  certain  extent,  an  effectual  disguise ;  but  be 
who  had  once  seen  those  restless  ]Hercing  orb^ 
glittering  through  their  long  lashes,  like  dia- 
monds, would  have  instantly  recognised  the  Re- 
volutionary Orator. 

The  outcast  journeyed  on.  Towards  the  sooth, 
in  the  distance,  arose  the  spire  of  Salisbury's  re- 
nowned  Cathedral ;  but  it  was  scarcely  discern- 
ible, except  when  the  moon,  for  an  instant,  flung 
forth  a  ray  from  her  screen  of  clouds ;  then  the 
white  beams  glanced  and  played  around  the 
''  heaven-kissing"  fretted  point,  while  the  gcwge* 
ous  pile  beneath,  and  the  countless  houses  of 
the  venerable  dty,  were  buried  in  universal 
shade.  But  not  there  must  Pellew  rest ;  away 
from  human  habitations,  as  if  they  were  tenanted 
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by  demons,  must  he  fly.  There  is  no  safety  for 
him  but  in  solitude ;  and  he  must  have  no  com- 
panion but  his  own  sad  torturing  thoughts.  On 
his  left,  flowed  the  sluggish  Avon,  firinged  with 
alders,  and  on  his  right,  without  the  appearance 
of  an  human  dwelling-place^  swept  the  wide 
Plain,  in  the  direction  of  Winchester.  Where 
should  he  rest  his  weary  limbs  until  the  morning! 
— ^thai  question  had  presented  itself  often  and 
often ;  no  way-«ide  inn  dared  he  seek — into  no 
cottage  might  he  beg  to  be  admitted.  Night 
after  night  his  bed  had  been  the  straw  shared 
with  the  farmer's  cattle,  the  sheltered  hedge,  or 
the  gathered  leaves  in  the  desolate  wood. 

Famished,  worn,  and  spirit-stricken,  he  knew 
not  now  whither  U>  bend  his  steps,  and  against 
the  rain  and  wind  he  mechanically  pressed  for- 
wards. 

Hark !  the  tramp  of  horses ! — in  the  distance 
he  perceives  four  figures ;  the  moon  shines  on  the 
heath ;  nearer  they  come;  and  one  of  them  has 
the  appearance  of  a  soldier.    Ever  apprehensive 
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of  danger,  Pellew  hastened  to  ocmoeal  himaelf ; 
and  springing  into  a  cavity  vAddti  had  been 
opened  for  the  purpose  of  qnaxrying  stone,  he 
lay  hid ;  eagerly,  and  breathlessly,  he  listened  as 
the  horsemen  passed. 

"  Follow  me,  gentlemen/'  said  one  of  the  xnen; 
"  and  your  horses  wont  stumble  ;  the  fjirm-yard 
is  only  a  mile  off,  and  VU  bet  a  silver  crown  we 
shall  find  him  there." 

"  Why,  we've  rode  ten  miles  already;  and  in 
this  rain,  among  pits,  bogs,  and  traps,  by  good 
King  George,  my  Master,  I  tell  you  I  don't  hslf 
like  it" 

"On!  on!"  said  a  gruff  voice ;  "think  ofoor 
<  duty,'  aod  of  what  we  shall  gain.* 

The  men  continued  to  speak,  but  Pellew,  aff 
they  galloped  off,  oould  not  understand  the 
words ;  and  presently  nothing  was  heard  but  the 
clatter  of  hoeis,  growing  &iiiter  and  fiiinter; 
until  silence  again  set^ed  deep  and  unbiokeo 
over  (the  wide  plain. 

Emerging  fiom  bis  hiding-place*  the  fugitivo 
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pwrsued  his  ifmys.  Oroldsiiig  the  Avon,  he  left 
the  litde  town  of 'Amesbary  on  his  right  Even 
in  his  wretchedness,  he  paused,  to  ponder  on  the 
historic  associations  of  the  place ;  it  was  there 
that  the  Saxon  invader,  Hengist,  treachierously 
slat^glvtered  some  hundreds  pf  British  Nobles. 
What  stands  yonder,  on  the  solitary  heath !  a 
stupendous  relic  of  an  unknown  age ;  the  grcuiite 
skeleton  of  a  Temple,  dedicated  to  a  worship  now 
passed  from  the  world.  For  the  first  time.  Pel- 
lew  beheld  the  Druidical  monument  of  Stone- 
henge^  and  he  approached  it  with  feelings  of  cu- 
riosity and  awe.  The  Vast  circles  ^  upright 
stokies,  the  circumference  of  which  exceeds  three 
hundred  feet  \  the  mighty  granite  blocks  raised 
adi#ietrt  their  summits^  by  the  hands  of  zealots, 
two  thousand  years  ago;  the  turf-clad  barrows 
ilioHfeid,  where  painted  heroes  sleep  with  the  bow 
and  qi^T^t  beside  them ;  the  moon  shining  coldly 
and  dimly  on  all,  until  the  rude  lofty  pillars,  to 
Fancy's  eye^  assUmed  the  appearance  of  gigan- 
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tic  spectres — such  was  the  scene  that  presented 
itself  to  the  gaze  of  the  unhappy,  jret  still  fervid- 
minded  scholar. 

But  the  glow,  the  enthusiasm,  excited  by  a 
contemplation  of  this  wonder  of  by«gone  times, 
soon  passed  away.  Humanity  is  weak ;  poetry 
is  for  hours  of  peace  and  ease.  Suffering  and 
danger  called  in  his  excursive  thoughts,  and 
fixed  them  on  other  objects ;  midnight  was  near 
at  hand:  the  wind  was  cold,  and  the  rain 
drenched  bis  garments.  All  was  quiet,  and  no 
human  being  moved  on  the  heath.  Could  he 
find  shelter  there  1  he  paced  across  and  around 
the  Druidical  Ring ;  a  block  of  granite,  Men 
from  its  original  position,  lay  on  the  ground;  (X^ 
the  sheltered  side  the  heath  was  drv.  Peilew, 
then,  gathering  some  ferns,  scattered  them  by  the 
side  of  the  stone,  and  placing  a  few  fragments  of 
turf  for  a  pillow,  laid  himself  down.  He  had  no 
apprehension  of  being  disturbed  in  such  a  deso- 
late spot ;  and  overcome  by  his  long  journey,  and 
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weary  with  watchingi  he  endeavoared  to  obtain 
from  slumber  that  oblivion  of  sorrow  denied  to 
bis  waking  hours. 

And  could  Pellew  sleep  ?  Oh !  no  ;  quiet  and 
inaction  ever  brought  remembrances,  bitter  re- 
membrances, of  one  beloved  being.  His  eyes 
might  be  closed,  but  his  brain  was  busy ;  the 
form  of  Camilla  stood  before  him ;  glassed  on 
the  mirror  of  his  fancy,  she  was  there  with  her 
sighs,  her  tears,  and  her  out-pourings  of  agonised 
affection.  Where  was  she  nowl  What  were 
her  sorrows?  But  exhausted  nature  at  length 
overcame  the  active  mind ;  on  Pellew's  senses  a 
mist  gradually  stole ;  images  became  confused, 
thought  failed,  and  in  a  minute  more  he  was 
asleep. 


H  o 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

liPT  Iq^  ^^  Pellew  allowed  to  enjoy  that 
bleWQg  w)4c\i  kings  too  often  vainly  court  cm 
tli9ir  l;ueds  of  dowa  i  he  started,  for  voices  sound- 
ed oear  bi«i,  w4  raising  bis  head,  he  heard  what 
&U0W8  : 

"  Well  mw«  you've  led  as  a  terrible  round,  I 
musi^  say,  and  all  for  nothing/' 

"  DQn\  ^e  diajbeartened,  gentlemen ;  one  look 
at  the  Stone-Ring — 'tis  our  last  hope — and  then 
I  promise  we  will  go  home." 

"  Ha !  what's  that  on  the  ground !"  cried  a 
rough  voice ;  "  a  man  asleep  1—  I'm  well  ac- 
quainted with  beggars'  shifts ;  but  that's  no  com- 
mon  vagrant    Softly,  I'll  creep  to  him !" 

Pellew  saw  he  was  discovered ;  he  also  per- 
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•cMlftd  th&i  the  inti>ader8  were  the  fout  identical 
horsemen  who  had  ridden  past  him  some  hours 
prt vl6u#fy.  iiike  k  tiger  tbtmM  in  his  lair,  up 
he  started:;  his  slumber,  though  brief,  had  re* 
freshed  him,  and  desperation  strung  his  nerves. 

"  Tis  he!"  cried  the  Publican;  "  the  man 
who  this  moriiing  drank  at  my  bar !" 

"  It  is  the  traitor  lire're  in  search  of!"  ex- 
claimed Sergeant  Sleek. 

•'  Ay,  ay,  that's  Pellew,  I  can  swear  i^  Mid 
Gripe ;  "  ninety  guineas  a^piece  for  you^  and 
me,  Mr.  Sleek,  imd  twenty  for  Wiggins.  No^, 
let  us  at  him  !» 

Pellew  had  retreated  to  the  centre  of  the  Dru- 
idical  Ring ;  the  four  fadrsemen  took  their  sta- 
tions, at  different  points,  on  the  outside  of  the 
last  circle  of  stones,  so  that  if  he  should  attempt 
to  escape,  they  were  prepared  to  intercept  his 
flight. 

''  Miscreant !  in  the  name  of  the  King,  I  call 
upon  thee  to  yield!"  vociferated  Sergeant  Sleek, 
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his  hand  on  his  sword,  and  his  cheeks  inflatoi 
with  patriotic  rage. 

"  He  shan't  escape  on  this  sideT  cried  Wig- 
gins. 

'*  Nor  on  this  !*  echoed  the  burly  Gripe. 

"  I  tell  thee,  traitor  and  rebel !  thoa  ait  oar 
prisoner!**  pursued  Sleek,  in  a  loader  tone; 
"  thou  hast  given  toil  and  trouble  enough  to  ex- 
asperate the  most  patient  of  men ;  but,  b j  good 
Kin^  George,  we  have  thee  at  last!  Place  thy- 
self quietly  into  our  hands,  for  we  shall  instantly 
take  thee  back  to  London." 

Pellew  stood  erect  with  folded  arms;  yet  Ids 
quick  fiery  eye  was  glandng  here  and  there,  as 
if  he  did  not  intend  tamely  to  yield  himself  to  bis 
enemies. 

Gripe,  desirous  of  bringing  the  matter  to  a 
speedy  issue,  dismounted,  and  proceeded  atoooe 
towards  the  inner  circle  of  granite  blocks,  in  order 
to  seize  his  prey.  This  was  what  Pellew  de- 
sired ;  in  an  instant,  swift  as  an  arrow,  he  darted 
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firom  the  centre,  and  shot  dose  by  the  horse  of 
the  Sergeant ;  that  worthy  soldier,  indignant  and 
astonished  at  his  audacity,  had  scarcely  time  to 
make  an  exclamation,  ere  the  Revolutionist  had 
bounded  a  dozen  yards  from  the  monument; 
Gripe,  however,  instantly  re-mounted,  and  the 
whole  party,  with  Sleek  at  their  head,  dashed 
after  the  fugitive. 

The  moon  was  concealed  at  the  time,  yet  the 
night  was  not  so  dark  but  the  men  could  perceive 
Pellew  darting  away  before  them ;  around  the 
barrows,  and  over  the  loose  stones,  he  urged  his 
course,  evidently  choosing  that  part  of  the  heath 
which  would  be  most  difficult  for  the  horses  to 
traverse ;  his  policy  was  already  apparent,  for 
the  Publica.n's  steed  had  fallen  ;  and  the  hostler, 
as  in  duty  bound,  remained  to  raise,  and  other- 
wise condole  wiih  his  bruised  and  swearing  mas- 
ter. Sleek  and  Gripe  had  now  the  chase  to  them- 
selves, and  mainly  they  flogged  their  horses,  and 
howled  threats  of  vengeance  after  the  flying  man. 

Pellew  paused,  apparently  out  of  breath ;  he 
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looked  bade — Us  enemies  Were  giamng  upon 
him ;  tbe  PoUicaii,  niao,  Mid  bis  man^  were 
agmiQ  00  their  steeds,  and  galloping  fiirwflidiL 
h  was  bat  br  a  moment  be  thus  halted — awij, 
with  the  agile  springy  Ibet  of  the  forest  deer,  the 
cnlprii  darted;  nor  bnsh,  nor  granite  biocki 
availed  to  impede  his  oourse.  Chains,  and  worse 
than  chains — insidt  and  degradation  were  behiod 
him— befiMe,  liberty  smiled,  and  hope  waved  him 
on— lope  that  never  abandons  the  brave  of 
heart! 

"  Podition  on  the  knave!"  cried  Sleek;  "  we 
mnsl  bring  him  down  by  tiie  pistol,  after  all' 

"  Ay,  or  he  will  slip  from  us,  sure  as  fate:' 
lesponded  Gripe;  ''  my  iron  is  loaded,  and 
primed."* 

"  Then  fire !  in  the  name  of  the  king!"  ex- 
claimed the  non-commissioned  officer  of  the 
London  Volunteeis. 

The  report  sounded  over  the  heath,  but  whe- 
ther the  bullet  struck  the  fugitive  was  uncertain, 
as  his  speed  remained  unabated.    Sleek,  also, 
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9bo%  off  his  pistol,  and  Gripe,  a  minute  after-. 
wardSi  discharged  his  remaining  barrel. 

''  We  have  lost  sight  of  him;"  cried  the  Ser- 
geant, blowing  off  the  smoke  of  his  murderous 
weapon,  as  it  kept  curling  around  his  head ;  '*  he 
has  fellen,  no  doubt.'* 

"  His  being  killed,"  muttered  Gripe,  "  will 
be  no  bar  to  our  receiving  the  reward." 

"  I  hope  not  indeed — no^  no ;"  said  the  mili- 
tary gentleman. 

Suddenly  the  horses  made  a  dead  halt,  nearly 
precipitating  their  riders  over  their  heads  ;  un- 
perceived  in  the  dimness,  they  had  reached  the 
brink  of  a  deep  fosse,  the  remains  of  some  Roman 
or  Danish  fortification :  into  this  trench  Peilew 
had  sprung ;  and  instead  of  finding  him,  as  the 
men  had  anticipated,  mortally  wounded,  or  dead 
upon  the  common,  they  perceived  his  figure  at  a 
considerable  distance  crossing  the  moonlight,  and 
springing  from  the  ditch,  and  bounding  on  in  the 
direction  of  the  river  Avon. 
The  horsemen  were  now  close  together,  and 
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unable  to  clear  the  obstruction;  consequently 
they  were  obliged  to  ride  to  the  end  of  the  fosse^ 
by  which  proceeding  some  valuable  time  was 
lost. 

"  There  goes  the  villain !  he  has  reached  the 
banks  of  the  river !"  cried  the  enraged  Sleek. 

*^  I  can  see  him  where  the  moonlight  is  a-glim- 
mering  on  that  patch  of  sand  !*'  growled  the  Con- 
stable of  Bow-Street. 

"  As  I  live,  he's  wading  across  the  stream 
where  it's  neck  deep!"  cried  Mr.  Wiggins; 
**  and  there's  plenty  of  wood  and  bushes  on  the 
other  side ;  we  shall  lose  Iiim  now,  to  a  dead 
oertwity.  I  ought,  however,  gentlemen,  to  have 
mj  twenty  pounds." 

"  Not  a  fiuthing  until  the  traitor  is  in  custody;* 
growled  the  Sergeant.  "  Wiggins,  you  are  a 
fool,  and  'tis  all  your  &ult  that  the  rascal  has 
escaped." 

But  the  master  of  the  "  Round  Robin"  could 
not  see  why  he  was  especially  to  blame  in  the 
matter,  and  considered  himself  taxed  unjustly ; 


ORy  THE  FORTUNES  OF  ARCHER  CLIVE.     161 

sOy  following  the  usaal  rule  under  such  circum- 
stancea,  he  laid  the  odium  of  failure  at  the  door 
of  another  party.  Mr.  Gripe,  he  alleged,  caused 
the  disaster,  by  having  dismounted  prematurely 
among  the  stone-ruins  on  the  plain ;  whereupon 
that  gentleman,  being  highly  indignant,  trans- 
ferred the  charge  to  the  hostler,  and  even  to  the 
gallant  Sergeant  himself. 

Meantime  Pellew  had  crossed  the  Avon,  and 
plunging  into  the  copse-wood  that  covered  the 
opposite  banks,  he  was  soon  lost  to  the  sight  of 
his  disappointed  enemies. 


The  picturesque  dingle  nestling  among  the  hills, 
where  Pellew's  father  resided,  has  already  been 
described  in  our  pages.  In  that  sequestered  loca- 
lity, which  felt  not  the  whirl  of  the  great  vortex 
of  human  passions  maddening  in  cities^  all  went 
on  as  in  former  times.  England's  senate  might 
be  convulsed,  but  the  peasant  whistled  as  lightly 
over  his  plough :  Government  might  stand  still. 
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paralyzed  by  the  overthrew  of  its«iiM68^  bat 
the  wheel  of  the  mill  Auailied  nMmi  «s  laeniy 
as  ever :  dtaoord  migto  ))re<«il  in  royal  firiaaes^ 
and  revolatioiiary  mobstage  k  Biilain'^caffitalt 
but  here  the  nilk-maid  tripped  ovter  the  dewy 
grass,  and  the  lark  carolled  at  (he  gatea  of  Bnk 
ven,  as  bBthsome  as  they  had  done  fifty  yeais 
before.  Rural  life,  as  time  flies  on»  suffers  little 
change ;  il  experiences  not  the  giant  iupidses 
^at  stir  the  congregated  masses  of  mankind, 
whose  watchword  is«*^rWBrd  I 

Again  old  Mr.  Pellew,  his  day's  work  being 
finished,  waft  sitting  on  a  bench  in  front  of  the 
cottage :  the  foaming  tankard  was  by  bis  side, 
and  the  eternal  p^»e  ia  his  mouth.  Dame  Mat* 
gery,  also,  was  plying  her  wheel  in  the  p(xth, 
just  as  we  «iw  her  twelve  months  previously; 
her  boddice  was  laced  as  tighily>  but  her  oounte* 
nance  was  less  self-satisfied,  and  in  its  exprettton 
there  was  a  touch  of  anxiety  and  sadness.  As  for 
her  husband,  though  he  could  not  discontinue  long^ 
wedded  habits,  little  he  appeared  to  enjoy  hid 
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pipe,  or  Us  ale ;  every  draught  which  he  took 
seemed  as  if  it  would  choke  him  ;  and  instead  of 
that  alow  easy  inhalement  of  the  odours  gene- 
rated in  the  pipe-bowl^  he  smoked  rapidly^  and 
with  short  angry  puffs.  Each  time,  alvo,  that 
he  took  the  pipe  from  his  mouth,  he  sighed 
deeply,  while  tears  would  start  £rom  his  old  eyes, 
and  roll  heavily  down  his  cheeks. 

^  Now,  Peter,  good  Peter !"  said  Margery ; 
"  don't  take  on  so— we  shall  see  hun  again. 
Didn't  that  good  gentleman,  Mr.  Clive,  ride 
down  here  only  yesterday,  to  tell  us  that  no 
officer  had  yet  captured  our  boy,  and  that  he 
thought,  by  this  time,  he  must  have  escaped  to 
America^  or  some  safe  distant  place.  Yes,  yes, 
let  the  hue  and  cry  blow  over,  and  all  Walter 
has  done  will  be  forgotten,  and  every  thing  set 
right.* 

"  Margery,"  exclaimed  the  old  man,  "  your 
kind  nature  wants  to  deceive  me,  but  you  can't 
do  it.  He's  lost!  my  poor  boy  is  sure  to  be 
taken — ^Walter  is  lost,  I  say,  for  ever!"  with 


164  THE  EVENTFUL  EPOCH; 

sudden  energy  he  sprang  up  from  the  bencb^ 
^'  And  all  this,  Margery,  comes  of  learning ;  dang 
it|  well  may  I  curse  the  learning !  it  first  made 
the  lad  discontented  with  his  father's  honest 
calling;  he  couldn't  plough,  he  oouldnt  boa 
potatoes;  it  was  books,  books,  nothing  but 
books! — ^Then  he  took  to  writing  himself,  tbe 
worse  thing  of  all ;  and  when,  like  an  honest 
boy,  he  ought  to  have  been  in  bed,  his  candle 
was  a-burning,  his  head  arthinking,  and  his  pen 
a-going !  ^Then  came  his  own  book,  and  some 
wicked  tom-foo!  villains  lured  him  up  to  town. 
Oh !  he  was  going  to  set  the  world  on  fire,  he  was, 
and  enlighten  the  king  himself!  and  yet  'twas 
not  Walter's  fault,  poor  lad,  no,  no— t'was  all 
along  of  that  horrid  learning;  learning  drove 
him  to  the  Revolution-Club — Gleaming  made  him 
a  rebel — ^and  now,  may  be,  'twill  cost  him  his 
head ! — Margery!  help  me  to  pour  out  my  rage, 
and  heap  every  horrid  curse  upon  this  learning  r 
In  his  excitement  he  clenched  his  hands.  Us 
dim  eyes  rolled,  and  the  ordinarily  quiet  old  man 
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was  a  melancholy  spectacle  of  anguish  struggling 
with  fury ;  his  wife,  however,  exerted  her  infiu-* 
ence  to  pacify  his  irritated  mood ;  and  after  a 
while  she  succeeded. 

"  Well,  Margery^  I  own  I'm  wrong ;  this 
anger  doesn't  become  a  Christian ;  I'll  trust  in 
Heaven,  and  not  despond.  Here,  give  me  my 
pipe,  and  hand  me  the  mug  ; — no,  I  can't  smoke 
or  drink  any  more.  But  where's  the  dear  girl  ? 
now  Tve  lost  my  son,  his  poor  wife,  and  you, 
Margery,  are  all  I  care  to  live  for — where*s  Ca- 
milla 1" 

^  Oh !  she's  gone  her  usual  round,  I  dare  say — 
down  through  the  valley,  and. over  the  hills-^she 
thinks  she  shall  meet  him,  one  of  these  days." 

''  Woe  to  the  lass!  never  will  she  see  him 
again  except  in  a  prison,  or  oi^  the  scaffold !  but 
how  she  loves  him  I  talking  about  him  all  the 
day,  and  weeping  for  him  all  the  night !  And 
this,  Margery,  is  the  girl  who,  we  once  thought, 
was  faithless  to  her  husband." 

"  Ah!  we  made  a  great  mistake  then,  Peter.'* 
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"  She*8  worthy  of  a  better  fate,  Margery.  But 
where  can  she  be  1  she  roves  away  too  far— some 
harm  will  happen  to  her." 

Old  Mr.  Pellew  was  about  to  leave  in  search 
of  his  daughter-in-law,  when  the  letter  appeared 
at  the  garden-gate ;  yes,  Camilla  was  now  an 
inmate  of  the  cottage;  and  if  any  thing  might 
have  soothed  her  sad  and  desolate  heart,  the 
balm  would  have  flowed  from  the  sympathy,  the 
kindness,  and  love,  of  her  husband's  parents. 

''  I  have  not  seen  him,  fether ;  I  have  gained 
no  information  respecting  him/'  Were  Camilla's 
first  wSrds.  ''  But  I  will  not  despair.  I  have 
been  on  the  Beacon  for  the  last  hour,  but  no 
person  is  moving  through  the  copse ;  there  is  not 
any  letter  either  at  the  Post^Office ;  but  he  may 
write  yet — he  may  come  yet !" 

Her  words  were  spoken  to  win  the  kind  peo- 
pie  to  a  belief  that  her  spirit  was  not  absdutelj 
crushed  and  bowed  by  grief.    With  a  ibrced 
smile  of  cheerfulness,  she  kissed  the  old  man's 
forehead ;  but  the  next  minute  the  real  feelings 
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of  her  heart  gained  the  ascendancy  over  the 
fictitious,  and,  sinking  upon  his  shoulder,  she 
burst  into  tears. 

A  few  days  had  elapsed  from  the  above  inci- 
dent ;  the  inmates  of  the  cottage  were  sitting  by 
the  hearth  on  which  blazed  a  wood  fire  ;  their 
conversation,  as  usual,   had  reference  to   the 
absent  Pellew ;  and  they  spoke  of  the  probability 
of  his  having,  ere  that  time,  effected  his  escape 
from  England.    They  were  about  to  separate 
for  the  night,  when  a  low  tapping  was  heard  at 
the  door;   the  farmer,  ever  cautious  whom  he 
admitted  at  unseasonable  hours,  mounted  a  stool 
in  order  to  reconnoitre  the  applicant  through  a 
side  window  which  commanded  a  view  of  the 
porch.     Mr.  Pellew  did  not  appear  to  be  satis- 
fied with  the  scrutiny. 

*'  I  am  sorry,  my  good  man,"  he  said,  "  but  I 

can't  open  my  doors  to  beggars  now ;  if  you  want 

a  night's  lodging,  I  advise  you  to  apply  at  the 

Workhouse  over  in  the  village." 

The  man  in  the  porch  did  not  move  or  speak. 
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"  Oh,  you  won't  go  away ;  well,  I  dare  nj 
you  are  very  hungry — here,  Margery,  give  me 
that  loaf  on  the  table ;  the  poor  fellow  shall  have 
if 

But  before  the  dame  had  advanced  with  the 
bread  for  the  supposed  hungry  mendicant,  the 
low  word  of  "  father !"  reached  the  ears  of  the  old 
man.  At  first  he  stared,  seemed  incredulous, 
and  thrust  his  head  forwards  in  the  attitude  of 
listening ;  but  the  word  being  repeated,  all  doubt 
vanished  ;  and  with  the  eagerness  of  one  bent 
on  a  matter  of  life  and  death,  he  shot  back  the 
bolts  of  his  door,  and  the  next  moment  the 
weary  wanderer,  the  hunted  felon — ^his  own 
unhappy  son  stood  before  him ! 

"  Margery!  Camilla!"  exclaimed  the  old 
yeoman ;  "  the  God  of  Heaven  has  restored  him 
to  us !  He  has  heard  our  prayer ; — I  am  not 
childless!" 

Choking  emotion  prevented  him  from  saying 
more,  and  he  could  only  gaze  and  gaze  at  his 
son,  and  draw  him  further  into  the  cottage. 
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''  Camilla !"  cried  Pellew,  as  his  wife  now, 
with  a  faint  scream,  sank  into  his  arms ;  "  my 
own,  my  devoted  one !  thus  to  kiss  away  your 
sweet  tears — to  fold  you  once  more  to  my  heart, 
repays  me  for  all  the  bodily  sufferings,  all  the 
mental  anguish,  which  1  have  undergone !" 


VOL.  III. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

In  a  pleasant  nook  on  the  borders  of  the  New 
Forest,  and  not  far  from  the  spot  where  Tradition 
says  William  Rufus  received  his  death-wound 
from  the  arrow  of  Tyrrell,  four  men  were  seated 
on  the  turf*  The  branches  of  an  ancient  oak, 
whose  fallen  brethren  had  assisted^  in  the  shape 
of  stout-ribbed  seventy-fours,  to  render  England 
what  she  is,  the  glory  and  envy  of  the  world— 
the  branches  of  this  patriarchal  oak  waved  above 
their  heads ;  their  horses  were  cropping  the  green 
herbage  close  by ;  and  at  their  feet  bubbled  a 
stream,  bright  and  pure  as  the  lymph  that 
sparkled  in  the  cup  which  Adam  offered  to  Eve, 
freshly  filled  from  the  newly-created  founts  of 
Eden. 
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As,  however,  the  individttals  whom  we  have 
intreduced  may  not,  in  their  souls  or  bodies,, 
be  in  keeping  with  the  iairy-Uke  and  romantic 
scene  we  would  desire  to  paint,  inasmuch  as 
they  were  neither  Princes  travelling  in  dif^guise, 
warlike  knights,  nor  even  dreamy  hunters  after 
the  picturesque,  and  beautiful  in  nature,  we  may 
as  well  abandon  at  once  all  flights  of  imagination, 
and  attempts  at  poetical  description. 

The  four  men,  then,  were  bu^ily  engaged  in 
eating  what  appeared  to  be  thick  slices  of  bread, 
"  stratified,"  to  use  a  geological  tenUf  by  ham 
and  beef.  The  youngest  personage,  a  hostler  by 
his  drab  gaiters,  and  long  waistcoat,  Gt(eemed 
especially  proud  of  a  short-necked  brown  earth* 
en  ware  bottle ;  it  contained  brandy,  which,  when 
mixed  with  the  prioutive  nectar  flowing  past 
them,  formed  a  beverage  by  no  means  to  be 
despised. 

*'  I  call  this  pleasant  ;'*  said  the  little  rosy-faced 
Publican,  the  master  of  the  "  Bound  Robin^" 
wiping  his  lips  after  a  long  draught ;  "  let  who 

I  2 
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will  abuse  hard  work«  'tis  only  labour,  gentlemen, 
that  makes  rest  like  this  sweet  We've  lofte 
this  day  thirty  long  miles,  still  in  search  of  that 
run-away  villain ;  what  then  ?  here  we  are  with 
these  nice  sandwidies,  and  wholesome  drink; 
with  the  stream  a-running  so  cool  at  our  feet, 
the  Httie  flowers  a-blowing  around,  and  the  small 
birds  a-singing  over  head*  Oh !  gentlemen,  this 
is  something  like  pleasure — ^this  is  what  I  caib 
'  doing*  the  happy  !*' 

"  Wiggins!"  said  the  surly  unsympathetic 
Gripe,  looking  around,  a  large  hunch  of  bread  in 
his  hand — "  Wiggins,  you're  a  fool !" 

"  I  think  so,  too ;"  added  Sergeant  Sleek,  with 
a  curl  of  the  lip  expressive  of  scorn,  his  sword, 
and  the  extreme  point  of  his  long  queue,  resting 
on  the  bank.  "  What  does  Wiggins  mean  by 
sticking  to  us  in  this  manner  ?  we  can  find  the 
criminal  now  without  your  assistance,  man." 

"  Easy,  my  dear  friends,  easy  !*'  said  the  little 
man,  in  a  deprecating  tone ;  "  I  hope  no  offence, 
but  you  mustn't  forget  our  agreement^  good  Mr. 
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Sleek,  rm  to  have  twen^  pounds  of  the  prize- 
money,  when  Pellew's  arcaught ;  and  sinoe  I've 
travelled  so  far,  and  toiled  so  uncommon  hard, 
Pm  loath  to  give  the  matter  up/' 

"  Master,  excuse  me ;"  timidly  parenthesised 
the  hostler ; ''  but '  mistress'  would  a  deal  rather 
jTou're  at  home  minding  the  '  Round  Robin' — 
that's  my  opinion." 

*'  You  hold  your  tongue,  sirrah !"  said  the 
indignant  Mr.  Wiggins,  growing  more  red  in 
the  face ;  "  you're  an  impertinent  varlet ;  i^nd 
Mrs.  Wiggins,  I  am  sorry  to  say — ^but  there,  I 
won't  abuse  my  wife;  give  me  another  cup, 
Joseph." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  the  Sergeant  smiling, 
"  since  we've  fairly  banded  together,  'twill  be 
unsoldierly  to  quarrel ;  so  we'll  just  keep  com- 
pany, till  our  task  is  completed.  And  look  you, 
gentlemen,"  pursued  Sleek,  drawing  himself  up 
with  an  air  of  considerable  consequence ;  "  serv- 
ing as  I  do  in  the  armies  of  the  Monarch  of  these 
Realms,  I  am,  I  believe,  head  of  our  little  party— 


1T4 

piidM  me  feri«iiriiidiDg7oaof  it:  Listen Uien; 
iM'liaita  flcooi^  the  West  eoantzy^  and  thoogk 
we  htre  mC  fUlen  in  with  tke  rebd  PeQew  siaee 
the  affiur  at  Stonehei^,  there's  eter  j  reason  to 
belierej  beat  the  rnlbnafsticm  we  haTegained* 
thst  he*9  Hjing  eastward :  we  are  then  driTisg 
the  wieteh  befbre  us — ay,  driTing  him  brfoie  ns, 
gentkmen.  There's  a  trap  not  a  famdred  mifes 
flrnn  London;  you  kaow  what  I've  alieadj 
aDuded  t»;  when  he^a  desperate,  and#  finds  'tis 
all  over  wifh  him,  hell  ran  into  this  trap :  the 
hunted  haie,  as  a  last  resoorce,  makes  for  his 
'  seat'-— his  home  in  a  certain  bush ;  so  P^w 
will  at  last  fly  to  his  &ther  and  mother  f—thafB 
nqr  i^w  of  human  nature,  gentlemen,  and  I  don't 
think  I'm  wrmg.** 

"  You've  hit  ft,  Mr.  Sleek  V*  said  Gripe, 
with  three  significant  shakea  of  the  head ;  "  that 
is  '  human  natur ;'  but  where's  the  traitor's 
homel"* 

'*  I  perceiTe,  gentkmen,  I  must  now  lead  the 
way ;  old  Pellew's  eoCtage  is  well  known  ta  me. 
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and  about  ogkt  hcuff  ddng  will  bring  us  to  the 
neighboiirlMiod.  But  mj  pbn  will  take  fifty 
sbiUings  to  wnj  fairiy  out.  I  intend,  when  we 
reach  the  town  neaieet  the  viUage,  lo  employ 
fifty  men  at  a  shilling  a-piece;  they  shall  all 
arm  themselves  with  sticks,  or  any  weapons  they 
can  lay  hold  of;  then  we'll  take  a  circuit,  say 
of  three  miles  around  the  cottage,  and,  like  deer- 
stalkers, keep  narrowing  dur  eixcto,  and  drawing 
to  one  point.  Now,  if  wo  don*t  by  this  means 
drive  the  villain  in,  and,  slippery  as  he  has 
IHPOved  himself  to  be,  make  him  our  prisoner, 
why  I'll' confess  I  am  no  soldier ;  111  say  I  am  no 
longer  worthy  to  serve  my  country  in  a  corps  of 
Volunteers  1» 

So  pleased  were  Gripe  and  Mr.  Wiggins  with 
the  gallant  Sergeant's  scheme,  that  they  gave  a 
hearty  cheer;  whereat,  the  birds  chirping  in  the  old 
oak^boughs,  were  startled  bom  their  "  propriety," 
and  the  rabbit  feeding  near  in  the  sunny  glades 
of  the  forest,  bounded  away.  Then  the  party 
aioae,  refreshed  by  their  pleasant  rural  repast ; 
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and  with  hearts  as  stout,  though  not,  peibape, 
as  chivalric  as  those  which  beat  beneath  the 
green  vests  of  Robin  Hood's  merry  meni  they 
mounted  their  horses,  and  galloped  towards  the 
public  road  leading  to  London. 


Thb  sun  had  not  crept  up  firom  behind  the  hills ; 
the  village,  at  the  entrance  of  the  glen^-and 
agricultural  vUlages  bestir  themselves  betimes^ 
was  not  yet  awake ;  and  even  the  lark,  by  no 
means  a  sluggard,  still  nestled  in  the  dewy 
grass. 

*'  You're  resolved,  then ;"  said  old  Mr.  Pellew 
to  Camilla  in  a  whisper,  as  she  descended  from 
her  room ;  "  you  will  leave  your  native  country; 
you  will  plaoe  the  sea  between  yourself  and  your 
family;  and  all  for  the  sake  of  my  unhappy 
son.* 

''  Yes,  fietther,  he  is  my  husband ;  I  promised 
at  the  altar  to  share  his  fortunes,  whether  good 
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or  evil ;  do  not  endeavour  to  dissuade  me  from 
performing  my  duty— I  will  accompany  him.'' 

It  was  to  America  that  Pellew  had  determined 
to  bend  his  flight.  A  vessel,  he  had  learnt, 
would  sail  from  Bristol  in  a  few  days,  and  it  was 
with  the  prospect  of  being  able  to  obtain  a  pas- 
sage in  the  Emigrant  Ship,  that  he  was  now  on 
the  point  of  starting  for  the  sea-port  above 
named. 

««  Once  more,  dearest  Camilla/'  urged  the 
husband,  "  let  me  pray  you  to  remain  with  my 
father.  I  do  not  deny  that  your  company  would 
be  a  great  blessing  to  me ;  but  I  would  spare 
you  further  privation,  further  misery.  When, 
by  dint  of  industry,  I  may  obtain  the  means  of 
supporting  myself  in  that  &i  country,  depend 
upon  it  I  wilt  send  for  you." 

'*  No,  no !  let  me  not  again  be  parted  from 
you.  In  a  distant  land,  even  more  than  in  Eng- 
land, you  will  need  my  presence  to  soothe  and 
support  you.    If  you  are  to  su£fer,  let  me  suffer 

I  5 
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alio;  if  y€fa  are  to  starve,  let  me  starve  wift 
you!  Do  ootrepalfle  me;  hear  my  piayer— Walp 
ttr  I  Walter  1  I  muet  go  with  your 

The  tears,  the  wild  entreaties  of  the  wife,  weie 
aot  to  be  resisted,  and  Pellew  snatched  her  to 
hts  heart: 

"  GM  bless  yott !  be  it  then  as  you  wish;  we 
will  never  more  be  separated.  I  shall  not  fed 
lonely  beneath  a  foreign  sky,  so  you  are  near  me; 
we  will  live  in  each  other— for  each  other ;  and 
lo?e  shall  yet  render  our  fortunes  bright,  and  our 
days  happy/* 

"  Pellew  and  Camilla  prepared  themselves  to 
leave  the  cottage ;  the  father  would  have  acoooH 
panied  them  to  the  port,  but  speed  and  secrecy 
being  of  vital  importance,  it  was  oonsideied 
politic  that  he  should  remain  at  his  farm.  They 
intended  to  ride  for  the  first  twenty  miles  on  the 
good  yeoman's  tvro  horses,  and  to  proceed  the 
remainder  of  the  distance  on  foot,  sinoe  Pellew 
dared  not  trust  him^ielf  on  a  stage  coadi. 
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Tbe  tua  bad  now  made  its  appearance ;  they 
Uitk  leave  of  their  parents,  and  visions  of  future 
liberty  and  happiness  warming  their  hearts,  they 
hurried  down  the  little  flower-garden.  Pellew 
had  disguised  himself  in  the  garb  of  a  sailor,  and 
drawn  a  large  fur  cap  around  his  face.  The  &r* 
mer's  faithful  servant  was  holding  the  horses,  but 
the  alarmed  countenanoe  of  the  boy,  as  Pellew 
approached  him,  raised  a  suspicion  in  the  breast 
of  the  latter  that  all  was  not  right. 

"  Sir!"  cried  the  lad,  "  a  strange  man  just  now 
crossed  tbe  road^-«there  he  is  stealing  along  under 
those  trees  !  and  now  I  see  fi>ur  or  five  fellows 
half  way  down  the  hill,  looking  about  them, 
seemingly  in  search  of  something.  Mount,  Sir, 
quick,  and  ride  off  I'* 

Pellew  glanced  towards  the  spot  pointed  out 
by  the  boy ;  the  servant's  fear  was  not  with* 
out  a  cause ;  strangers  were  in  the  glen,  and 
the  question  naturally  suggested  itself,  '  what 
could  they  want  there  at  so  early  an  hour  V — He 
assisted  Camilla  to  mount,  and  sprang  into  his 
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own  saddle ;  but  scarcely  had  they  proceeded 
ten  yards  fiom  the  gale,  when  a  maa,  hitherto 
nnperoeived,  started  up  from  behind  a  bosh,  and 
soied  the  rmns  of  Pellew's  horse. 

*  EzcQse  me,  but  Pm  sorry  to  spoil  your 
morning's  ride.  I  wasn't  aware  Farmer  Pellew 
was  acquainted  with  sailors ;  but  don't  grieve 
that  you  did  not  start  two  hours  earlier;  if  yoa 
had,  it  would  have  been  all  the  same ;  we  knew 
you  were  here — ay,  ay,  young  man,  we  were 
prepared  fiyr  you!* 

These  bantering  expressions  sounded  in  Pel- 
lew's  earslike  the  words  of  fate ;  he  recognised 
the  voice — ^he  knew  the  speaker !  One  glance  at 
Camilla—*"  to  the  cottage !»  he  cried,  *  to  the 
cottage! — I  will  yet  strike  for  my  life:"  and 
flinging  himself  from  his  horse,  he  rushed  upon 
the  stalwart  Gripe.  Not  expecting  the  sudden 
attack,  the  Bow-Street  oflBcer  stretched  his  length 
upon  the  road,  and  PeUew,  springing  over  his 
body,  and  once  more  addressing  the  fainting  Ca- 
milla, "  they  will  not  injure  you  !  they  darn  not 
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injure  you  /"  he  bounded  across  the  narrow  glen, 
and  had  begun  to  ascend  the  opposite  hill. 

But  the  advantages  which  he  possessed  on 
Salisbury  Plain,  were  not  given  him  here. 
Sleek  had  too  cunningly  taken  his  measures; 
and  acting  on  the  presumption  that "  home"  would 
have  at  last  a  magnetic  spell  in  attracting  the 
hunted  wanderer  to  its  shades,  he  had  outwitted 
the  wary  and  watchful  Revolutionist. 

Gripe  had  no  sooner  sounded  his  whistle,  than 
a  swarm  of  men,  from  every  point,  moved  gra- 
dually forwards,  and  Pellew  was  thus  driven 
back,  and  forced  to  the  centre.  There  he  stood 
like  the  doomed  stag  in  the  midst  of  his  eager 
hunters,  fleetness  of  foot  and  lofty  spirit,  now 
alike  unavailing.    Camilla  was  supported  by  her 

r 

iather-in-law;  and  Margery  was  venting  her  grief 
in  loud  lamentations.  Assured  that  all  resis- 
tance would  now  be  vain,  Pellew  seemed  far 
more  concerned  at  witnessing  the  anguish  of  his 
young  wife,  than  afflicted  by  his  own  misfortune. 
But  Sleek,  in  a  peremptory  manner,  ordered  that 
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tbey  should  be  parted ;  and  when  the  eantioai 
man  perceiyed  that  his  enemy  was  fiurly  secured 
by  the  irons,  which  Gripe  had  slipped  over  his 
hands*  he  proceeded  to  make  him  his  prisoner  in 
a  formal  way, 

"  In  the  name  of  the  king  !*  be  cried,  striking 
the  culprit  on  the  shoulder  with  the  flat  of  bis 
sword,  **  you,  Walter  Pellew,  a  traitor  and  a 
rebel,  I  hereby  take  into  custody ;  and  from  this 
place  I  carry  you  to  London,  there  to  be  lodged 
in  one  oi  His  Majesty's  gaols,  and  to  be  tried, 
and  dealt  with,  as  the  law  shall  direct !" 

Whether  the  prospect  of  the  approaching 
reward  filled  Sleek's  breast  with  happiness 
or  not,  he  disdained  to  bend  from  his  gravity- 
He  considered  he  had  an  important  duty  to  per* 
form  in  guarding  his  prisoner;  therefore,  pl^ 
ing  Peliew  between  several  men,  he  resolved  in* 
stantly  to  march  him  off  to  the  Metropolis. 

"  Now  young  woman,"  said  Sleek,  as  Camilla 
dung  to  his  arm,  with  all  the  wild  tenacity  of 
despair;  "  it's  of  no  use  trying  to  work  upon  m)' 
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most  do  my  duty ;  eveiy  EnglisbmaD, 
and  especially  every  English  soldier,  is  bound 
to  perform  his  duty ;  your  husband  is  captured, 
and  must  be  taken  to  prison,  of  course.  Gripe, 
draw  her  away  from  me,  for,  you  see,  I've  no 
time  to  lose,  and  must  ride  close  by  the  pri- 


soner." 


The  constable  promptly  obeyed  the  order ;  too 
often  had  he  witnessed  scenes  of  distress,  to  feel 
the  slightest  compassion  towards  her  whose  tears 
and  anguish  momentarily  increased;  he  would 
not  even  allow  her  to  approach  Pellew  for  the 
purpose  of  bidding  him  farewell ;  but,  thrusting 
her  rudely  back  to  the  garden-gate,  dared  her, 
at  her  peril,  to  follow. 

Camilla  perceiving  that  all  was  over,  aban- 
doned herself  to  that  sorrow  which  knows  no  hope, 
and  rejects  consolation.  Her  streaming  eyes 
watched  the  men  who.  led  away  her  manacled 
husband.  A  few  minutes  and  the  winding  road 
concealed  the  party  from  her  sight ;  and  then, 
overcome  by  the  too  protracted  strain  upon  her 
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excited  feelings,  she  sank  insensible  into  tbe 
arms  of  old  Mr.  Pellew. 

That  night  the  young  Revolutionary  Orator 
was  lodged  within  the  walls  of  Newgate,  and 
Camilla  and  her  fatber-in-hw  also  arrived  in  the 
busy  Metropolis. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

While  counsellors,  learned  in  the  law,  are 
debating  whether  Pellew  ought  to  be  acquitted, 
transported,  or  hung ;  we  must  return  to  the  pro- 
ceedings of  Archer  Clive,  the  wily  Churchill, 
and  the  intriguing  Lady  Eltham. 

The  last  time  we  saw  Clive's  mother,  she  was 
evidently  approaching  her  end.  Minda  visited 
her  from  time  to  time,  and  endeavoured  to  pour 
balm  into  those  wounds  which,  seated  in  the 
mind,  no  art  could  heal.  The  summons  of  death 
was  not  to  her  that  knell  of  despair  which  rings 
in  the  ears  of  the  happy— it  sounded  as  music 
welcoming  her  broken  heart  to  peace ;  she  died 
forgiven  by  her  child,  and  if  penitence  may  avail 
to  turn  away  the  wrath  of  an  omnipotent  but 
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merciful  Judge,  she  also  died  forgiven  by 
Heaven. 

It  was  a  few  days  after  the  burial  of  his  mother, 
that  Clive  sat  in  his  litde  room  in  Staple-Inn; 
although  in  poverty,  and  scarcely  knowing  one 
day  how  he  shouU  subsist  the  next,  he  contrived, 
as  we  have  elsewhere  observed,  to  maintain  the 
^ppeannce-  ofi  a  gentleman.  He  was  ponding 
on  many  thtnga^-^hifl  late  mother's  sad  career—- 
the  quiet  viJUainiea  of  her  hardened  betxayer»  and 
the  vengeanoe-  he  might  yet  obtain ;  then  his 
own  mi8fortunes-*4i**  penury,  his  blighted  hopeSi 
claimed  a  share  in  hiA  meditations;  but  «11  these 
aubjacts  fitr  thought  at  la^t  gave  plaoe  to  another 
thene — hit  love  for  Gertrude  Kenmore. 

He  had  not  seen  hex  since  the  interview  in  the 
gardens  at  Banelagh ;  that  meeting  in  the  shaded 
walk  was  constantly  recurfiag  to  his  recollectioBi 
and  the  last  sentence  wbidi  she  bad  uttered  was 
ever  ringing  in  his  eara-^''  the  barrier  is  frail 
between  you  and  the  Eltham  Estates — sujpplant 
your  rival— make  yourself  Lord  £ltham«  and 
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even  now  I  will  be  your  wife  l" — ^Under  the  ex- 
citement which  he  experienced  at  the  time,  the 
piopoeal,  or  conditionaiy  promise,  did  not  strike 
him  in  all  its  baseness  and  criminality ;  the  words 
did  not  appear  to  drop  from  her  lips  fraught  with 
guile  and  poison.  Then  indeed  was  he  under 
the  spell  of  an  enchantreas  of  eviL  Cahner 
thoughts  had  succeeded,  when  he  had  been  capa- 
ble of  viewing  the  intellectual  landscape  partially 
freed  from  the  mists  of  a  blinding  passion ; 
of  examining  hia  own  principles,  and  weighing 
evil  in  the  one  balance,  and  good  in  the  other. 
What  was  the  result?  the  conviction  that  she 
before  whom  he  had  bowed  his  pride,  and  pros- 
trated his  soul,  was  without  heart,  without  hon^ 
our,  without  love  «  in  short,  without  one  of  those 
gentler  qualities  which  render  woman  strong  in 
her  weakness,  man's  support  in  the  hour  of  dis* 
tress,  and  his  companion  and  counsellor  at  all 
times. 

The  reign  of  the  bright  tyranness  was  over; 
be  had  burst  the  fettera— iron,  iron  all,  though 
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twined  with  roses — which  the  Armida  had  flong 
around  him ;  honour  and  mind  had  triumphed; 
and  like  the  indignant  Airican  in  the  Tragedy, 
but  more  justified  in  the  act  than  he,  he  blew  his 
"  fond  bve"  to  the  winds ! 

He  turned  in  his  chair ;  another  picture  arose 
before  Imn — the  fragile,  but  sweet  one ;  the  un- 
dazzling,  quiet,  pensive  beauty;  the  heart  of 
truth  and  constancy;  the  soul  that  would  turn 
from  dishonour,  and  crime,  preferring  death  to 
either ;  she  who  would  have  sacrificed  her  fbrtone, 
abandoned  her  all,  for  him ;  whose  affection  was 
as  a  star,  growing  more  bright  as  around  him  had 
increased  the  darkness  of  his  lot  And  he  had 
wronged  her,  slighted  her  priceless  love ;  there, 
there  he  seemed  to  look  upon  her ;  her  sweet 
smile  telling  of  unchanged  regard ;  her  senative 
nature  shrinking  from  the  world,  yet  longing  to 
love  and  to  be  loved.  "  Minda !"  he  whispered, 
''  no;  ungenerous  and  cruel  I  have  been  unto 
you ;  it  is  too  late,  you  would  despise  the  change- 
ling.   The  world,  also,  penniless  and  outcast  as 
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I  am,  would  say  that  I  wooed  you  but  for  paltry 
pelf — it  cannot  be.  The  golden  apple  which  I 
might  once  have  plucked,  is  beyond  my  reach.  I 
have  forfeited  all  right  to  the  treasure  of  your 
heart.  Dear  companion  of  my  younger  days, 
my  coldness  has  at  last  created  coldness  in  you ; 
I  am  forgotten,  and  your  affection  so  pure,  bright, 
and  holy,  will  now  be  lavished  on  another." 

Leaving  our  hero  to  his  meditations,  the  reader 
will  accompany  us  to  the  old  country  seat  of 
the  Clive  family,  situated  some  twenty  miles 
from  town.  Eltham-Hall  was  a  large  and  stately 
building,  but  having  been  erected  in  the  early 
part  of  the  reign  of  William  and  Mary,  when 
every  thing  Dutch  was  in  fashion,  architectural 
elegance  might  scarcely  be  expected.  Yet  the 
stiff  wings,  and  high  sloping  roof,  were  somewhat 
redeemed  by  the  beauty  of  the  projecting  pillared 
portico;  and  a  flight  of  white  marble  steps  led  to 

a  hall,  the  breadth  and  height  of  which,  with  its 

* 

exquisite  tesselated  pavement,  rendered  it  worthy  ^ 
to  have  belonged  to  a  baronial  mansion  of  the 
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highest  order.  The  Park  was  eztensire,  and  die 
old  trees  were  grouped  here  and  there  in  pidn- 
resque  confosion,  some  on  knolls,  and  othen  bfttf 
buried  between  the  waye-Iike  unduletioiis  of  the 
vdret  turf.  Just  bejrond  the  confines,  in  tbe 
hdlow  of  a  hill,  a  Tillage  was  nestled ;  and  far- 
ther on,  like  the  prayer  of  a  good  man  ascending  to 
Heaven,  shot  up  the  spire  of  the  parish  drordu 
Quiet  brooded  over  the  scene;  it  was  a  spot  far  a 
meditative  spirit;  howfiur,  therefore,  Eltham-Hali 
was  suited  to  its  present  owner,  the  impetuous, 
UDreflecting,  pleasure-hunting  young  Lord  EI- 
tham,  the  reader  may  easily  form  an  opinion. 

In  a  retired  chamber  of  the  mansion,  Lady  El- 
tham,  her  son,  and  Churchill,  were  holding  a  con- 
sultation. They  stood  at  a  table,  on  which  laj 
several  documents,  and  acroWs  of  parchment,  that 
appeared  to  be  title-deeds  of  lands,  and  other 
property.  The  faded  blinds  were  half  raised, 
admitting  just  sufficient  light  into  the  room  for 
•the  purpose  of  writing.  The  countenances  of  tbe 
three,  each  strikingly  differing  in  its  expression 
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ftmn  the  other*  betrayed  the  feelings  working  in 
their  bosoms.  The  quivering  and  alternately 
<x>nipre8sed  lips  of  the  youkig  Peer,  spoke  of  irri- 
tability, «Qd  extreHne  inpatienca.  The  haughty 
brew,  and  head  thrown  back,  yet,  at  the  same 
thne,  the  blanched  cheek,  and  trembling  hand  of 
Lady  Eltham,  were  evidences  of  compound 
emotions — lofty,  stern  determination,  associated 
with  mistrust  and  paralyzing  fear.  With  regard 
to  Churchill,  except  that  craft  sharpened,  as  it 
were,  his  features,  and  gave  to  his  gestures  a  cer- 
tain watchfulness  and  restraint,  he  looked  the 
same  calm,  handsome,  and  dignified  man  as  on 
former  opcasions ;  he  seemed  to  be  perfectly  con- 
fident of  his  ability  to  bear  down  all  obstacles,  and 
of  the  advantages  which  his  position  gave  him 
over  those  with  whom  he  conferred.  Yet  he  nei- 
ther threatened  por  bullied ;  and  his  demands,  so 
vitally  affecting  the  interests  of  his  companions, 
were  made  in  that  low,  measured,  silvery  tone, 
which  seems  to  argue  amiability  of  disposition. 
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as  well  as  the  absence  of  all  bitterness  and  pas- 
sion. 

"  I  had  hoped.  Lady  Eltham,  yoa  would  hxft 
remained  in  town  until  the  final  arrangemeat  of 
matters  between  us ;  but,  as  you  state,  no  doabt 
your  health  requires  country  air  and  exercise.*' 

''  It,  does ;  I  have  been  here  only  a  week." 

"  But  a  week.  Madam,  is  rather  too  loog  & 
period  for  me  to  lose  sight  of  you  just  now ;  Iiow- 
ever,  we  will  dwell  no  more  on  this.  You  per- 
ceive I  have  done  myself  the  pleasure  of  riding 
down  to  your  fine  old  Hall,  and  a  delightful  place 
it  is,  upon  my  word." 

*'  And  we  are  most  happy  to  see  you  ;*  said 
her  Ladyship,  forcing  a  smile. 

Churchill  knew  that  she  uttered  an  untruth- 
he  knew  that  his  presence  was  to  her  as  the  pre- 
sence of  a  demon. 

"  Mr.  Hector  Clive — I  mean,  my  Lord,  you 
are  still  resolved  to  marry  Lady  Gertrude  Ken- 
more  ;  well,  I  can  have  no  possible  objection 
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now  that  we  are  happy  enough  to  understand 
each  other.  I  beg  to  return  you  my  thanks  for 
the  prompt  manner  in  which  you  have  converted 
one  of  your  estates  into  cash.  But,  if  I  may  ask 
the  question,  what  sum  may  you  have  at  present 
in  your  banker's  hands  V* 

"  About  thirty  thousand  pounds.  ** 

*'  Good — and  you  propose  to  pay  me  the  re- 
mainder of  my  claim,  seventy  thousand,  in  bills 
at  twelve  months'  date  from  this  time ;  I  am 
sorry  to  say,  that  this  will  not  exactly  suit  me ; 
ere  that  period  expire,  some  awkward  discovery 
may  take  place,  and  these  drafts,  drawn  by  a 
party  whose  property  may  have  vanished  into 
air,  will  be  to  me  only  as  so  much  waste  paper. 
No,  no,  T  must  have  my  money  in  hand ;  real 
bonAfide  gold  and  notes,  my  Lord." 

"^  Oh,  Reginald !  Reginald  V'  cried  Lady  El- 
tham,  **  you  may  drive  us  too  far;  there  is  such 
a  thing  as  being  too  grasping  even  for  the  benefit 
of  the  avaricious.  Have  pity  on  my  son,  I  pray 
you." 

VOL   III.  K 
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''  Madam/'  said  ChurchiU  coldly,  *'  my  first 
and  imperative  duty  is  to  have  pity  oo  myself; 
when  I  find  your  son  in  absolute  need,  I  will 
compassionate  his  situation,  I  assure  you." 

"  Man,  you  must  take  my  promissoiy  notes  at 
a  twelve-month,  for  the  remaining  sum." 

"  I  regret  being  unable  to  accede  to  your 
wish,  my  Lord.  Nevertheless,  I  will  not  be  un- 
reasonable ;  if  you  will  transfer  to  me  the  title- 
deeds  of  one  or  two  of  your  unencumbered 
estates,  I  dare  say  I  could  meet  with  a  purchaser. 
So,  I  like  your  house  here  exceedingly— fine 
park  and  fruitful  grounds :  the  property  is  not 
entailed,  I  believe:  what  value  do  you  place  <m 
the  whole  1" 

Fired  by  the  carelessly  spoken,  yet  taunting 
words,  the  young  nobleman's  impatience,  lately 
smouldering  and  checked,  mounted  suddenly  into 
a  flame — ^the  flame  of  fury.  "  Villain  !*'  he  cried, 
"  would  you  rob  me  of  the  seat  of  my  anceston? 
must  I  give  up  my  birthright  to  such  as  thee? 
ril  not  sell  an  inch  more  land  to  silence  thine  ac- 
cursed tongue  for  ever!" 
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"  What !  my  Lord^  do  you  storm  again  1  you 
forget  yourself,  of  a  certainty.  Madam,  I  fear 
me  your  lessons  have  but  a  transitory  effect 
upon  your  pupil — speak  to  him,  I  pray."  Church- 
ill moved  quietly  around  the  table,  and  looked 
out  of  the  window,  absorbed  apparently  in  the 
contemplation  of  the  beautiful  prospect  Lady 
Eltham  conversed  for  a  few  minutes  apart  with 
her  son;  the  influence  which  she  possessed  over 
bis  impetuous  spirit  was  great,  for  whatever  her 
suggestions  might  have  been,  he  yielded  to  them ; 
*and  when  Churchill  turned  back  from  the  em- 
brasure of  the  window,  the  young  man  made  an 
apology  for  the  violence  of  his  expressions. 

"  That  will  do,  my  Lord,  I  am  satisfied." 

"  Reginald,"  said  Lady  Eltham,  in  a  firmer 
tone  of  voice  than  she  had  hitherto  assumed,  "  we 
have  arrived  at  a  resolution ;  hear  me ;  we  wish 
this  day  to  come  to  a  final  settlement" 

"  The  earnest  desire  of  your  humble  servant, 
Madam.' 

* "  My  son  goes  to  town  to-morrow ;  the  thirtj- 

K  2 
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thousand  pounds  now  at  his  banker's  shall  be  in- 
creased to  fifty,  and'  a  draft  for  the  immediate 
payment  shall  be  placed  into  your  hands." 

"  Thank  you ;  so  far  it  is  well — I  am  infinitelj 
obliged.*' 

*'  To  dispose  of  more  land  just  nov,  migbt 
awaken  the  suspicions  of  the  Earl  of  Kenmore, 
my  son's  future  father-in-law ;  and  for  this  gen- 
tleman to  scrutinize  into  our  affairs  would  be  de- 
sirable neither  for  you  nor  for  us ;  your  sagacity 
and  prudence  must  acknowledge  this*" 

"  I  feel  the  propriety  of  your  remark ;  Lord* 
Kenmore  must  know  nothing  of  our  monetaij 
transactions.  If  indeed  he  should,  by  and  bye, 
express  his  surprise  at  the  sales  of  land,  you 
must  ascribe  the  proceeding  to  necessity;  call 
your  son  a  thoughtless  young  man — a  little  gam- 
bling at  the  Chibs — must  discharge  debts  of  ho- 
nour, and  so  on— you  understand — ^ha !  ha!" 

We  need  not  say  that  Churchill's  laugh  called 
up  no  corresponding  smile  on  the  faces  of  his  tiro 
companions;  they  writhed  beneath  his  merri- 
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ment,  yet,  at  the  same  time,  confessed  that  the 
story  which  he  had  invented  would  be  the  best 
possible  blind  to  hold  before  the  eyes  of  any  sus- 
picious relative,  or  prying  friend.  We  shall  not 
pursue  the  conversation  regarding  the  complete 
adjustment  of  ChurchiU's  claim ;  suffice  it  to  say, 
that  the  astute  and  wary  man  was  satisfied,  and 
promised  to  offer  no  further  opposition  to  the 
speedy  marriage  of  Lord  Eltham,  or  even— if  the 
young  people  were  still  bent  upon  it — ^to  th^ir 
travelling  abroad. 

"  And  now,  Madam,"  said  Churchill,  *<  I  do 
not  expect  or  desire  to  be  entertained  here,  in 
your  pleasant  and  venerable  seat,  like  a  bosom 
friend;  our  peculiar  connexion  forbids  such  a 
thing ;  but  as  I  have  ridden  twenty  miles,  my 
horse  requires  a  few  hours'  rest,  and  I  would  my- 
self fain  recruit  exhausted  nature,  prior  to  my 
homeward  journey." 

"  My  dear  Reginald,  all  we  have  in  our  poor 
mansion  is  at  your  service ;  pray  walk  into  the 
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lancheon-room,  and  the  servants  shall  wait  oo 
yoa  instantly  .>* 

"  Yoo  are  excessively  kind ;  I  will  avail  my- 
sdf  ofyour  politeness." 

The  yomig  Nobleman  oondocted  his  guest  to 
the  room  in  qnestion,  and  in  a  short  time  the 
happy  accommodating  Chorchill  was  absorbed  in 
ail  the  pleasures  of  gastronomy,  making  himself 
quite  at  homoi  amidst  pullets,  partridges,  paUt, 
and  decanters  of  Madeira  and  Claret. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

Before  Churchill  had  finiahed  his  repasd  Lord 
Eltham,  excusing  hinoaelf  on  the  plea  of  feeling 
unwell,  joined  his  mother  in  her  apartment  above 
stairs.  He  found  her  seated  in  a  chair,  leaning 
against  a  marble  table,  her  cheek  almost  as  white 
as  the  veinlesa  stone ;  har  hand  was  buried  in 
the  dark  masses  of  her  hair,  and  her  brow  was 
contracted  by  thought.  Beautiful  and  majestic 
she  looked,  and  more  beautiful  br  the  high- 
wrought  and  intense  feeling  under  which  she 
evidently  hiboured.  Her  very  figure  swelling, 
and  her  dark  eyes  dilating,  fitncy  might  have 
beheld  in  her  the  image  of  the  Pjrthia  of  old, 
when  glowing  with  the  inspiration  and  passion 


I 
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that  gushed  forth  in  those  oracular  words  which 
made  warriors  quail,  and  kings  tremble. 

''  What  ails  you?*'  asked  the  yoong  Lord; 
"  why  yield  now  to  such  anxious  fears!  All  wQl 
be  well." 

"  Not  well— not  well — "  said  Lady  ElAam, 
looking  around  her  with  a  shudder;  but  has  that 
villain  yet  quitted  the  house?" 

"  No — he  has  ordered  the  servant  to  bring 
his  horse  around  in  an  hour." 

''  An  hour — ^that  is  well." 
I  hope  you  do  not  intend  seeing  Urn  agaim* 
Nay,  you  shall  have  the  honour  of  Grossing 
the  hall  with  our  gentlemanly  and  respected 
guest,  and  bidding  him  *  God  speed'  back  tothe 
merry  Capital.*' 

Your  mirth,  I  see,  is  but  anguish ;  speak 
seriously,  I  beseech  you." 

"  Why,  will  not  the  Capital  be  a  meny  place 
to  him  henceforth,  luxuriating,  rioting  at  oor 
expense  V* 

"  I  am  resigned  to  the  loss— we  must  par- 
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chase  his  silence ;  we  must  bind  him  to  secrecy 
at  any  cost." 

''  And  think  you  we  shall  succeed,  short- 
sighted boy  1  Oaths  and  promises  from  such  as 
him,  are  but  as  bands  of  flax :  the  first  excuse 
for  violating  the  contract,  he  applies  the  torch, 
and  lo !  those  bands  are  burst.  Hector,  we  have 
committed  a  great  error  in  our  dealings  with  this 
man.  By  paying  him  the  money,  we  place  all 
the  power  in  his  hands ;  we  ought  to  have  insisted 
on  allowing  him  a  yearly  income,  to  be  depend- 
ent on  his  keeping  our  secret  r  thus,  his  interests 
would  have  been  more  completely  interwoven 
with  ours," 

"  Why,  the  very  thing  you  name  we  at  first 
proposed;  but  he  has  been  firm  in  his  refusal  of 
such  an  allowance.  I  will  believe  that,  when  in 
possession  of  the  sum  he  asks,  he  will  live  peace- 
ably, nor  seek  to  molest  us." 

"  I  know  his  nature  better  than  you,  and  this 
knowledge  may  well  render  me  the  anxious  and 
miserable  being  I  now  appear.    Think  not  that 

K  6 
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we  shall  rid  omelTes  of  him  by  the  sacrifice  we 
make ;  he  is  a  gambler,  a  dissipated  Epicmean ; 
in  spite  of  his  plausible  assertions  about  passiDg 
the  rest  of  his  days  in  quiet  and  eooDomy»  the 
money  will  melt  away  over  the  hazard*table, 
and  in  luxurious  living ;  and  when  it  has  va- 
nished he  will  come  to  us  again,  and  renew  his 
threats.  Oh !  we  are  in  his  power ;  I  know  it— 
I  feel  it!  The  future  darkens  upon  me  like  a 
lowering  thunder-cloud ;  we  are  doomed  to  live 
in  dread — ^in  torment !" 

She  arose  from  her  chair,  and  walked  slowly 
through  the  room ;  her  teeth  were  set,  and  the 
veins  might  have  been  traced  in  swollen  lines  on 
her  forehead.  She  was  struggling  against  those 
fierce  emotions  which,  in  their  outbreak,  could 
avail  nothing. 

''  Hector !"  she  whispered,  stooping  closely  lo 
him,  "  you  do  believe  me,  when  I  repeat  my 
assertion,  that  I  was  entirely  ignorant  of  the  ex- 
istence of  this  roan  when  I  married  your  father." 

''  Why  allude  to  that  again  ?    I  am  satisfied 
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you  have  not  told  me  a  falsehood ;  yet  whether 
you  were  ignorant  or  not,  my  situation  remains 
the  same." 

**  I  would  convince  you  that  I  have  ever  been 
careful  of  your  interests,  because  I  would  not 
lose  your  love.  Boy !  you  know  not  the  yearn- 
ings of  this  heart ;  while  for  all  others  in  the 
breathing  world,  I  have  but  coldness  or  contempt, 
for  you  I  would  lay  down  my  life ;  for  your 
welfare,  I  would  risk  my  soul's  salvation.  You 
see  me  disturbed — you  see  me  tremble ;  I  have 
thoughts  labouring  in  my  bosom  that  my  sex 
rarely  dares  to  harbour ;  but  I  am  not  moulded 
as  other  women ;  I  will  not  yield  to  the  frailty 
which  is  said  to  characterize  the  helpmate  of 
man.  In  a  word,  I  can  save  you,  and  I  am  re- 
solved to  do  it !" 

The  young  lord  was  breathless  attention  ; 
"  save  me,''  he  cried,  "  from  the  wiles  of  our 
infernal  enemy  ]— I  fear  it  is  too  late."  \. 

*'  It  is  no/  ton  late ;  I  plan,  you  must  execute ; — 
listen ; — Ah  1  if  there  be  spirits  who  help  to  steel 
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the  heart,  and  banish  from  it  all  feelings  of  mocj, 
I  need  their  assistance  now.    Yon  man  who  is 
feasting  in  the  rooms  below,  reckless  of  the  agony 
which  he  occasions  us,  was  once  my  husband; 
but  the  conjugal  tie  is  dissolved  for  time  and  far 
eternity;  what  is  he  to  me  more  than  a  pasBuig 
stranger  1  the  very  savage  of  the  waste  possesses 
as  strong  a  claim  to  my  regard  and  my  love. 
Shall  this  being,  then,  stand  perpetually  betwixt 
me  and  happiness  ?  and  more  than  that,  ruin  the 
prospects  of  my  beloved  child  ?  I  should  be  an 
unnatural  mother  tamely  to  submit  to  it ;  I  should 
even  commit  a  crime  in  sacrificing  the  weliare 
of  the  treasured  and  good,  to  the  prosperity  of  the 
unworthy.    Hector,  stem  necessity  calis  upon 
us — it  will  be  but  an  act  of  self-defence!  we 
must  remove — ^this — ^man — from  our  path!" 

She  spoke  the  last  words  slowly,  and  in  an  un- 
der tone,  while  her  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  floor. 

"  Remove  him  from  our  path  ?"  repeated  the 
young  man ;  "  yes,  if  it  might  be  done.  I  will 
join  you  heart  and  hand,  in  any  thing  you  pro- 
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pose.    Shall  we  endeavour  to  prevail  upon  him 
to  quit  England  ?" 

**  Pshaw!  read  you  not  my  meaning]  must  I 
speak  more  plainly !  there  is  no  safety  for  us, 
no  happiness,  no  peace^  until  that  man  slumbers 
in  his  grave !" 

"  It  is  true ;  but  his  health  is  good ;  he  may 
live  many  years." 

*'  There  is  a  method  of  converting  those  years 
into  days — ay,  and  those  days  into  hours  !'* 

*'  At  what  do  your  dark  words  aim  1"  said 
Lord  Eltham,  gazing  earnestly  at  her. 

'*  He  has  not  quitted  yet ;  he  rides  to  London 
alone.  You  must  provide  yourself—*"  she  hesi- 
tated, unable  to  complete  the  sentence ;  her  eyes 
turned  from  her  son's;  her  lip  and  cheek  lost 
their  natural  colour,  and  a  cold  dew  broke  out 
upon  her  forehead.  Though  day  after  day,  and 
week  after  week,  she  bad  contemplated  the  deed 
which  now  occupied  her  thoughts,  she  was  not 
one  calmly  to  commit  murder ;  she  was  direly 
tempted,  and  had  striven  to  withstand;   and 
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oonsequently  the  feeiings  which  shook  her,  were 
tenfold  as  strong  and  terrible  as  those  which  may 
afiect  the  oold  and  hardened  assassio*  Her  son 
now  did  comprehend  her  ;  his  nature  was  bad, 
and  his  heart  utterly  callous ;  yet  over  all  bi3 
evil  qualities  cowardice  predominated ;  the  com- 
mission of  the  crime  would  have  caused  him  no 
remorse ;  he  only  dreaded  to  engage  in  such  a 
hazardous  enterprise,  on  account  of  the  danger 
with  which  it  was  attended. 

'*  You  are  silent,  my  son.  To  free  yourself, 
and  render  me  happy,  one  minute — one  motion 
of  the  finger  will  suffice.  Heaven  knows  I  would 
not  shorten  the  term  of  any  human  being's  exist* 
ence  for  the  mere  sake  of  acquisition;  but  here 
we  are  compelled  to  the  act.  Loss  of  place, 
ruin,  endless  mfamy,  will  be  our  lot,  if  this  man 
lives !» 

"  But — may  not — "  gasped  the  young  lord, 
^'  will  not  the  deed  be  discovered  !*' 

«'  Impossible ;  having  been  absent  for  so  many 
years,  he  is  perfectly  a  stranger  in  this  country. 
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Let  him  quit  oar  house  this  evening;  you  will  fol- 
low on  your  horse,  a  half  an  hour  afterwards  ;  it 
will  be  said  he  has  been  shot  by  some  depredator 
of  the  road.    Surely  no  one  will  imagine  that  the 
wealthy  Lord  Eltham  has  turned  Highwayman  \^ 
But  another  circumstance  forced  itself  upon 
the  consideration  of  the  Peer ;  Churchill  himself 
might  be  supplied  with  pistols ;  and  should  his, 
Lord  Eltham's,  shot  fail  to  take  effect,  the  proba- 
bility was  that  his  own  life  would  be  endangered. 
"  I  cannot,   I  cannot  run  the  terrible  risk. 
Could  you  not,  for  a  reward,  induce  some  other 
party — ^perhaps  a  peasant — " 

"  What !  jeopard  our  lives  by  placing  our- 
selves in  the  power  of  a  hired  bravo  1  this  might 
be  done  abroad — in  Venice,  for  instance — but 
never  in  England.  No,  you  must  nerve  your- 
self to  the  task;  I  tell  you,  nothing  will  be  easier — 
nothing  more  speedily  accomplished.  Ha !  faint 
heart !  if  I  quail  not,  will  you,  a  man,  tremble  1" 
The  youth  had  drooped  over  the  marble  slab ; 
his  cheek  was  ashy  white ;  a  sickness  as  of  death 
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seemed  to  come  upon  him;  and  be  appeared 
about  to  fall  to  the  ground  ;  when  the  fond  mo- 
ther, in  an  agony  of  apprehension,  sprang  towards 
htm: 

'i^ector,  my  son,  my  beloved  son !  forgive 
me ;  I  will  not  upbraid  you ;  if  this — this  under- 
taking is  so  very  terrible  to  you ;  if  yoa  cannot 
summon  up  courage  to  strike  the  blov  which 
would  emancipate  us  both,  never  will  I  urge  you 
tojcommit  the  deed;  we  will  yield  toourbte, 
Bhi  suffer  our  enemies  to  triumph." 

There  is  a  moment  when  the  mind  may  hare 
reached  its  weakest  point ;  when  a  quick  revul- 
sion of  feeling  may  take  place,  and  a  sudden 
energy  be  awakened  in  the  most  pusillanimous 
breast.  Lord  Eltham  looked  up — his  eyes  met 
the  flashing  orbs  of  the  woman  who  bent  over 
him,  and  from  them,  as  from  a  fount,  be  drank 
assurance  and  courage :  his  blood  rushed  back 
to  his  cheek,  new  vigour  was  given  to  his  limbs, 
and  be  appeared  to  be  actuated  by  one  intense 
desire — one  strong  determination. 
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''  It  shall  be  done  !'*  he  said,  starting  on  his 
feet ;  ''  the  hand  that  would  seize  my  possessions, 
the  lip  that  would  call  me,  base-born!  before 
another  son  rise,  shall  be  cold — shall  be  still. 
You  reason  rightly — the  grave  will  betray  no 
secrets." 

Light  broke  over  the  countenance  of  Lady 
Eltham ;  she  embraced  her  son  ;  she  regarded 
him  with  looks  of  pride,  as  if  he  were  a  hero. 
Strange  situation  of  three  human  beings !  a  man 
elated  at  his  success,  and  feasting  under  the  roof 
of  those  who  meditated  his  death ;  a  fond  mother 
urging  on  her  child  to  take  the  life  of  her  own 
husband!  And  yet  such  was  the  web  of  circum- 
stances in  which  they  were  entangled,  that  far 
from  the  last-named  act  appearing  to  bean  outrage 
to  nature,  it  seemed  almost  an  inevitable  conse- 
quence of  their  respective  positions,  neither  of 
them  being  swayed  by  a  fear  or  reverence  of  the 
Almighty  Being  who  made  them. 
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CHAPTER  XVL 

It  was  between  the  hours  of  nine  and  ten ;  the 
night  was  calm^  and  scarcely  a  cloud  appeared  in 
the  Heaven  to  obscure  the  full  effulgence  of  the 
moon.  Churchill  was  riding  at  an  easy  pace 
across  a  beautiful  country ;  both  the  man  and  his 
steed,  refreshed  by  rest,  were  in  the  best  possible 
spirits*  The  road,  though  not  much  frequented, 
the  king's  highway  lying  in  another  direction,  was 
smooth  and  good ;  and  as  Churchill  trotted  gently 
on,  he  was  able  to  look  around  him,  and  enjoy 
the  prospect.  Yes,  that  selfish  man,  with  the 
tongue  of  guile,  and  heart  of  stone,  was  by  do 
means  indifferent  to  the  sweet  aspects  of  nature; 
and  let  not  this  be  considered  extraordinaiyi  or 
an  anomaly  in  the  human  character;  we  shall 
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greatly  err  if  we  consider  a  passion  for  the  pic- 
turesque, or  beautiful^  in  art  and  nature,  inse- 
parable from  amiability  of  mind;  the  vicious  and 

4 

depraved  too  often  share  the  feeling  with  the 
man  of  pure  spirit,  and  benevolent  disposition. 
It  is  possible  to  be  enamoured  of  virtue ;  to 
appreciate,  and  bow  to  her  dignity  and  glory, 
and  yet  to  reject  all  her  Heaven-taught  lessons, 
and  violate  all  her  laws. 

The  road  lay  now  in  the  vicinity  of  bean-fields, 
whose  blossoms,  breathing  in  their  sleep,  made 
the  night-air  heavy  with  sweet  odours ;  now  it 
wound  along  by  some  willowed  stream,  where 
the  leap  of  the  trout,  and  the  monotonous  gurgle 
of  the  waters,  were  the  only  sounds  that  broke  the 
deep  stillness.  Anon,  the  rider  would  pass  through 
some  straggling  village,  where  lights,  gleaming 
from  little  horn  windows  half  buried  amid  moss 
and  creeping  plants,  betrayed  that  the  rustics, 
were  retiring  to  repose. 

He  had  proceeded  about  ten  miles,  half  the  dis- 
tance  between  Eltham-Hall  and  the  Metropolis 
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whither  he  was  bound.    The  road  ononeside  was 
skirted  by  a  plantation  of  fir,  and,  on  the  otker,  it 
looked  over  a  wild  heath.  CharchiU  had  souk  into 
a  train  of  no  unpleasant  thought;  he  congiatttktfid 
himself  on  his  successful  negodation  with  Lady 
Eltham  and  her  son ;  and  a  bright  future  opened 
before  him.    The  recent  death  of  bis  victim, 
Mrs.  CUve,  no  way  affected  him  ;  it  rather  con- 
duced, by  cutting  off  that  little  source  of  anxiety, 
to  his  general  satisfaction  and  happiness.   He 
blessed  his  sagacity  in  having  abandoned  his 
treaty  with  the  proud,  and  scrupulous  Clive,  from 
whom  he  could  wring  nothing  but  hard  words. 
But  he  was  now  disturbed  by  the  heavy  galloping 
of  a  horse  at  some  distance  behind  him  ;  tramp- 
tramp,  rang  the  hoofs  of  the  steed  on  the  dry 
and  level  ground ;  suddenly  the  clatter  ceased, 
as  if  the  horse  had  been  reined  in;  then  afUrthe 
lapse  of  a  few  minutes,  the  snort  and  forward  rash 
were  resumed,  the  aniroali  apparently,  being 
urged  to  its  utmost  speed.    There  was  nothing 
in  this  particularly  to  arrest  Churchill's  attentioOt 
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except  that  he  considered  the  man  labouring 
under  some  fretful  humour,  and  that  he  strove 
to  cool  down  his  anger  or  excitement  by  violent 
riding. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  sufficed  to  bring  the 
stranger  within  a  few  yards  of  Churchill.  Once 
more  the  horse  was  reined  up,  and,  slightly  turn- 
ing in  his  saddle  from  a  mere  motive  of  curiosity, 
Churchill  cast  a  glance  at  the  rider ;  the  shadow 
of  some  trees  by  the  way  side,  and  the  cloak  in 
which  he  was  wrapped,  prevented  his  person 
from  being  well  distinguished.  "  Pshaw  \^  mut- 
tered the  scrutinizer ;  ''  some  half-witted,  hot- 
beaded,  London  spark :"  and,  loosening  his  reins, 
he  pursued  his  quiet  course. 

A  plunge  forward — the  steed  was  at  his  side — 
the  horseman's  band  was  raised  in  the  air,  as  if 
he  held  something ;  it  glittered  like  the  silvered 
handle  of  a  riding- whip ;  suddenly  the  arm  was 
dropped,  and  onward  with  a  bound,  nearly  un- 
seating the  rider,  the  horse  darted.  Churchill 
watched  him  flying  forward ;  then  he  concluded 
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that  the  young  man  was  only  trying  the  paces  of 
his  steed ;  but  now,  turning  aside,  he  shot  down  a 
cross  road  which  did  not  conduct  to  London,  and 
in  a  minute  more  was  out  of  sight 

The  even-tempered  Churchill  continued  his 
way,  but  in  a  brief  time  a  similar  galloping  was 
heard  in  his  rear ;  the  same  uncertain  pace,  and 
loud  snorting  of  the  horse,  assured  him  that  his 
old  companion  was  again  on  the  advance.  This 
was  rather  strange,  since,  having  passed  oat 
of  the  main  road,  it  was  reasonable  to  con- 
clude the  horseman  was  not  proceeding  to  Lon- 
don. Churchill  felt,  in  truth,  a  little  curiositVi 
and  he  resolved  to  address  the  young  man  when 
he  came  up. 

A  half  of  a  mile — a  quarter  of  a  mile— the 
horse  was  not  checked  now  ;  Churchill  drew  a 
little  on  one  side,  fearful  that  he  might  actually 
be  ridden  over  by  the  rapidly  advancing  eques- 
trian. Ten  yards  only  were  between  them, 
when  the  man  in  the  cloak  drew  his  reins  with 
all  his  strength,  so  as  nearly  to  throw  his  horse 
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upon  his  haunches ;  his  figure  was  steadied  for 
an  instant — again  the  arm  was  raised — "  What 
is  your  business  Y*  cried  Churchill ;  but  the 
words  had  not  fallen  from  his  lips,  when  the 
sharp  click  of  a  pistol  struck  on  his  ear. 

"  Fellow,  your  weapon  has  missed  fire !"  ex- 
claimecf  Churchill,  wheeling  around  ;  "  you  want 
my  purse^  I  suppose." 

But  the  second  barrel  did  not  miss  fire,  and 
the  ball  passed  so  near  him  at  whom  it  was 
aimed,  that  it  grazed  his  arm,  and  shot  away  the 
bridle  from  his  hand.  The  young  man  looked 
ardently  at  Churchill,  expecting  him  to  fall; 
but  when  he  perceived  that  his  enemy  remained 
uninjured  on  his  horse,  with  a  suppressed  curse, 
he  turned  rapidly  about,  and  galloped  back  over 
the  road  which  he  had  just  traversed. 

For  a  moment  Churchill  was  irresolute.  Who 
could  have  made  such  a  wanton  attack  upon  his 
life  ?  he  did  not  believe  the  man  to  be  a  robber. 
A  terrible  idea  flashed  on  his  mind.  He  knew 
but  one  person  to  whom  his  death  would  be  gain ; 
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be  was  resolved  to  be  satisfied  on  the  point,  and 
therefore,  hesitating  no  longer,  dashed  away  after 
his  adversary. 

The  horse  that  pursued  was  comparatiTely 
fresh,  while  the  other  was  already  half  exhausted 
by  the  violence  of  the  pace  at  which  it  had  been 
urged :  Churchill  rapidly  gained  upon  bis  retreat- 
ing foe.  Still,  however,  the  younger  man,  with 
the  spur  and  the  lash,  did  his  utmost;  and  the 
poor  horse  seemed  conscious  of  the  emergency  of 
the  occasion,  for  he  answered  with  bounding 
strides  to  the  blows  of  his  merciless  master,  and 
panting  and  foaming,  nobly  bore  him  on. 

The  horses  were  within  a  yard  of  each  other, 
and  now  they  were  neck  to  neck.  Suddenly  the 
stranger  darted  on  one  side  towards  a  common 
on  their  left,  but  the  action  for  him  was  disas- 
trous ;  the  over-ridden  steed,  in  leaping  a  low 
fence,  lost  his  footing,  and  fell  with  his  rider  to 
the  ground. 

"  It  is  as  I  expected ;"  said  Churchill,  dis- 
mounting, all  the  man's  habitual  coolness^  and 
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quiet  sarcasm,  returning.  "  I  will  secure  my 
mare  to  the  rail  here,  and  speak  to  you  in  an  in- 
stant ;  your  own  horse,  I  perceive,  is  too  jaded  to 
run  off.  My  Lord,  my  Lord!  I  did  not  expect 
this ;  after  our  solemn  compact,  after  I  had 
broken  bread  in  your  house,  to  pursue  me  as  a 
thief,  and  endeavour  to  shoot  me  like  a  dog ! — 
Why,  you  aptly  illustrate  the  old  tale  of  the 
Arab  who,  after  having  bestowed  every  mark  of 
&vour  and  kindness  on  his  guest,  immediately 
that  be  had  quitted  his  canvass  tent,  and  the 
boundary  of  his  jurisdiction,  galloped  after  him, 
and  passed  his  lance  through  his  body !" 

WhileChurchill  was  speaking  Lord  Eltham  had 
risen  on  one  knee ;  he  was  busy  with  something 
beneath  the  folds  of  his  cloak — he  was  re-load- 
ing bis  pistols !  Churchill  understood  the  action, 
and  instantly  dashed  the  weapons  from  his  hand. 

*'  No,  my  Lord,  I  shall  not  allow  you  another 
chance  of  shooting  me ;  'sdeath !  this  is  too  ma- 
lignant !  blood-thirsty  scoundrel !  need  I  tell  jrou, 

VOL.  Ill  L 
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that  I,  also,  have  pistols  ?  It  would  be  an  easy 
matter  for  me  now  to  blow  your  brains  out!" 

Charchill  presented  his  own  polished  barrel 
at  the  head  of  the  young  man ;  the  latter  seemed 
fully  aware  of  the  imminent  danger  that  threat- 
ened him ;  the  dread  of  death,  in  an  instant, 
prostrated  and  conquered  all  other  feelings;  and 
trembling,  shivering,  and  kneeling,  he  prayed 
Churchill,  in  abject  terms,  to  spare  his  life. 

''  For  my  mother's  sake — for  the  sake  of  your 
unhappy  wife — do  not  murder  me  T* 

Churchill's  indignation  was  converted  into  dis- 
dainful pity — ^inexpressible  contempt 

''  Tell  me,  did  Lady  Eltham  send  you  forth  on 
this  murderous  errand  ?  or  was  it  your  own  vo- 
luntary act  Y* 

"  She  prompted  me — she  urged  me  to  it;" 
said  the  ingrate  and  coward. 

'*  And  yet,  fod,  you  ask  to  be  spared  for  her 
sake !  She  is  a  noble,  tender,  loving  wife,  truly ; 
but  the  she-devil  ought  to  have  employed  better 
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instruments  to  work  out  her  cunning  designs 
withal.  Miserable  youth,  my  inclination  prompts 
me  to  put  an  end  to  your  existence,  but  policy 
stays  my  hand.  I  need  not  say,  that  were  you 
to  die  to-night,  the  chief  part  of  your  property 
would  be  Olive's  to-morrow;  your  life  is  essen- 
tial to  me  ;  therefore,  not  to  my  clemency,  but  my 
love  of  what  you  possess,  arc  you  indebted  for  a 
prolongation  of  your  days.  Return  to  your  mo- 
ther, and  inform  her  of  the  result  of  your  praise- 
worthy mission :  at  the  same  time  tell  her,  I  am 
wavering  between  three  courses — I  have  not  de- 
cided whether  I  shall  double  my  demands  upon 
her ;  whether  I  shall  cast  her  off,  and  treat  with 
her  enemy,  Olive ;  or  whether  I  shall  cause  her 
to  be  arrested,  and,  with  yourself,  hung  for  an 
attempt  at  higliway  murder  ! — now  leave  me." 

The  young  Peer  finding  himself  at  liberty  to 
move,  and  too  rejoiced  to  receive  his  life  on  any 
terms,  tottered  towards  his  horse ;  mounting  as 
well  as  his  trembling  limbs  would  permit  him,  he 
guided  the  animal  back  to  the  road,  and  without 
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ODce  looking  behind  hiniy  hurried  towards  his 
home. 

A  ootd  smile  of  derision  passed  over  Church- 
ill's fiice ;  he  was  moved  by  no  apprehenaon,  no 
fear;  he  thrust  his  pistols  into  his  holsters,  while 
he  carelessly  whistled  an  opera-air ;  and  then,  at 
his  accustomed  slow  pace,  pursued  his  journey  to 
the  metropolis. 

We  must  return  to  Lady  Eltham.  It  was 
nearly  midnight,  and  she  was  about  to  retire  U> 
rest — ^rest  1 — and  could  such  as  she  find  repose  ? 
At  that  moment  the  plotting  woman  thought  her 
enemy  to  be  in  another  world ;  woidd  not,  tbeo, 
the  shriek  of  her  victim  ring  in  her  ears  ?  woitM 
not  the  fancied  forms  of  demons  hover  around 
her  pillow?  yes!  for  this  would  have  been  ber 
first  murder.  She  started  from  her  so&,  as  her 
son  entered  the  room. 

"  What !  Hector,  returned !  how  is  this  ?— 1 
told  you  to  proceed  to  London.  This  imprudence 
will  ruin  you.* 

"  I  cannot  be  nearer  to  ruin  than  I  am  al 
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ready  :*  said  the  joung  man,  sinking  into  a  chair. 
His  mother  bent  over  him,  watching  the  emotions 
visible  on  his  haggard  fisLce,  yet  fearing  to  speak. 
At  length,  with  sudden  energy,  she  caught  him 
by  the  wrist : 

"  Say — all  is  well — it  is  ov«r — ^you  left  him — 
on  the  road%  Why  tremble  ?  why  shudder  now  1 
peace,  blessed  security,  will  from  this  night  be 

ft 

ours!* 

"  We  are  farther  off  from  peace  and  security 
than  ever!" 

"  Nay,  do  not  jest ;  give  me  some  token ;  my 
heart  misgives  me  ;  you  have  played  the  craven, 
after  all." 

The  young  Lord  told  his  tale,  and  as  false- 
hood would  avail  nothing,  lie  adhered  to  the 
truth.  It  was  not  the  failure  of  their  design  that 
affected  Lady  Eltham  so  deeply ;  it  was  the  con- 
viction of  the  terrible  consequences  likely  to  re- 
sult from  it.  Not  only  might  Churchill  carry 
into  execution  his  threat  of  abandoning  her  for 
the  other  party,  but  he  could,  as  he  insinuated. 
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drag  her  into  a  Court  of  Jnsticey  and  she,  and 
her  beloved  son,  might  be  anaigned  as  oommaa 
felons.  There  was  but  one  method  to  soften  the 
man's  indignation,  and  avert  the  stonn. 

"  Go,  Hector,  to  your  room,"  said  the  agitated 
mother  ;  '  gain  some  rest  if  you  can;  at  break 
of  day  we  must  start  tat  London." 


More  humiliation  for  the  ambitious  and  proad- 
hearted  woman ;  behold  the  late  honouied  wife 
of  the  Viscount  Eltham,  and  the  mother  of  one 
who  bears  the  title  of  Peer,  on  her  knees  befaie 
an  unprincipled  adventurer,  agamhHng  soonndiel ! 
Her  hands  are  clasped ;  her  cheeks  are  bedewed 
with  tears.  She  offers  all  in  her  power  to  give, 
if  he  will  overlook  what  has  occurred,  and  fore- 
go taking  vengeance.  She  pleads,  in  excuse  of 
her  conduct,  a  momaitof  infatuation — lempoiaiy 
madness ;  and  binds  herself,  by  solemn  oatlis, 
never  to  harbour,  from  that  hour,  a  thought  or 
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design  that  may  be  injurious  to  his  interests,  or 
inimical  to  his  peace.  Amidst  it  all,  Churchill's 
cold  behaviouri  his  recklessness,  and  cutting 
scorui  give  a  heightened  e£fect  to  the  utter  abject- 
ness  of  her  demeanour,  and  the  bursts  of  her 
misery. 

'*  Enough,  Madam,  enough.  I  tell  you  again, 
tears  and  lamentations  are  completely  lost  upon 
me.  I  once  called  you  my  wife— what  theni 
don't  dwell  upon  that;  we  are  separated  for 
ever,  and  that  separation  is  of  course  your  best 
security.  I  care  nothing  for  your  interests,  or 
those  of  your  son,  and  I  presume  you  guess  as 
much.  As  I  told  his  Lordship— ha!  ha!  his 
Lordship — my  inclination  might  lead  me  to  take 
signal  vengeance  on  him  and  yourself,  but  I  must 
not  do  it. — No,  no,  I  must  even  bolster  you  up, 
and  support  you  in  your  honours." 

"  Thank  you,  Reginald — Heaven  bless  you !" 

"  I  must  not  break  the  bubble ;  I  will  not, 

like  the  man  in  the  fable,  slaughter  the  goose, 

for  then  farewell  to  the  golden  eggs  1  Madam,  as 
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you  may  suppose,  I  am  not  a  little  annoyed  at 
your  uncourteous  or,  in  plain  language,  murderous 
conduct ;  the  more  so,  as  you  are  well  aware  I 
have  no  desire  to  leave  the  good  things  of  the 
world  just  yet.  However,  I  am  not  a  man  to 
harbour  malice,  or 'follow  out  my  natural  wishes, 
when  nothing  b  to  be  gained  by  such  an  indul- 
gence. We  shall  see  how  you  and  youfs 
henceforth  conduct  yourselves.  Yet  I  do  not 
think  it  quite  politic,  on  my  part,  to  accept  so 
many  estates  as  you  are  now  pleased  to  lay  at  my 
feet ;  the  world  will  suspect  something  wrong  if 
I  "  overdo**  the  thing ;  therefore  I  shall  be  con- 
tent with  the  one  hundred  thousand  pounds,  as 
previously  arranged,  and  a  life-possession  of 
Eltham-Hall;  for,  upon  my  word,  I  think  I 
shall  enjoy  the  place  exceedingly  in  the  Sum- 
mer season." 

"  I  am  happy  that  this  portion  of  the  prop^ 
is  not  entailed  ;  the  Hall  shall  be  yours." 

"  Made  over  to  me  in  liquidation  of  certain 
debts  of  honour,  incurred  at  the  hasard-tabl 
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this,  remember,  must  be  the  tale ;  for  then  nothing 
irregular  will  appear  in  the  tansaction,  transfers 
of  property  being  every-day  occurrences  with 
the  spendthrift  young  Noblemen  of  the  present 
time." 

Lady  Eltbam  signified  her  perfect  readiness 
to  give  currency  to  this  plausible  untruth ;  and 
she  quitted  the  house  of  Churchill,  with  thoughts 
far  less  disturbed  than  those  which  agitated  her 
spirit,  on  entering  it.  She  repaired  to  her  son's 
residence  in  Grosvenor-Square,  so  as  not  to  lose 
a  minute  in  communicating  to  him  the  success 
which  had  attended  her  negociation .  Lord  Eltham 
was  now  but  a  passive  implement  in  her  hands ; 
be  had  no  will—  not  even  an  opinion  of  his  own. 
The  final  arrangements  were  at  length  completed, 
and  Chwchill  was  put  into  possession  of  a  large 
sum  of  money  in  Bank-notes.  From  that  time, 
Lady  Eltham  seemed  to  gain  her  accustomed 
spirits.  It  is  true  she  behaved  towards  Minda 
with  the  same  reserve  as  before,  and  treated  her 
even  with  increased  severity ;  but  the  beautiful 

L  6 
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widow  was  more  Chan  usually  ooodewoendiTig  and 
affitble  to  her  friends  of  tbe  beau  monde  ;  and 
she  plunged  into  the  gaieties  of  the  Town,  with 
a  spirit  and  zest  equalled  by  few.  The  young 
Viscount,  also,  drank,  swore,  and  raked  again ; 
his  marriage  of  "  convenience''  was  at  hand— a 
marriage  that  needed  not,  as  his  mother  had  hinted, 
derange  in  the  slightest  degree  the  routine  of  his 
"  innocent  pleasures."  All,  in  a  word,  was 
■^■w»«g  brightness  and  mirth.  Churchill,  like- 
wise, did  not  fidl  to  enjoy  himself  in  his  peculiar 
way;  fine  dress,  a  fine  equipage,  and  a  fine  house, 
these,  as  a  matter  of  course,  were  the  first  things 
to  be  procured  by  the  happy  Epicurean.  Tbe 
clubs,  the  gaming  houses,  the  theatres— all  the 
paradise  which  the  metropolis  offers  to  the  plea- 
sure-hunter and  sensualist,  was  at  his  command. 
Of  the  Oive  family  and  its  connexions,  two 
only  did  not  partake  of  the  general  hilarity ;  one 
wept  over  her  friendless  lot,  and  blighted  affec- 
tion ;  and  the  other  pined  in  obscuri^,  and  chafed 
beneath  his  wrongs. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

The  terrible  secret  v^as  in  the  keeping  of  three. 
The  world  believed  that  young  Lord  Eltham 
played  deeply ;  and  if  to  discharge  his  debts  of 
**  honour/'  (which  term,  by  the  by,  might  be  writ- 
ten "  dishonour,'')  he  was  willing  to  assign  away 
one  of  his  country  mansions,  and  to  raise  a  penni- 
less adventurer  to  a  moneyed  capitalist,  surely  the 
world  must  allow  that  he  had  a  right  to  do  what 
he  liked  Mrith  his  own.  Friends  advised,  and  he 
promised  to  reform ;  Lord  Kenmore,  his  father- 
in-law  elect,  threatened,  and  in  a  repentant  tone, 
he  said  he  would  renounce  the  gaming-table,  and 
impoverish  himself  no  further:  consequently,  the 
same  world,  it  will  be  evident,  could  only  laugh 
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at  the  rich  man's  follj*  anddreulate  small  luuia- 
portant  stories.  The  stream  rolled  o& ;  no  one 
saw  beneath  the  sorfiice ;  no  one  dived  into  the 
current;  and  so«  like  the  stealthj  crocodile 
beneath  the  muddy  waters  of  the  Nile,  was  the 
fearful  secret  lying  hid.  • 

To  say,  however,  that  no  human  being  sus- 
pected some  connexion  to  exist  between  the 
stranger  Churchill,  and  the  young  Peer,  iodepen* 
denUy  of  his  gambling  transactions,  would  be 
untrue.  Minda  was  perplexed,  but  she  strove 
to  penetrate  the  mystery  in  vain.  Old  Isaac, 
filled  with  reverence  for  the  memory  of  tiis  late 
master,  and  with  love  for  the  discarded  Clive, 
eagerly  took  up  the  question.  The  consternation 
with  which  he  was  struck  at  the  ancient  &mily- 
seat  being  disposed  of,  and  the  property  dismem- 
bered, to  fill  the  pockets  of  an  obscure  gamester, 
may  be  imagined.  We  must  introduce  him 
now  in  the  chambers  of  Clive,  for  Isaac  was 
ever  welcomed  there  by  the  solitary  student 
He  had  Just  given  vent  to  a  burst  of  impassioned 
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indignation  i  his  wig  was  off,  his  hands  were 
clenched^  and  honest  anger  spoke  in  every  line 
of  his  fine  old  &ce. 

"  To  think,"  he  cried,  "  that  the  honours  of 
the  family— the  family  I  served  for  forty  years  ; 
the  .family  that  stands  foremost  among  the  nobi- 
lity of  this  country — ^to  think  their  honours  should 
come  to  this  !  Oh !  could  my  old  master  raise  his 
head  from  the  grave  now,  what  would  be  his 
sorrow !" 

"  We  must  not  blame  Lord  Eltham  and  his 
mother  too  severely,  Isaac." 

"  Don't  defend  them,  Master  Archer ;  you're 
too  good-natured  and  easy  by  half.  Why,  to 
think  that  all  this  rioting  is  going  forward,  that 
money  and  estates  are  being  thrown  away  to 
strangers  and  rogues,  and  here's  you,  the  favou- 
rite of  the  late  Viscount,  with  the  best  blood  of 
the  "  family"  in  your  veins,  cast  by,  persecuted, 
insulted,  living  in  a  hole,  and  reading  your  eyes 
out  for  bread ! — Master  Archer,  if  all  these  things 
ain't  enough  to  try  my  patience,  and  choke  me 


wTsk  mge^Iiioct  kaovwfcaluidieworidvDiild 

•*  Sow,  one  word — ** 

"  I  cB't  bear  joo — Ta  going  md!' 

^  31 V  csosin  is  ham  culpMe,  periiaps,  than 
Ladj  Ekbaa ;  ht  does  nodiiDg,  I  ondeislaad. 
wiibcntkercoDaiiKDoe;  itisdieR&Keherwili, 
vuluat  a  doobl,  that  this  swindler  should  be 
loaded  with  presents  " 

«  They're  all  to  Uame!*  cried  the  inexonble 
old  nnn;  '*  they're  all  so  had,  that  I  doo'tknow 
irinch  is  the  worst.  Diagrace  and  rain  are  fist 
ooming  opon  the  noble  '  fannly.'  Then  how  I 
pity  the  lot  of  sweet  Missi  Hinda!  soonied,  huffed 
about,  and  persecuted,  as  if  she  were  somethiog 
worse  than  nothing.  Ah !  Master  Archer,  who- 
ever has  the  good  fortune  to  marry  that  lady, 
will  have  a  prize  beycmd  lands  or  gold.  Bot 
there,  I  mustn't  run  on  so ;  I  dare  say  you  don  t 
know  why  I've  called  upon  you  this  mom- 
mg. 

"  Whatever  may  be  your  business,  I  am 
always  glad  to  see  vou.  Isaac." 
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*'  Suppose,  theiii  Tm  come  to  say  that  I  mean 
to  stop  further  disgraceful  doings  ?  that  V\l  find 
out  a  way  to  prevent  any  more  sales  of  land,  and 
ev^i  to  gel  back  the  dear  old  Hall  again  into  the 
possession  of  the  rightful  owner  V' 

"  Why,  Isaac,  in  that  case,  I  should  consider 
you  had  come  on  a  very  vain  and  fruitless  er- 
rand." 

The  old  man's  face  assumed  a  very  peculiar 
expression,  half  of  cunning,  and  half  of  suppressed 
glee. 

"  I  hope  it  won't  be  fruitless,  however  ;  I  think 
I  can  do  these  things,  and  what's  more^''  he 
stooped  nearer  to  Clive,  and  whispered, — "  the 
rightful  owner  won't  be  the  present  Lord  Eltham." 

''  1  know  not  what  you  mean.  Of  course,  if 
this  villain  Churchill  is  compelled  to  give  up  his 
claim  to  any  estate  of  which  he  may  now  be  in 
possession,  it  ihust  revert  to  my  cousin,  who  is 
heir  to  all  the  property." 

"  That's  just  the  question  on  which  all  hangs. 
I've  not  quite  made  a  discovery,  Master  Archer, 
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but  I  think  I  shall  get  on  the  right  scent  by  and 
bye.  Suppose  now  this  Lady  Eltham,  who  has 
been  heaping  injuries  upon  you  for  so  many 
years,  was  never  the  real  wife  of  his  Lordship ! 
how  shall  we  stand  then? — who  will  he  lordl 
and  who  will  be  heir  ? — come.* 

"  Isaac— Isaac !  speak  not  in  this  manner. 
Law  and  justice  shall  have  their  couise ;  they 
shall  never  be  violated,  even  in  wish,  by  me. 
Lady  Eltham  and  her  son,  I  admit,  have  been 
my  bitter  persecutors ;  through  them  I  lost  my 
beloved  uncle's  favour,  and  was  left  penniless 
when  he  died ;  yet  Heaven  knows  I  forgive  them 
from  the  bottom  of  my  heart  I  will  therefore 
adopt  no  course  that  might  occasion  them  dis- 
quiet. To  dispute  their  title,  and  harass  them 
by  proceedings  in  a  Court  of  Law,  might  gratify 
a  revengeful  spirit;  but  I  will  not  stoop  to  any 
thing  so  mean,  any  thing  so  malignant  Let  my 
enemies  enjoy  what  fortune  gives  them ;  I  will 
toil,  and  struggle,  and,  if  I  can,  work  my  way 
upward  by  my  own  exertions." 
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The  attached  and  faithful  domestic  of  the  Clive 
Family  heard  the  speaker  patiently  to  a  conclu- 
sion; but  his  eagerness,  touching  some  idea  or 
crotchet  which  he  had  in  his  head,  was  in  no 
way  diminished. 

**  I  love  and  admire  you.  Master  Archer^  for 
what  you  have  said ;  but  right  is  right :  you  don't 
wish,  I'm  sure,  to  see  the  '  family'  honours  quite 
trampled  under  foot,  or  this  Churchill  to  clutch  all 
the  Eltham  property  thai  does  not  happen  to  be 
entailed."* 

''  Churchill !  you  know  that  name  sets  ray 
soul  on  fire ;  he  at  least  deserves  to  be  hanged !" 

<'  Well  then,  Til  tell  you  what  I  think  at  once. 
You  imagine  this  Churchill  to  be  the  man— -I 
mean  the  Colonel  Singleton  who,  long  years  ago, 
brought  such  misery  on  your  poor  father.  What 
has  he  to  do  now  with  my  young  lord  and  his 
mother? — a  gambling  affair  1— pshaw !  I  don't 
believe  a  word  of  that  story.  Before  my  lord 
and  he  could  have  had  time  to  play  together,  we 
had  talkings,  and  secret  meetings,  and  faintings — 
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ho !  ho !  IVe  long  been  pondering,  and  thinkingt 
and  puzzling  mj  old  brain,  and  now  I'm  come  to 
something  which  looks  like  the  truth  at  last. 
Who  was  her  Lad jship  before  she  married  1  a 
Miss  Scott  of  the  Bath  Stage.  Actors,  some- 
times, have  a  dozen  aliases,  as  they  call  it ;  and 
why  shouldn't  Miss  Scott  have  been  Mrs.  Par- 
sons, Mrs.  Stanhope,  or — Mrs.  Singleton  T 

Olive's  interest  was  awaked  by  the  words  of 
Isaac,  in  spite  of  himself. 

"  Impossible !  Colonel  Singleton  was  an  un- 
married man." 

"  Ay,  ay,  he  passed  for  such  here  in  town ;  bat 
appearances  and  facts  are  mainly  different  thingSi 
as  one  may  say.  Here's  part  of  the  mystery- 
You,  having  been  a  child,  of  course  don't  remem- 
ber any  thing  of  the  matter)  but  after  my  Lofd 
Eltham  and  Miss  Scott  were  publicly  married  in 
London,  it  was  whispered  that,  for  some  cause  or 
other,  they  were  married  over  again  in  another 
place." 

Clive  started  from  his  chair ;  of  this  drcum* 
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Stance,  indeed,  he  had  never  heard ;  here,  then, 
flome  ground  existed  for  the  old  man's  suspicions 
— «oiiie  probability  appeared  that  the  woman  who 
had  scorned  and  reviled  him,  was  not  entitled  to 
all  the  honours  she  enjoyed. 

'*  Isaac,  where  did  the  second  marriage 
tal&e  place  1"  asked  Clive  with  undisguised 
eagerness. 

"  That's  more  than  I  can  tell  you ;  but  I've 
been  racking  my  memory  to  think  in  what  part 
of  the  country  my  Lord  and  Lady  travelled,  about 
a  month  after  their  marriage.  Rummaging 
yesterday  the  comers  of  an  old  portmanteau — 
for  cast  off  carpet-bags  and  portmanteaus  were 
then  my  perquisites — I  found  a  letter  almost 
mouldered  into  bits — ^here  it  is ;  it's  dated  from 

L Norfolk,  May,  1772,  and  that  is  the  very 

year  his  Lordship  married.  Read  it,  your  hon« 
our,  it*s  very  short,  but  I  can't  make  any  sense 
or  meaning  of  the  words." 

Clive  took  the  crumbling  document  from 
Isaac's  hand,  and  read  as  follows : 
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"  My  Lord ; 

"  Since  your  Lordship's  motives 
are  honourable^  I  am  willing  to  assist  you  in 
rendering  legal  that  which,  as  it  stands  at  pre- 
sent^  might  easily  be  annulled,  and  set  aside.  I 
would  rather  it  were  done  publicly,  but  the  name 
being  tainted,  although  the  lady  herself  is  spot- 
less, I  can  fully  enter  into  your  Lordship's  feel- 
ings. Tn  case  of  a  scrutiny,  you  will  only  have 
Co  refer  to  the  Register  here.'* 

**  Strange— quite  a  riddle  ;'*  said  Clive  in  a 
low  accent  to  himself.  Suddenly  his  eye  bright^ 
ened,  and  he  looked  at  the  old  man :  I  think  I 
can  solve  it;  this  letter  comes  from  a  dergymau, 
and  refers  to  Lord  Eltham's  second  marriage ; 
there  was  evidently  some  flaw  in  the  public  cele* 
bration  of  their  nuptials  in  London.  But  Isaac, 
I  hesitate ;  do  I  act  rightly  in  endeavounng  to 
penetrate  my  Uncle's  secret  ?  even  if  it  ooold 
be  proved  that  Lady  Eltham  is  the  wife  of  ano- 
ther, and  her  son  consequently  illegitimatei  I 
exonerate  her  of  all  knowledge  that  her  husband 
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was  alive  at  the  period  of  her  union  with  the  late 
Visoount.  Ought  I  not,  then,  in  pity  to  throw  a 
▼eil  over  the  truth,  and  allow  them  still  to  pos- 
sess what  they  have  enjoyed  for  so  many  years?" 
"  If  they  were  good — if  they  had  been  alwaya 
kind  to  you,  even  then  I  should  say  you  would 
do  wrong,  and  act  unjustly  to  yourself,  in  not 
claiming  what  law  and  right  give  you ;  but  as 
it  is,  you  must  not,  your  honour,  I  tell  you, 
you  must  not  feel  any  scruples  about  the 
matter." 

There  was  a  struggle  in  Clive*s  breast  between 
compassion  for  his  enemies,  and  that  principle 
which  impels  every  man  to  consider  his  own  in« 
terests,  together  with  the  sense  of  what  he  might 
owe  to  the  dignity  of  his  family.  Isaac  argued, 
but  still  he  wavered ;  and  it  was  not  until  the 
former  had  convinced  him  that  a  man  who 
might  be  illegitimate  ought  not  to  hold,  for  a  day 
longer,  the  title  and  estates  of  his  ancestors,  that 
his  resolution  was  taken. 
^  IsaaCi  since  you  are  then  determined  to  have 
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it  80,  we  wUl  immediately  go  down  to  Norfolk.' 
"  And  search  every  church-iegister  in  the  di- 
vers parishes  throughoat  the  county ;"  added  the 
old  man.  ''  But  the  thing  must  be  done  quite 
secret,  for  if  Singleton,  or  Churchill,  as  he  calls 
himself,  should  know  of  our  design,  he  would 
immediately  hide  himself,  or  fly  the  country,  so 
that  we  should  never  be  able  to  prove  that  he, 
my  Lady's  real  husband,  is  still  alive !" 

On  the  following  morning,  the  wronged  and 
poverty-stricken  sdon  of  a  noble  house,  and  ids 
fiuthful  adviser,  mounted  the  Norwich  stage. 
Being  fairly  now  embarked  in  the  business,  Clive 
considered  it  his  duty  to  sift  the  question  tho- 
roughly. Nevertheless,  though  the  stake  was 
thrown  for  himself,  he  did  not  feel  more  lM>pe, 
more  eagerness,  than  the  honest-hearted,  time- 
attached,  good  old  Isaac  Hatfield. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

We  must  permit  Clive  and  Isaac  to  proceed  with 
their  very  doubtful,  and  laborious  task,  travel- 
ling from  parish  to  parish,  and  poring  over  the 
worm-eaten  Registers  deposited  in  every  obscure 
church  in  the  wide  county  of  Norfolk.  It  is  time 
that  we  now  inform  our  readers  of  the  ultimate 
fate  of  the  Revolutionist  Pellew,  and  of  her  who 
shared  his  fortunes,  the  devoted  Camilla. 

Before,  however,  entering  on  the  subject,  we 
would  say  a  word  relative  to  Pellew's  indefa- 
tigable captors.  Sleek,  Gripe,  and  Wiggins. 
Their  story  having  been  told,  and  their  services 
proved  beyond  dispute,  the  Government  reward 
of  two  hundred  guineas  was  duly  bestowed  upon 
them.  But  money,  in  all  agesofthe  world,  has  been 
the  great  apple  of  discord,  the  unceasing  fomen- 
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ter  of  quarrels,  even  among  parties  otherwise 
well-disposed  and  attached  to  each  other.  So  m 
the  present  instance,  the  sweet  tempers  of  the 
three  were  doomed  to  be  soured,  and  their  friend- 
ly  intercourse  ruffled,  by  the  same  evil  genius 
bom  of  Mammon:  in  a  word,  they  began  to 
dispute  about  the  division  of  the  booty. 

Sleek  maintained  that  any  verbal  promise, 
made  in  a  reckless  moment  before  thecaptoreof  the 
felon,  was  null  and  void ;  as  the  leader  of  the 
party,  therefore,  and  serving  his  oountiy  in  a 
Military  capacity  he  claimed  three  fourths  of  the 
reward  ;  namely,  one  hundred  and  fifty  guineas. 
Mr.  Gripe,  upon  this,  as  well  he  might,  shook 
his  head  in  extreme  indignation  :  indeed  he  was 
heard  to  say  that  a  blacker  instance  of  the  per- 
fidy of  human  nature,  and  a  more  awful  breach 
of'  faith  between  man  and  man,  he  had  never 
met  with  in  all  his  professional  career.  Be 
stoutly  opposed  the  claim  of  the  avaricious  Ser- 
geant, and  looked  vengeance  at  that  worthy  in* 
dividual. 
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But  Sleek  being  in  a  Government-office  at  the 
time,  and  himself  a  government  man,  was  no 
way  intimidated.  He  held  his  head  erect, 
smiled  placidly,  and  began  calmly  to  talk  about 
pardoning  the  rude  conduct  of  his  illiterate  friend. 
He,  also^  alluded  to  his  love  for  King  and  Coun« 
try,  attachment  to  the  Hot^se  of  Brunswick ;  and 
uttered  many  other  laudable  and  patriotic  senti- 
ments ;  so  that  the  govemnrient  functionary  re- 
garded him  as  a  very  superior  personage,  and 
one  who  well  deserved  advancement  in  the  ho- 
nourable profession  of  arms. 

Wiggins,  also,  the  round,  jocund,  rosy-faced, 
happy  little  Mr.  Wiggins,  had  his  say ;  per- 
ceiving how  matters  stood,  he  had  cunningly  de- 
stroyed his  contract  with  Sleek  and  Gripe,  by 
which  he  had  offered  his  services  for  the  consi- 
deration of  twenty  pounds.  He  now  insisted 
that  he  was  entitled  to  a  full  third  of  the  reward, 
and  dwelt  long  and  pathetically  on  the  inconve- 
nience and  privations  to  which  he  had  subjected 
himself,  by  leaving  his    bar  at  the  **  Round 
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Rohin,»  in  order  to  huBt  after  this  dreaded  State- 
traitor. 

A  fluent  tongue  is  very  frequently  of  more 
service  than  a  wise  head ;  Mr.  Wiggins,  in  the 
fiynner  particular,  was  remarkably  happy;  he 
said  so  much,  while  the  bluff  sturdy  Gripe, 
against  whom  he  principally  levelled  his  oratory, 
said  so  little,  that  the  advantage  was  soon,  it 
was  very  evident,  on  the  side  of  the  worthy  mas- 
ter of  the  "  Round  Robin."  The  result  of  all 
was,  that  the  authorities  adjudged  to  the  patri- 
otic Sleek  one  hundred  and  fifty  guineas,  to  Mr. 
Wiggins  forty,  and  to  Gripe,  as  their  assif^tant, 
but  who,  in  reafity,  had  done  inore  than  either 
of  his  companions,  the  insignificant  sum  of  ten 
pounds. 

''  If  I  don't  be  revenged,"  muttered  the  ill- 
used  Mr.  Gripe,  shaking  his  large  head  violently 
all  the  way  down  the  passage  that  extended  ftom 
the  office  door  to  the  street;  "  if  I  don't  be  re- 
venged on  them  two  men,  and  chiefly  on  that 
Wiggiias,  I'll  throw  up  my  situation  as  '  runner' 
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to  the  Court  Ten  pounds?  it  sticks  in  my  throat; 
I'm  insulted !" 

What  mode  of  satisfaction  for  his  wrongs  the 
upright  gentleman  might  have  contemplated,  did 
not  transpire ;  suffice  it  to  say,  that  his  enemies 
appeared  to  suffer  no  injury,  for  Mr.  Wiggins 
having  shaken  hands  with  the  Sergeant,  and  be- 
stowed on  his  patriotism  many  flattering  compli- 
ments, led  London  for  the  bo^^om  of  his  family, 
and  the  bar  of  the  "  Round  Robin." 

The  first  act  of  the  exulting  Sleek  was  to 
change  his  Bank-notes  into  guineas,  and  with  the 
ponderous  and  precious  load,  he  forthwith  re- 
paired to  a  certain  lodging-house  in  Fleet  Street, 
the  residence  of  his  old  flame,  Mrs.  Lovejoy. 
The  widow,  though  the  Sergeant  was  her  ac- 
cepted suitor,  had.  Up  to  the  present  time,  cruelly 
refused  to  be  led  by  him  to  the  altar ;  her  gfeat 
argument  against  speedy  matrimony  was  founded 
upon  the  evident  poverty  of  the  military  gentle- 
man. Sleek,  as  he  entered  the  well-known  little 
parlour,  and  eyed  obliquely  the  cupboard  which 
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contained  the  memorable  "  black  bottle,"  ap- 
peared to  himself  six  inches  taller  than  on  any 
previous  occasion,  and  felt  courage  proportionate 
to  his  advance  in  bodily  stature. 

"  Another  little  service  to  my  King  and 
Country,  Mrs.  Lovejoy.  I  call  the  service  *  little/ 
although  some  people  might  use  the  term  '  great' 
The  Duke  of  Marlborough  never  boasted  about 
his  victories  of  Malplaquet  and  Ramilies;  there- 
fore I  don't  think  it  quite  right  that  Sergeant 
Sleek  should  trumpet  forth  his  own  praises. 
However,  I  will  say  that  I  have  achieved,  I 
think,  what  no  other  man  in  this  country  could 
have  done.  I've  taken,  after  a  month's  pursuit, 
the  greatest  criminal,  and  most  fearful  enemy, 
that  ever  threatened  the  downfcJ  of  the  Constitu- 
tion, and  the  safety  of  the  British  Throne  !* 

At  this  climax,  Mrs.  Lovejoy  could  only  ele- 
vate her  hands  and  eyes. 

"  Yes,  Ma'am,  and  Government,  in  considera- 
tion of  my  little  services,  has  thought  proper  to    • 
bestow  on  me  a  small  reward  ;  this  is  just  the 
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way  that  all  free  Governments  should  requite 
their  deserving  soldiers — this  is  the  plan  to  make 
them  heroes !" 

As  the  Sergeant  continued  to  speak,  he  quietly 
produced  his  canvass  bag ;  and,  as  if  they  had 
been  nothing  at  all,  poured  out  the  glittering  con- 
tents, one  hundred  and  fifty  new  guineas,  upon 
the  widow's  table ;  the  worthy  woman  regarded 
tbe  precious  heap  with  open  mouth,  and  staring 
eyes. 

*'  I  repeat,  Mrs.  Lovejoy,  this  is  the  way  Eng- 
land rewards  those  who  serve  her  interests,  and 
shed  their  blood  in  her  cause  ;  and  thus  has  the 
man,  who  now  stands  before  you,  been  reward- 
ed !  I  hope,  Mrs.  Lovejoy,  you  won't  upbraid 
me  again  with  being  in  penury,  and  out  at  el- 
bows.*' 

Some  women  are  won  by  honied  phrases,  some 
by  romantic  sentiments,  and  some  by  the  spell  of 
coin  and  precious  stones.  Now  Mrs,  Lovejoy 
was  a  prudent  woman ;  and  much  as  she  loved 
the  Sergeant,  she  never  allowed  her  passion  to 


S46  THK  BVENTFUI.  SPOCH; 

triumph  over  her  judgmeoL  Perhaps  Sleek  was 
right  in  having  converted  his  money  into  new 
goineas,  believing  that  "  gaud  and  glitter/'  have 
an  immense  effeot  on  some  female  hearts.  The 
widow  bent  over  the  table,  her  eyes  one  mo- 
ment rivetted  on  the  shining  pieces,  and  the 
next  fixed  in  dissolving  tenderness  on  her  fiuthfiil 
lover, 

''  Mr.  Sleek/'  she  cried,  '^  you've  courted  me 
long ;  nine  months  ago  I  accepted  you,  and  since 
then  you've  prayed  me  many  times  to  allow  you 
to  put  up  our  banns,  Tis  only  my  modesty,  dear 
Mr.  Sleek,  that  has  prevented  me  from  ^ving 
way  to  your  wishes.  Don't  think  I  value  your 
money.  Oh !  no  -r-'tis  yourself  I  love ;  and  since 
— ^nce-<-<"  the  blushing  widow  hung  her  head, 
like  a  drooping  full-blown  peony^  on  her  brsastr- 
"  since,  1  say,  you  look  as  if  you  were  going  to 
repefU  your  prayers  over  again,  I'll  save  you  tbe 
trouble-T-take  me,  and  lead  me  to  church  when 
you  like  !* 

The  Sergeant  clasped  the  palpitating  fiur  one 
to  his  breast,  and  undisturbed  by  visions  of  the 
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incensed  Gripe,  or  the  fate  of  the  unfortunate 
man  for  whose  capture  he  had  received  the  mo- 
ney that  had  melted  the  widow's  heart,  he  fixed 
the  wedding-day. 

Yes,  Sleek  fixed  the  wedding-day ;  and,  for 
the  satisfaction  of  the  reader,  we  will  briefly  add, 
that  the  happy  h3rmeneal  morning  did  arrive. 
At  the  same  tiioe,  we  are  called  upon  to  observe — 
and  it  is  a  drcumstaooe  rather  singular,  and  wor^ 
thy  of  remark — that,  on  the  identical  day,  Doc* 
tor  Busbby  was  united  to  our  old  friend.  Miss 
Smirk;    the  lady  having,  by  her  threatened 
action  for  **  Breach  of  Promise,*  completely 
frightened  the  Doctor  into  making  the  honourable 
amende*    The  two  parties  quitted  their  respec- 
tive churches.   Doctor  and    Mrs.   Bushby,   to 
wrangle  and  quarrel  for  the  remainder  of  their 
natural  lives ;  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sleek  to  love 
like  a  pair  of  turtle-doves,  and  enjoy  all  the  good 
things  that  the  Sergeant's  pay  (for  he  eventually 
entered  the  regular  army,)  and  the  products  of  a 
flourishing  lodging-heuse  could  command. 
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CHAPTR  XIX. 

We  will  enter  a  small  room  on  the  third  floor  of 
a  house  situate  not  far  from  the  great  metropoli- 
tan prison.  An  old  man  is  sitting  dose  by  a  few 
ignited  cinders,  which  scarcely  deserve  the  name 
of  a  fire;  he  is  motionless,  except  that  at  times 
a  slight  beating  of  his  foo|t  is  perceptible,  or  that 
he  lifts  his  rough  hand  to  his  stooping  fiice,  en- 
deavouring  to  dash  off  the  tears  which  trickle 
down  those  natural  channels— the  wrinkleswhich 
time  has  made.  His  mind  is  evidently  busy,  for 
low  words  fall  from  his  lips,  though  he  scarcely 
seems  conscious  that  he  gives  them  utterance. 

"  Life — life — ^yes,  he  is  transported  for  life! 
what  a  doom  for  my  son !  my  high-spirited, 
proud,  ambitious  boy !  Who's  to  blame !  not  the 
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Judges ;  not  the  laws  of  the  land ;  this  dreadful 
calamity  is  all  caused  by  that  '  learning/  and  I 
curse  it  again  and  again.  Walter,  if  you  had 
followed  my  advice,  you*d  now  be  whistling,  a 
light-souled  lad,  at  your  plough,  instead  of  being 
in  that  black  house  of  chains  and  woe ;  or  you'd 
have  been  dancing  in  our  village,  the  merriest 
youngster  there,  instead  of  being  sentenced  to 
work  in  irons  to  the  «Qd  of  your  days!  Then,  too, 
Fd  have  bought  a  little  farm  for  you,  and,  with 
your  wife,  you'd  have  made  me  happy  in  my  old 
years.  But  it's  all  over — all  at  an  end ;  there  is 
no  more  hope,  no  more  peace,  no  more  happiness 
for  me  in  this  world ;  and  ndw  I  don't  care  how 
soon  I  am  called  upon  to  lay  down  my  grey  hairs 
in  the  grave/* 

Mr.  Pellew's  increasing  sobs  attracted  the  at- 
tention  of  another  person  in  the  room ;  Camilla 
was  seated  at  a  table,  engaged  in  writing,  but  her 
hand  trembled  to  such  a  degree  that  it  was  with 
difficulty  she  could  hold  the  pen ;  and  the  tears 
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which  dropped  on  the  sheet  obliterated  many  of 
the  words. 

"  Father/'  said  Camilla,  looking  pitifully  al 
the  old  man,  ''  do  not  give  way  to  this  utter  de- 
spondency ;  there  is  hope  yet — I  think,  there  is 
hope  yet  I" 

**  I  can't  believe  it ;  I  don't  know  where  hope 
is  to  come  from ;  but  I  own  I'm  wrong  in  griev- 
ing like  this ;  'tis  I  who  ought  to  be  endeavouring 
to  comfort  you ;  for  the  loss  of  a  husband  to  a 
wife,  most  people  will  say,  is  worse  than  the  loss 
of  a  child  to  a  paient,  though  Heaven  knows  the 
last  is  bad  enough.  But  there,  you're  at  it  again, 
I  see;  a-toiling  with  your  pen,  a-trying  your  in- 
vention, and  a-racking  your  brain  to  no  purpose. 
Why,  if  the  Home-Secretary  won't  listen  to  the 
gieat  Mr,  Burke,  who,  you  know,  Mr.  CUve  rode 
down  to  Beaconafield  on  purpose  to  see,  before 
he  left  London,  it  isn*t  very  likely  he'll  hearken 
to  a  child  like  you." 

'*  Father,  my  petition  is  iwt  addressed  to  the 
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Home-Secretary ;  I  shall  endeavour  to  present 
it  to  a  higher  person — to  the  kind-hearted  King." 
Mr.  Pellew  opened  his  eyes  to  their  full  width, 
and  having  gazed  at  his  daughter  for  a  few  mi- 
nutes in  silence,  broke  out  into  bitter  laughter. 
*  What !  the  King  1  I  fear,  poor  dear  crea- 
ture, you've  lost  your  senses ;  as  if  the  King  on 
his  Throne  would  trouble  his  head,  or  care  any 
thing  about  the  son  of  a  low,  unknown,  country 
farmer  like  me.   Oh !  Camilla,  lass !  kas !  don't 
worry  your  head  about  impossible  things;  to 
build  up  hope  and  to  be  cheated,  is  worse  than 
never  to  hope  at  all.     Let  us  rather  try  to  be  re- 
signed to  the  terrible  blow." 

But  when  will  not  woman  hope  on,  in  spite  of 
the  "  impossible  things"  to  which  Mr.  Pellew,  as 
a  man,  alluded  1  Camilla  did  not  follow  his  ad- 
vice, nor  did  she  cease  writing  until  the  sketch 
of  her  petition  was  completed.  Then,  drying  her 
tears,  and  conquering  her  agitation  as  well  as 
she  was  able,  she  copied  it  in  a  fair  hand.  Oh! 
how  much  depended  on  that  sheet  of  paper !  it 
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might  have  the  effect  of  raising  her  from  the 
abyss  of  miseiy,  to  the  pinnacle  of  joy ;  but  the 
more  than  probability  was.  that  her  prayer  would 
be  offered  to  the  winds,  and  her  petition  written 
in  vain. 

Day  after  day^  in  front  of  the  Castle  at  Wind- 
sor;  down  the  Long^Walk  and  back  again; 
then  venturing  into  the  Home-Park,  and  looking 
and  lingering,  Camilla  passed  her  watchful  hours. 
Well  she  knew,  that  to  deliver  her  petition  to 
any  officer  or  servant  about  the  person  of  the 
Monarch,  would  be  useless ;  she  was  resolved  to 
place  it  herself  into  his  hands. 

Intense  eagerness  to  execute  her  purpose,  and 
all  that  wearying  anxiety  produced  by  suspense, 
had  given  to  her  a  nervousness,  a  constant  tre- 
pidation, that  distressed  the  beholder;  and  the 
tears  which,  without  any  apparent  reason,  would 
rush  to  her  eyes,  when  she  was  questioned  by  the 
inquisitive,  caused  some  to  consider  her  a  wo 
man  whose  intellect  was  affected. 

The  King  took  frequent  airings  in  his  barouche; 


0R|  THE  FORTUNES  OF  ARCHER  CLIVE.     263 

but  every  time  that  Caniilla  had  advanced,  some 
obstacle  arising  from  horsemen,  or  officious  lac- 
keys, had  prevented  her  reaching  the  royal  car- 
riage. An  opportunity,  however,  offered  itself 
at  last.  Through  the  attendant  gentlemen  that 
composed  the  King's  suite,  she  had  darted — her 
fragile,  trembling  form  bent  forwards,  and  her 
petition  fell  at  the  feet  of  the  King ! 

'*  The  recollection  of  the  atrocious  attempt  of 
Margaret  Nicholson  on  the  life  of  the  Sovereign, 
and  which  had  occurred  but  a  few  years  before, 
might  well  raise  a  suspicion  that  some  such  deed* 
of  private  malice  was  now  contemplated.  Ca- 
milla was  instantly  seized,  and  dragged  back- 
wards ;  and  the  timid  and  credulous  only  saw  in 
her,  despite  her  agony  and  tears,  the  would-be 
murderess  and  regicide. 

"  What  means  this  1"  said  the  King,  taking 
up  the  paper,  while  a  slight  frown,  rare  indeed 
with  hiro^  cast  a  shade  on  his  benevolent  face. 
"  Nay,  my  lord,  never  fear ;  the  woman  intends 
no  evil ;  her  act,   however,  being  a  violation  of 
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our  recently  expressed  wishes  conceniing  peti- 
tionSf  you  will  retain  her  in  custody." 

The  royal  carriage  continued  its  course,  and 
Camilla  was  taken  back  to  Windsor— a  pri- 
soner! 

Grood  King  George !  he,  indeed,  deserved  the 
epithet  of  "  good ;"  his  was  a  heart  that  felt  for 
the  woes  of  others ;  the  welfare  of  the  meanest 
in  his  kingdom  was  a  subject  of  interest  to  him; 
he  was  emphatically,  and  truly^  the  ruler  and  father 
of  his  people*  The  sceptre  which  he  swayed  for  a 
hall  a  century,  was  swayed  in  love.  Oh !  enviable 
as  beautiful  the  fame  that  embalms  the  memory 
of  a  good  Monarch !— not  royal  pride,  not  laurelled 
Ambition,  but  Virtue  and  Religion  bend  over  the 
um  of  the  Third  George ;  and  treading  in  the 
royal  tomb-house,  above  his  honoured  dust,  we 
feel  a  higher  reverence  for  royalty,  a  greater 
affection  for  the  name  of  King ! — Monarch !  if 
thy  spirit  ever  stoops  from  a  sphere,  where  thy 
earthly  crown  is  exchanged  for  the  diadem  of 
immortality,  haply  thou  regardest  now  thy  gentle 
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successor.  We  believe  her  worthy  of  thee ;  we 
believe  that  thy  benevolent  spirit  breathes  and 
biurns  in  her  breast ;  she  cannot  have  a  nobler 
legacy,  a  richer  dower ! — the  brightness  of  thy 
soul  rest  uppn  her  and  hers ! 

The  King  was  in  his  closet,  or  study  ;  one  of 
his  private  secretaries  was  reading  to  him  the 
papers  of  the  day ;  the  gentleman  had  completed 
his  task,  and  was  about  to  retire  at  the  royal 
command : 

"  No — stay  !*'  said  the  King  in  his  homely 
phrase ;  "  do  you  know  what  they  have  done 
with  that  woman,  who  presented  to  me  a  peti* 
tion  yesterday  1 — ha  !  here  it  is  in  the  corner  of 
my  pocket,  and  I  have  not  looked  at  it  yet." 

The  good-natured  Monarch  spread  the  paper 
before  him,  and  commenced  reading  it  with  great 
attention,  every  now  and  then  uttering  some  word 
expressive  of  sympathy. 

"  Poor  creature — so — a  Clergyman's  daugh- 
ter— ha !  wife  to  that  notorious  rebels  Pellew  ] 
I  can't  commute  his  sentence;    T  can't  pardon 


S56  THE  EVENTFUL  EPOCH; 

lum — impossible.  Is  the  woman  now  in  Windsor, 
or  have  thev  sent  her  to  London  ?" 

"  She  remains  in  Windsor,  your  Majesty;" 
said  the  Secretary ;  ^  they  wait  your  Majesty's 
pleasure  with  regard  to  her  disposal*' 

**  I  desire  then  that  you  order  an  o£Scer  to 
bringherhitherinstantly;  I  would  see  her  myself." 

The  Secretary  departed  on  his  mission,  and, 
after  a  short  time  had  elapsed,  it  was  announced 
to  the  King  that  the  woman  was  in  the  ante- 
room. The  Sovereign  immediately  walked  out 
of  his  closet,  holding  the  petition  in  his  hand; 
and  a  scene  presented  itself  such  as  a  limner 
might  have  loved  to* transfer  to  his  canvass;— 
the  mild  yet  dignified  bearing  of  the  Third 
George ;  his  look  of  subdued  sorrow  yet  encour- 
agement, as  he  regarded  the  supplicant  before 
him ; — ^the  Secretary  in  his  black  vestments, 
with  retiring  yet  curious  air ; — Camilla  dropping 
on  her  knees,  clasping  her  hands,  and  lifting  her 
streaming  eyes,  while  her  head  being  uncovered, 
her  disordered  hair  fell  almost  like  a  veil  around  her. 
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And  thus  bent  the  anxious  wife,  the  petitioner 
for  mercy — tor  pardon ;  yet  words  she  uttered 
not,  sobs  she  breathed  not ;  looks  of  agony  and 
silent  tears  were  all  she  had  to  plead  her  cause. 

*'  So,  Madam,  you  wrote  this  petition  your- 
self, as  well  as  presented  it,  no* doubt.  We 
grieve  that  Mr.  Pellew,  or  any  subject  of  ours, 
should  profess,  just  now,  revolutionary  princi- 
ples. We  have  heard  of  his  case ;  he  seeks  to 
emulate  the  French  fanatics,  who  have  turned 
their  country,  God  wot,  into  a  moral  hell ;  and 
like  them,  too,  we  suppose,  he  would  kill  his  King." 

"  No,  your  Majesty,  no!"  gasped  Camilla; 
"  he  reveres  the  honoured  Monarch  of  this  land.'* 

'*  We  scarcely  believe  that.  However,  Mr. 
Pellew  has  had  good  friends  to  intercede  for  him ; 
Mr.  Burke  has  been  pleading  at  the  instance  of 
a  Mr.  Clive,  a  relative,  we  understand,  of  the 
late  respected  Lord  Eltham;  but  we  scarcely 
know  what  to  say  ;  we  would  be  merciful,  and 
yet  we  must  be  just.  We  pity  you  sincerely, 
and  sympathise  with  your  feelings  as  set  forth 
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in  your  petitioou  Xhe  offeoce  of  which  your 
husbaod  has  been  guilty  19  chiefly  agaiost  our- 
self,  iuasmuch  as,  the  leader  af  a  denecraUc 
society,  be  would  dethrone  his  SoyereigD,  aod 
destroy  the  Constitution  which  we  aire  bouad  to 
uphold.  It  is  therefore  our  especial  duty  to 
punish  his  crime,  and  also  our  especial  pr^oga^ 
tive,  if  we  so  think  fit,  to  pardcm  him." 

Camilla  pledged  her  poor  life,  of  but  little 
▼alue  it  is  true,  that  if  the  King's  demeDCf 
wefe  shown  to  her  unhappy  husband,  never 
again  should  he  engage  in  treasonable  practices ; 
and  indeed  Pellew,  worn  down  by  trials,  for  ber 
sake  had  promised  to  renounce  his  schemes,  and 
old  associates. 

The  King  asked  a  few  additional  questions^  and 
Camilla  was  dismissed  from  the  preaeace.  No 
assurance  had  been  given  ber  that  the  object  of 
ber  petition  was  granted ;  the  most  she  had  won 
was  her  own  liberty,  and  the  Monarch's  promise 
to  consider  of  the  case.  The  fate  of  Pellew,  theio* 
fere,  remained  in  entire  uncertainty. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

Some  days  had  passed  since  Camilla's  return 
from  Windsor,  and,  on  repeated  inquiries  at  the 
Prison^  she  found  that  no  order  for  Pellew's  re- 
Iwae,  or  for  a  commutation  of  his  sentence,  had 
been  received  by  the  authorities ;  coniequently, 
she  concluded  that  the  king  had  either  forgotten 
her  prayer,  or  justice  would  not  permit  him  to 
grant  it.  Old  Mr.  Pellew  himself  had  never 
eiitertmned  a  hope  that  his  son  would  be  par* 
doned  ;  and  even  in  Camilla's  breast,  the  dream 
of  such  a  happy  possibility  was  fading  away. 

The  day  had  arrived  when  the  convict  was  to 
be  removed  from  his  prison,  and,  in  company 
with  many  others,  placed  on  board  of  the  vessel 
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which  was  to  convey  him  for  ever  from  the  shores 
of  his  native  land. 

"  Father,  are  you  ready  ?»  said  Camilla  with 
a  desperate  effort  to  be  calm ;  "  the  clock  has 
struck  eighty  and  they  said  he  was  to  be  removed 
at  ten ;  we  shall  not  be  allowed  much  time  to~ 
take — our  leave  of  him." 

The  concluding  words  were  gasped  forth,  rather 
than  spoken,  and  she  hastily  put  on  her  ckak, 
drawing  her  veil  closely  over  her  face,  with  a 
view  to  conceal  her  emotions. 

''  I  canH  go ;"  said  the  old  man ;  ''  I  can't  say 
farewell  to  my  boy  ;  I'd  rather  stay  here  till  the 
ship  has  sailed,  and  all  is  over :"  and  he  sank 
into  a  chair,  burying  his  face  in  his  palms,  and 
remained  in  that  state  of  stupefisiction  which 
over-wrought  grief,  in  some  minds,  not  unfre- 
quently  produces.  Margery  stood  near  him,  for 
she,  also,  had  come  to  London ;  yet  the  severe 
notions  of  the  dame,  and  her  methodised  habits 
of  life,  enabled  her  to  support  the  calamity 
which  had  fallen  upon  them^  with  far  more  pati* 
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eace,  and  resignation,  than  either  her  husband, 
or  her  daughter. 

"  Now  Peter— Peter  Pellew  !"  she  cried, 
you  mustn't,  and  shan't  grieve  in  this  way ; 
niarry,  it's  for  you  I  mourn  as  much  as  my  son ; 
look  at  his  dear,  quiet,  resigned  wife  !  she  bears 
up  like  an  angel,  as  she  is.  Take  a  pattern  from 
her,  and  bow,  Peter,  to  the  will  of  Heaven." 

"  Ah  !  Margery,  'tis  very  well,  and  very  easy, 
to  talk  about  the  will  of  Heaven.  Camilla  quite 
resigned  is  she  1  1  know  better— -that  girl's  heart 
i«:  a-breaking,  for  all  she  seems  to  carry  it  so 
bravely ;  and  as  for  me,  I  shall  never  hold  up 
my  head  again  in  this  world." 

"  Now,  dear  Peter,  don't  say  so ;  when  you 
get  home  again,  and  follow  your  usual  work  on 
the  farm — " 

**  The  de'il  take  the  farm,  Margery,  I  say ! 
what's  the  use  of  the  farm  to  me,  now  I've  lost 
my  boy  1"  and  again  the  old  man  shook  his  grey 
locks,  and  refused  to  rise  from  the  chair. 

'^  Then  look  you,   Peter,"  said  his  helpmate 
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in  ratber  a  sharp  accent, ''  if  you  won't  go  to  bid 
good  bye  to  your  son  before  he  leaves  England, 
Camilla  and  I  shall  set  off  without  you." 

"  Father  you  must  accompany  us !"  urged 
Camilla,  struggling  with  her  tears  :  *'  recollect 
you  will  never  see  him  again.  I,  perhaps,  that 
is,  I  am  told,  after  some  years,  I  may  be  per- 
mitted to  join  him,  or  live  near  him,  in  his 
banishment — but  to  you  he  will  be  as  dead  !" 

"  Be  as  dead?  never  see  him  again  ? — never?" 
cried  old  Mr.  Pellew  springing  up,  as  if  for  the 
first  time  aware  of  that  fact.  "  I  am  wrong— I 
will  go — Where's  my  hat  1  where's  my  stick  T 
but  I  tremble  so,  Margery,  that  I  shall  be  forced 
to  lean  on  you.  Come  here,  Camilla,  on  the 
other  side — ^poor  lass  !  poor  lass !— now  don't 
sob ;  I  shan't  be  able  to  go  forward,  if  you  sob 
like  that  Heaven  bless  you  for  the  love  you've 
always  borne  my  unhappy  son !  and  I  hope,  one 
day,  your  tears  will  be  turned  into  smiles,  though 
I — ^never,  never  shall  smile  again !" 

The  three  proceeded  to  the  prison,  and  were 
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admitted  by  the  turnkey.  '  Their  late  freqaent 
visits  had  rendered  them  well  known,  and  they 
were  shewn  into  a  room  more  cheerful  than 
prison-apartments  commonly  are.  A  few  minutes 
elapsed,  during  which  the  father,  mother,  and 
wife,  endeavoured  to  fortify  themselves  for  the 
last  interview.  Old  Mr.  Pellew  had  sunk  on  an 
oak  settle,  supporting  his  agitated  frame  by 
placing  his  hands  on  his  knees.  Now  that  the 
moment  had  arrived,  a  faintness  oppressed  Ca- 
milla ;  her  boasted  fortitude  was  gone,  and  she 
leant  sof)bing  on  Margery's  shoulder. 

Presently  the  head-gaoler  made  his  appear- 
ance ;  he  was  a  kind-hearted  man>-a  man,  in 
spite  of  his  avocation,  with  all  the  finer  sensibi- 
lities and  humanities  warm  about  him.  He 
seemed  to  have  regarded  the  Pellews  with  more 
than  ordinary  interest.  In  a  countenance  usually 
moody,  and  rarely  disturbed  by  the  feelings 
passing  within,  a  remarkable  expression  was 
now  apparent;  his  lips  were  puckered  up  in 
glee,  his  broad  flat  cheeks  were  wreathed  with 
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smiles,  and  his  very  eyes  and  forehead  seemed 
to  laugh. 

"  Good  morning,  Mr.  Pellew ;  good  roomiiig, 
ladies ;"  said  the  man ;  "  happy  news,  and  no 
more  sorrowing  for  this  time.  You  hav'n't  heard 
of  it,  I  suppose." 

''  Heard  of  it,  sir  ?"  cried  Camilla  breathlessly ; 
"  heard  of  what  V* 

"  Happy  news?"  repeated  old  Mr.  Pellew, 
rising  from  the  bench,  and  steadying  himself  with 
his  staff;  "  is  then  my  son  dead  1  I'd  a  hundred 
times  rather  have  it  so,  than  he  should  pine, 
inch  by  inch,  in  his  irons,  in  a  far  off  countrj." 
"  He's  not  dead  yet,  however ;  but  here  comes 
the  Governor,  so  I've  no  more  to  say ;  he'll  tell 
you  all  about  it,  and  better  than  I  can.'*    The 
gaoler  stepped  back,  touching  his  hat  respect- 
fully, as  the  head  of  the  establishment  entered 
the  room.    The  gentleman,  who  was  attired  in 
black,  was  rather  small  in  person ;  he  wore  spec- 
tacles, and  his  manners,  though  subdued  and 
grave  even  to  melancholy,  were  invariably  cx)ur- 
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teous  and  urbane.  Like  a  good  pastor  who 
rejoices  over  the  conversion  uf  one  of  his  flock, 
the  Governor  of  that  prison  ever  experienced 
heart-felt  pleasure,  when  any  of  those  consigned 
to  his  keeping  were  acquitted  of  the  crimes  laid 
to  their  charge,  or  otherwise  pardoned  after 
condemnation.  He  approached  the  three,  holding 
in  his  hand  a  letter,  the  large  seal  of  which  had 
been  previously  broken  open. 

Although  his  smile  was  not  so  broad,  or  so 
jovial  as  the  gaoler's,  satisfaction  gloNved  in  every 
feature  of  his  face.  Before  he  uttered  a  word, 
he  shook  each  of  them  by  the  hand ;  the  eager 
eyes  of  Camilla,  and  the  good  old  yeoman,  were 
rivetted  upon  him,  for  now  indeed  hope  sprang 
up9  and  kindled  into  burning  life.  They  felt 
that  good — that  rapture  was  in  store  for  them. 

"  My  dear  friends,"  said  the  Governor,  par- 
tially resuming  his  accustomed  gravity,  "  you 
are  come,  no  doubt,  for  the  purpose  of  taking 
leave  of  Mr.  Pellew,  prior  to  his  quitting  the 
country." 

VOL  III.  N 
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It  had  beenacurioos  study  tonuirktlie  chang- 
ing  colov  of  Ccunilla's  cheek,  the  doubtful  mind 
yet  wavenng  between  happiness  and  agony. 
The  Governor  perceived  the  painfiil  emobons 
that  agitated  both  her  and  her  &ther : 

'*  No,  no !"  cried  the  good  man, ''  not  an  in- 
stant will  I  keep  you  in  suspense.  It  was  bat 
an  hour  ago  that  I  received  this  letter ;  it  ooines 
from  the  Secretary  of  State,  who  writes  by  order 
of  His  Majesty.  In  consideration  of  certain  facts 
made  known  to  ike  King,  His  Majesty  is  pleased 
to  grant  the  foayer  of  a  certain  petition  ]»esented, 
it  does  not  notify  by  whom.  The  sentence  that 
condemned  Mr.  Pellew  to  perpetual  banishment 
is  revoked ;  his  chief  offence  being  against  the 
Crown,  the  Crown  bestows  a  full  and  free  par- 
don; and  Mr.  Clive,  and  Mr.  Burke,  haying 
offered  themselves  as  sureties  for  his  future  good 
conduct,  he  is  from  this  hour  at  liberty — a  free 
manl" 

"  Paidoned  1  free  ?  free  ]"  ejaculated  old  Mr. 
Pellew,  clasping  his  hands,  and  lifting  his  ejes ; 
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"  God !  I  tbaak  thee  for  this !  thou  hast  not  left 
me  to  misery  in  my  old  years !" 

Camilla's  first  act,  being  scarcely  eonscious  of 
what  she  did,  was  to  fall  on  her  knees  before  the 
good  Governor;  amidst  streaming  tears,  and 
passionate  sobs,  she  invoked  every  blessing  on 
his  head,  esd  upon  the  bead  of  the  merciful 
King.  ''  But  where  is  he  ?  where  is  my  \m»^ 
band  V*  she  exclaimed ;  "  Oh,  if  be  is  really 
pardoned,  really  free,  why  is  he  not  here  V 

**  Madam,''  said  the  Governor,  "  so  little  time 
has  elapsed  since  the  arrival  of  the  Secretary's 
letter,  that  the  happy  intelligence  has  not  yet 
been  communicated  to  Mr.  Pellew.  The  pleasing 
task  can  be  performed  by  no  better  person  than 
his  wife ;  I  therefore  propose  that  we  immedi- 
ately repair  to  his  cell." 

The  little  party,  accordingly,  proceeded  to  the 
spot:  but  not  to  prolong  the  description  of  a 
scene  to  which  the  imagination,  not  language, 
may  do  adequate  justice,  we  need  only  state 
that  the  misery,  the  despair,  which  the  poor 

N  2 
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iamate  of  UioBe  dresry  walk  had  experienoed, 
were  in  intenaity  exceeded  by  tlie  opposite  pes- 
810118,  of  leviTed  bope,  and  ecatatic  joy.  The 
hnaband  and  wife  in  each  outer's  aims,  speechles, 

yet  speaking  in  rapture's  eloquent  language— 
sigfas  and  tears ;  the  parents  bending  over  tbem, 
and  the  generous  Groyemor  standing  near  witb 
OKHStened  eye — such  was  the  picture— and  mA, 
in  its  gushing  finidness,  its  tender  hotioeas,  we 
shall  leave  it 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

# 

**  Lady  Eltbam  is  at  home,  then ;"  said  the  Earl 
of  KeDmore,  as  he  mounted  to  the  drawiDg«roomi 
preceded  by  one  of  her  Ladyship's  footmen* 
And  there  stood  the  Scottish  Nobleman^his  eyes 
rolling  around  the  apartment,  and  exhibiting 
other  symptoms  of  extreme  perturbation.  In  a 
few  minutesi  Lady  Eltham,  in  one  of  her  gayest 
moods,  advanced  into  the  room. 

*^  My  lord,  I  am  rejoiced  to  see  you ;  come, 
I  suppose,  to  settle  matters  about  the  marriage  of 
the  young  people ;  no  more  negodations,  I  hope, 
witbL  the  lawyers ;  their  business  at  least  is  con** 
eluded.  My  son,  1  assure  you,  is  very  anxious 
for  the  arrival  of  the  day  on  which  he  will  have  the 
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great  honour  and  happiness  of  calling  you  hii 
father-in-law." 

"  Perhaps  he  is,  Madam,  perhaps  he  is;"  said 
the  Earl,  looking  stead&stlj  at  her  Ladyship. 

*'  Why,  my  Lord,  you  are  agitated;*!  trust 
nothing  has  happened  to  disturb  you ;  no  femily 
affliction — " 

•  "  Oh,  no  affliction  in  my  fisimily ;  the  questioii 
is  whether  there  be  not  an  affliction  in  your 
own.  Will  your  Ladyship  do  me  the  pleasure 
to  peruse  this  note  ?" 

The  old  Peer  presented  to  her  a  letter  which 
she  received  with  a  careless  smile ;  he  moved  a 
little  on  one  side,  and  scrutinized  her  from  be- 
tieath  his  bent  btost^.  He  Was  a  man  of  a  grasp- 
ing mercenary  spirit^  but,  for  his  station  in  life, 
was  n4edy.;  consequendy  the  immense  wealth 
of  young  Lord  Eltham)  the  half  of  which,  being 
entailed)  could  not  be  squandered  away,  rendered 
the  alliance  a  very  desirable  one.  As  Lady 
Eltham  perused  the  note^  the  colour  forsook  her 
dieek,    and  she  felt  those  tremors  whidi,  on 
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fiaciner  occasiaoa,  bad  shaken  her  inmost  soul. 
Her  strong  mind,  however,  enabled  her  speedi- 
ly to  triumph  over'  that  weakness,  and  she 
burst  into  loud  laughter,  as  she  returned  the  pa- 
per to  Lord  Kenmore. 

"  How  ridiculous !  how  immensely  absurd  I — 
and  can  your  Lordship  possibly  be  affected  by 
this  anonymous  epistle  from  some  pleasant,  but 
wicked  wag  ?" 

"  I  cannot  view  the  writing  in  the  same  light 
with  your  Ladyship.  The  expressions,  I  admit, 
perplex  me,  yet  they  have  an  earnestness,  and 
a  feeling  in  them,  totally  incompatible  with  a 
jest.  The  words  of  warning  sent  by  Sir  Henry 
Percy  to  Lord  Monteagle,  previously  to  the  pro- 
jected blowing  up  of  the  Houses  of  Parliament, 
were  enigmatical,  and  apparently  trifling  ;  and 
yet  they  saved  the  lives  of  half  the  Senators  of 
England.'' 

At  this  parallel  between  the  Gunpowder-*Plot 
letter,  and  the  present  epistle.  Lady  Eltham  re- 
newed her  laughter. 
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"  Pardon  me,  my  Lord,  bat  I  camiot  help  mj 
merriment  Why,  what  does  this  senseless  squib 
amount  to  ! — ^here's  a  letter  to  Lord  Kenmore, 
coming  no  person  knows  from  whence,  and  writ* 
ten  no  person  knows  by  whom.  Had  your  cor- 
respondent been  honest,  he  would  at  least  have 
signed  his  name.  Let  me  see ;  I  will  read  the 
concluding  words  again,  for  they,  if  I  mistake 
not,  contain  the  pith  of  the  matter. — '  It  is  from 
no  vindictive  feeling,  as  regards  your  Lordship, 
or  the  noble  family  with  which  you  are  about  to 
connect  your  own,  that  I  have  addressed  to  700 
these  lines.  I  have  no  interests  to  serve  by  op- 
posing the  union  ;  no  desire  to  inflict  mortifica- 
tion ;  indeed,  were  I  brimful  of  revenge,  I  should 
remain  silent.  I  candidly  confess,  that  the  Earl 
of  Kenmore  has  made  me  his  enemy ;  and  yet, 
being  conscious  of  his  family  pride,  and  his  sen- 
sitive feelings  of  honour,  I  would  spare  him  a 
shock  that  might  derange  his  intellect,  or  send 
him  to  a  premature  grave.  Knowing  what  I  do, 
I  should  not  be  a  conscientious,  or  an  honest  man, 
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if  I  forbore  apprising  a  father  of  the  danger  which 
impended  over  his  only  child — a  danger  neither 
he  nor  she  can  now  behold.  Once  morei  I  adjure 
your  Lordship  to  delay  the  marriage  of  your 
daughter  for  a  fortnight— even  for  a  week ;  at 
the  expiration  of  that  time,  if  nothing  tran8pires> 
the  threatened  evil  is  at  an  end.'  " 

"  What  an  adept  at  creating  a  nice  little 
alarm  !  what  a  clever  mysterious  romancer  this 
correspondent  of  your's  is,  my  Lord ! — ^ha  I  ha ! 
I  must  have  one  good  laugh  more — the  gravity 
of  the  idiotic  writer  tickles  my  fancy  so  ex- 
cessively.'' 

But  there  was  an  unnatural  exhilaration  in 
the  lady's  manner,  a  torture  in  her  very  mirths 
which  the  astute  Earl  failed  not  to  observe. 

"  Whatever  your  opinion  may  be,  my  dear 
Lady  Eltham,  I  cannot  disguise  from  you  the 
fact,  that  the  contents  of  this  letter  cause  me 
great  uneasiness ;  so  much  so,  that  the  marriage 
fixed  to  take  place  in  a  few  days,  I  must  desire 
imd  beg,  as  a  great  favour,  may  be  deferred 

V  5 
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until  tlie  period  specified — ^nasiely,  a  foitnigliL* 

"  Is  it  possible  ?  will  a  vagae  iouendo  fiom 
some  impudent  mischief-maker  succeed  in  dis- 
arranging ail  our  plans  ? — " 

"  Perhaps  you  are  right  in  treating  the  whole 
aflhir  as  a  jest ;  and  I  sincerely  hope  I  may  be 
wrong  in  the  view  I  take  of  it.  I  confess  do- 
thing  pleases  me  more  than  the  proposed  alli- 
aooe  with  your  noble  house." 

"  Thank  you,  my  Lord  ;"  said  Lady  Eltham, 
reisiBg  her  head  rather  proudly ;  ''  of  course, 
my  Lord,  ancient  and  honourable  as  your  family 
is,  my  son  does  not  consider  you  stoop  to  him, 
my  Lord — or  that  all  the  advantage  is  on  our 
side,  my  Lord-^ndeed  seventy  thousand  s- 
year — " 

''  Stay !  stay !  dear  Lady  Eltham  ;  although 
your  son  has  run  through  more  of  his  fine  pro- 
perty  already,  than  he  ought  to  have  done,  let 
us  not  t|narrel !  t  have  the  most  Mendly,  I  may 
say  affectionate  feeling  for  you,  and  every  mem- 
ber of  your  family." 
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Lady  Eltham  extended  to  the  Scottish  Peer 
her  hand,  which  he  shook  politely,  but  not  with 
the  wannth  of  genuine  friendship. 

"  Well,  Kenmore,  the  marriage  shall  certainly 
be  postponed,  since  you  desire  it.  '  A  fortnight 
and  the  threatened  evil  will  be  at  an  end  !'*-4ia ! 
ha !  how  much  this  vaticination  resembles  some 
shrewd  '  gipsey's  warning !'  but  I  place  no  faith 
in  wandering  Copt,  or  anonymous  prophet.'' 

"  Nor  I  either ;  and  now  the  best  understand- 
ing existing  between  us,  I  have  the  honour  of 
wishing  your  Ladyship  a  very  good  day." 

As  a  party  closely  connected  with  Lady  El- 
tham, it  will  be  necessary,  in  this  place,  to  glance 
at  Churchill.  He  had  taken  a  house  in  one  of 
the  most  fashionable  localities  in  London;  his  esta- 
blishment, as  regarded  horses,  carriages,  and  ser- 
vants, was  complete  in  all  its  appointments. 
His  t^ble  was  frequented  by  sporting  characters ; 
his  general  good  humour,  his  politeness,  and — 
strange  element  in  the  compound  of  such  a  cha- 
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racter — ^his  love  of  letters,  attached  also  di^ 
literati  to  his  petiU^Moupen. 

*'  It  was  about  mid-day,  and  the  Epicurean, 
in  the  sensual  significatbn  of  the  word,  was 
lounging  on  his  so&;    his  breakfieist  had  been 

4 

removed,  and  the  papers  skimmed.  One  of  his 
foibles  was  a  love  of  fine  apparel ;  and  his  costly 
morning  robe,  rich  brocaded  vest,  and  purple 
slippers,  with  the  diamond  ring  that  flashed  on 
bis  hand,  and  the  massy  chain  of  gold  gleaming 
across  his  breast,  were  worthy  of  one  of  those 
Toluptuous  Roman  Patricians,  who  under  a  Neru, 
or  a  Tiberius,  forgetting  all  their  ancient  hardi- 
hood, preferred  the  bath  to  the  battle-field,  and 
the  smiles  of  a  favourite  slave,  to  the  duties  of  the 
Senate-house. 

Churchill  held  a  volume  in  his  hand  ;  it  was 
his  worshipped,  and  never-tihng  Lucretius. 
Why  did  he  cling  to  a  philosophy  fraught  with 
gloom  the  most  depressing! — ^he  knew  that  he 
could  not  carry  beyond  the  Stygian  shore  lusill- 
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gotten  gold,  or  his  pleasures ;  and  since  he  was 
aware  that  his  deeds,  through  a  long  life,  had 
been  evil,  he  would  wish  to  believe,  when  he 
should  *'  shufBe  off  this  mortal  coil,"  that  his 
soul  would  not  wither  beneath  the  frown  of  an 
avenging  God,  but  sleep  with  the  animi  of  other 
animals,  in  the  bosom  of  the  eternal  mother-^ 
oblivion ! 

Churchill  flattered  himself  that  the  remainder 
of  his  days  would  be  spent  in  affluence  and  ease. 
If  war  had  not  broken  out  between  England  and 
France,  he  would  have  retired  to  Paris,  the  en- 
joyments of  that  City  being  more  congenial  with 
his  taste,  than  those  to  be  obtained  in  the  duller 
atmosphere  of  London.  As  it  was,  he  resolved 
to  make  the  most  of  his  position.  He  considered 
himself  perfectly  safe ;  that  the  secret  existing 
between  him  and  Lady  Eltham,  could  never 
transpire ;  and  not  to  impugn  his  sagacity,  we 
may  observe  that  he  did  not  altogether  know 
the  extent  of  the  danger  to  which  he  was  exposed. 
Lady  Eltham  had  not  informed  him  of  her  double 
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marriage  with  the  late  Visooant,  considering  it 
prudent  to  keep  that  drcumstance  from  his  know- 
ledge ;  consequently,  gince  she  had  been  wedded 
in  London  in  the  name  of  Lydia  Scott,  Chmdxill 
belieyed  it  utterly  impossible  that  any  diain  of 
evidence  could  be  adduced,  proving  her  to  have 
been  Mrs.  Singleton.  The  positive  are  more 
frequently  deceived,  perhaps,  than  they  who 
doubt  Little  was  he  aware  of  the  docomoit 
which  Isaac  Hatfield  had  found  in  the  comer  of 
the  mouldering  portmanteau;  and  that  at  the 
very  moment  he  lounged  on  his  80&,  surrounded 
by  splendour  and  luxury,  the  same  old  man,  like 
a  stealthy  pioneer,  was  undermining  his  strong 
fortress. 

The  door  of  the  room  was  opened,  and  a  servant 
entered.  He  delivered  to  his  master  anute; 
Churchill  languidly  broke  the  seal,  and  as  the 
roan  retired,  read  what  follows  : 

"  Dear  Reginald, 

*'  Come  instantly — I  am  now  at  the 
house  of  my  son  :  something  extraordinary  has 
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happened :  we  must  consult  together^  or  a  fearful 
storm  may  burst  upon  us.  Lose  not  a  moment 
in  hastening  to  me. 

Your's  truly, 

L." 

*'  Pshaw !  how  nervously  apprehensive  the 
woman  is!"  said  Churchill  to  himself,  slowly 
crushing  the  note  in  his  hand,  and  then  throwing 
it  into  the  fire.  "  Some  wink  of  her  footman,  or 
shake  of  Doctor  Bushby*s  portentous  head,  I 
suppose,  has  caused  her  this  alarm.  Her  fears, 
and  fancies,  annoy  me  excessively ;  however, 
1  will  go— that  is,  by  and  bye.* 

He  called  for  wine,  and  drank  a  few  glasses, 
while  he  continued  perusing  his  book:  His  valet 
was  then  had  in  requisition,  and  having  been 
powdered,  laced^  and  coated,  he  stepped  with 
his  cane  in  his  hand  down  the  staircase  of  his 
house. 

"  What  do  these  men  want!"  asked  Churchill 
of  his  servants,  as  he  walked  into  the  hall. 

"  They  are  anxious  to  see  you,  Sir,  on  parti- 
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cular  business  ;"  said  the  Butler ;  "  they've  only 
this  instant  entered  the  house." 

The  elder  man  of  the  two  advanced  a  few 
steps,  so  as  to  place  his  person  between  Churchill 
and  the  door. 

"  I  believe  I  address  Mr.  Churchill.'* 

"  Certainly-*— that  is  my  name." 

Isaac  Hatfield,  for  he  it  was,  turned  to  lus 
companion,  and  made  a  sign,  which  the  latter 
seemed  perfectly  to  understand. 

''  Pardon  me.  Sir,"  said  the  man ;  ''  but  I 
must  do  my  duty.  Mr.  Churchill,  otherwise 
Colonel  Singleton,  I've  orders  to  take  you  into 
custody — you're  my  prisoner !" 

This  came  upon  Churchill  like  a  clap  of  thun- 
der; but  he  had  a  spirit  for  all  emergencies; 
a  start — a  momentary  freezing  of  the  blood,  and 
he  was  again  himself." 

''What  mummery?  what  vile  nonsense  is 
all  this  V*  he  cried,  laughing  aloud.  "  Ha ! 
these  wags  I  entertained  last  night,  are  at  some 
ridiculous  farce,  I  dare  swear.    Come,  go,  my 
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men ;  Plays  are  better  on,  than  off.  the  Stage ; 
that's  enough — ^here's  a  guinea  for  you.'' 

"  Sir  1"  said  old  Isaac ;  "  it's  no  farce  I  assure 
you," 

"  I  tell  yoU|  Mr.  Churchill,"  repeated  the 
Constablei  *'  you're  my  prisoner!  and  I've  in- 
structions to  take  you  to  the  Magistrate.** 

''  This  is  pushing  the  joke  rather  too  far,  I 
must  say;  however,  I  will  be  even  with  my 
friends  before  long. — Fellows !"  he  said,  turning 
to  his  servants,  "  T  dine  out  to-day.  Now,  my 
fine  Comedy-actors,  let  us  to  the  Magistrate,  ha ! 
ha!— a  capital  jest,  truly — ^to  the  Magistrate-* 
ha!  ha!  ha!" 
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CHAPTER  XXIL 

"  In P086IBLB !  you  are  misinfonned.  Hector !" 
said  Lady  Eltham,  her  hand  on  ber  son's  anoi 
and  every  feature  distorted  by  tbe  violence  of 
ber  agitation.  **  Cburchill  under  arrest  ?  who 
dares  to  arrest  bimi  of  what  do  they  accuse 
him  1  Now  indeed  the  black  hour  is  coming ;  tbe 
horrors  of  our  situation  are  gathering  around  us!" 

"  Our  only  hope  rests  on  the  fidelity  of 
Churchill ;"  observed  tbe  young  Viscount.  "  If 
he  desert  our  cause,  ruin  is  inevitable." 

"  Talk  not  of  ruin !  the  very  thoughts  of  dis- 
covery makes  my  brain  whirl.  What!  shall 
my  name  be  branded  ?  my  title  snatched  from 
me  ?  and  you — Oh !  this  man  ! — fool,  fool,  that  I 
was  to  leave  his  fate  in  your  hands !  I  might 
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have  done  it  myself :  poison — ay,  that  night  at 
the  Hall^  I  might  have  mingled  the  draught,  and 
procured  peace.  But  it  is  too  late  now — too 
later 

She  supported  herself  by  leaning  against  a 
cabinet.  Her  son  could  address  to  her  no  words 
of  hope,  or  consolation ;  he  only  stood  by,  utter* 
ing  imprecations  on  their  evil  fortune,  and  ana- 
thematizing Churchill  and  Clive. 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  Library-door ;  Lady 
Eltham  started  into  consciousness,  and  quickly 
gained  her  self-possession. 

Minda  timidly  entered.  **  You  may  think  it 
strange,"  she  said,  addressing  her  mother ;  "  but 
Mr.  Clive  has  this  moment  called,  and  wishes 
much  to  see  you  and  Hector." 

"  Clive  ]''  exclaimed  the  Viscountess  proudly; 
'*  strange  indeed  that  he  should  dare  to  enter 
this  house;  what  wants  the  presumptuous 
puppy  r 

"  I  have  not  the  slightest  idea." 

*'  You   speak  an    untruth,"    said  the  step«> 
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mother ;  ''  you  are  in  league  with  our  enemy^ 
quit  my  sight !  and  as  for  Clive,  we  shall  sol 
see  him." 

Minda,  half  in  tears,  prayed  Lady  Eltham  to 
accede  to  her  nephew's  request ;  he  had  assured 
her  that  his  business  was  of  pressing  moment, 
and  related  only  to  Hector  and  herselC 

*'  Pshaw !  a  mere  subterfuge  of  his ;  I  suppose 
he  wantp  money ;  well,  every  family  must  have 
its  needy  relations — the  fellow  may  come  to  the 
Library.* 

Very  peculiar  were  the  feelings  with  which 
Lady  Eltham  regarded  Clive,  as  he  stood  before 
her;  hatred  and  fear,  however,  predominated: 
the  former  she  by  no  means  wished  to  mask,  bat 
the  latter  she  veiled,  and  that  successfully,  by  an 
air  of  scornful  pride,  and  haughty  superiority. 
The  manner  of  Clive  was  hesitating,  depressed, 
and  even  sorrowful.  He  looked  little  like  a  man 
who  had  cause  to  smart  under  wrongs. 

"  I  know.  Lady  Eltham,  that  my  presence  is 
as  unexpected  as  it  is  unwelcome ;  nor  would  I 
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have  introduced  myself  into  your  son's  house,  if 
a  matter  of  importance  had  not  render^  it  neces- 
sary. I  wish  to'assare  you,  that  I  harbour  no  re- 
sentful feelings — ^that  I  bury  the  past  in  ob- 
livion." 

''  Now,  what  does  all  this  fine  preamble 
mean  1  explain  yourself  at  once,  Sir/' 

"  Had  I  wished  to  humble  or  crush  those  who, 
by  every  act  in  their  power,  have  endeavoured 
to  make  me  their  enemy,  I  should  not  be  here 
now.  But  my  object  is,  if  possible,  to  spare 
you  mortification,  and  to  make  an  arrangement 
with  Lord  Eltham,  so  that  his  high  expecta- 
tions, and  prospects  in  life,  shall  not  be  entirely 
blighted." 

''  You  speak  in  riddles :  so  our  penniless, 
garret-dwelling  relative  is,  all  at  once,  turned 
our  Patron;  ha!  ha!" 

"  You  had  better  leave  my  house  immediate- 
ly. Sir !"  cried  the  young  Peer,  drawing  himself 
up,  and  evidently  preparing  to  carry  out  his  old 
system  of  "  bullying.* 
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"  AUow  me,  my  Lord,  to  remain  a  few  mi- 
nutes longer  ;'*  said  Cli ve,  firmly ;  *'  perhaps, 
you  are  aware,  that  the  gentlemkn  to  whom  you 
have  sacrificed  so  much  property — properQr  lost, 
the  world  believes,  at  the  gaming-table — is  now 
in  custody." 

"  Yes,"  said  Lord  Eltbam,  in  a  sfammering 
and  confused  manner ;  "  but  the  man  is  notliing 
to  me ;  I  play  with  him  no  more." 

*'  This  Churchill,  as  he  calls  himself,  is  tbe 
person  who  shot  my  father  in  a  duel ;  I  have 
long  known  him  to  be  Colonel  Singleton.  Lady 
Eltham,  I  am  in  possession  of  facts  which  will 
prove  ibis  gentleman  to  have  been — Madam,  I 
would  spare  you,  but  your  conduct  compels  me 
to  speak  plainly.'* — ^Lady  Eltham  drew  back  a 
few  steps,  het  cheek  changing  from  crimscm  to  a 
deadly  white.  Clive  proceeded  in  an  agitated, 
and  under  tone  of  voice :  "  this  gentleman.  Ma- 
dam, prior  to  your  marriage  with  Lord  Eltham — 
was — ^your  husband  !" 

"  This  is  infamous !  what  foul  story  have  you 
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ioTented?  what  conspiracy  have  you  formed? 
Villain!  ambition  urges  you  to  the  diabolical 
act ;  but  I  shall  not  be  slow  to  avail  myself  of 
the  redress  which  the  law  gives,  and  prosecute 
you  for  this  most  horrible  calumny." 

The  flush  of  a  counterfeit  indignation  over- 
spread her  features ;  Lady  Eltham,  indeed,  per- 
formed her  part  well,  but  she  was  lamentably 
seconded  by  her  imbecile  son. 

"  Alas !  Madam/'  said  Clive,  ''  I  cannot  be- 
lieve you  ignorant  of  all  that  I  know ;  yet  I  do 

» 
not  charge  you  with  having  deceived  my  Ute 

Uncle ;  you  yourself  were  deceived,  inasmuch 

as  yon  fully  imagined  Colonel  Singleton  to  have 

been  dead." 

"  Fellow !  if  I  stoop  to  reason  on  the  question, 
I  defy  you  to  prove  either  that  Churchill  -is  Sin« 
gleton,  or  that  Singleton  was  my  husband  !*' 

"  The  proofs  of  all  this  I  would  not  bring ;  I 
would  rather  appeal  to  your  knowledge  of  the 
facts.  My  sole  motive  in  calling  on  you  is  to 
propose  a  private  arrangement.  1  am  compel* 
led,  Madam,  to  assert  my  claim  to  the  title  of 
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my  Uncle ;  I  would  spare  you  and  your'6  tbe 
mortification  which  would  attend  public  pro- 
ceedings. Lady  Eltham,  you  hare  your  join- 
ture secured  to  you  for  life;  and  to  you,  my 
Lord,  although  the  law  does  not  call  upon  me  to 
make  any  such  concession,  I  am  willing  to  assign 
over  one  third  of  the  whole  property." 

The  young  man  seemed  utterly  at  a  loss  how 
to  act.,  beating  the  ground  with  his  foot,  and 
playing  with  his  moustache ;  he  looked  at  his 
mother,  as  if  expecting  her  reply  to  Olive's  pro- 
position, and  that  reply  was  shortly  given. 

"  You  are  compelled,  you  say,  to  assume  the 
title ;  you  propose  to  give  my  son  one  third  of 
the  property— our  answer  is — ^prove  your  right ! 
your  threats,  your  falsehoods,  alarm  us  not — 
begone !  and  take  our  scorn  for  your  offer,  and 
our  defiance  for  your  machinations  !* 

Clive,  with  a  heavy  heart,  quitted  the  man- 
sion of  the  mother  and  son,  who  thus  rejected  an 
overture,  that  perhaps,  few  other  men,  simikriy 
circumstanced,  would  have  had  the  Ubeiality  to 
make. 
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CHAPTER  XXIIL 

Clive  rose  from  his  chair  as  the  proud  and  ve- 
nerable Earl  of  Kenmore  entered  his  little  room 
in  Staple-Inn.  The  5^cottish  Peer  had  approved 
of  his  daughter's  resolution,  as  regarded  the  dis- 
missal of  her  old  lover ;  but  now  that  the  dis- 
carded man  was  likely  to  occupy  the  position  of 
Lord  Eltham's  son,  his  sentiments  and  behaviour 
(Oh !  despicable  clinging  to  the  rags  and  tinsel 
of  pelf  and  worldly  honour !)  were  about  to  un- 
dergo a  complete  revolution. 

Lord  Kenmore  bowed  with  evident  deference 
and  respect  to  him  whom,  but  a  few  weeks  pre- 
viously, he  would  have  spurned  as  the  clod  be- 
neath his  feet.  Clive,  however,  had  pride  and 
discernment  enough  to  see  through  the  flimsy 
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▼eil  cMt  oyer  his  actions,  and  be  leturned  hissa- 
lutatiiNi  with  coldness  and  oDdisguised  haateor. 

**  My  dear  Mr.  Clive,  what  is  all  this  I  hear! 
most  strange,  indeed,  if  it  be  tme.  You  cannot 
bat  be  aware  how  deeply  interested  I  am  in  the 
qnestioQ  between  yoa  and  my  esteemed  friends. 
Lady  Ehham  and  her  son.  My  feelings  as  a 
&ther,  whose  only  child  is  about  to  be  allied  to 
the  elder  branch  of  your  family,  will,  1  hope, 
fully  warrant  and  excuse  my  thus  addressing  yoa." 

Cliye  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  speaker,  hot  re- 
mained silent. 

"  A  letter  which  I  received  a  short  time  since, 
first  awakened  my  suspicions,  and  rendered  me 
extremely  uneasy ;  I  would  give  mudi  to  know 
the  writer  of  it** 

''  My*  Lord,  I  wiU  be  candid  ;  I  at  once  admit 
that  this  letter  was  addressed  to  jrou  by  myself." 

"  By  you,  Mr.  Clive  ?  then  allow  me  to  say.  I 
consider  myself  under  a  deep  obligation ;  should 
matters  have  the  termination  you  seem  to  antici- 
pate, you  will  have  saved  me  from  a  bfew  that 
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would  have  crushed  me  in  my  old  years." 

"  Silence  might  have  ensured  me  revenge, 
my  Lord ;  yet,  while  you  are  an  enemy — " 

"  An  enemy  ?  do  not  regard  me  in  that  light ; 
I  was  never  your  enemy ;  nor  was  Gertrude  ever 
your  enemy,  depend  on  it.  But  hark  you,  Mr. 
Clive ;  from  a  regard  to  the  feelings  of  your  Aunt 
and  Lord  Eltham,  I  ardently  pray  that  this  affair 
may  not  be  made  public ;  that  is,  provided  your 
suspicions  should  prove  groundless.  On  the 
other  hand,  if  your  story  turn  out  to  be  correct, 
publicity  must,  of  course,  be  the  consequence. 
Now  from  these  considerations,  I  have  prevailed 
on  Lady  Eltham  and  her  son,  together  with  this 
man  Churchill,  who  is  again  at  large  upon  bail, 
to  meet  at  my  house  in  Whitehall,  to-morrow, 
precisely  at  twelve.  Will  you,  and  the  person, 
or  persons,  who  have  assisted  in  making  the  al- 
leged discovery,  likewise  attend  1" 

"  With  the  greatest  pleasure,  my  Lord ;  and 
I  rejoice  at  the  arrangement  you  have  made. 
Better  a  private  than  a  public  examination  ;  for 

o  2 
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you  must  permit  me  to  share  in  the  feelings  you 
express,  when  you  acknowledge  yourself  desirous 
to  shield  Lady  Eltham  and  her  son  from  the 
scrutiny  of  the  inquisitive,  and  tlie  stare  of  the 
idle — things  never  to  be  escaped  in  a  public 
Court  of  Justice.** 


It  was  a  large  apartment  in  Lord  Kenmore's 
old  mansion  in  Whitehall ;  the  draperies  were 
rich,  but  time -faded ;  the  furniture  was  antique ; 
and  on  the  walls,  betokening  the  owner's  ances- 
tral pride,  were  hung  portraits  of  the  members  of 
his  family  who  flourished  centuries  ago. 

The  conference,  as  hmted,  was  to  be  strictly 
private.  The  Earl  occupied  a  large  quaintly- 
carved  chair  at  the  head  of  the  table ;  and,  by 
tacit  consent,  he  seemed  to  be  regarded  as  tke 
umpire  between  the  contending  parties.  Ladv 
Eltham  sat  near  him,  erect,  and  apparently  caiin; 
the  indignation  which  she  might  be  supposed  to 
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feel,  being  checked  and  tempered  by  strong  pride, 
and  natural  dignity.  Lord  Eltham,  whose  per- 
son and  bearing  were  at  no  time  in  his  favour, 
was  a  singular  object — a  pitiable  spectacle  of 
rage,  impatience,  dismay,  and  fear ;  one  moment 
he  started  from  his  chair,  and  then  sank  trem- 
blingly into  it ;  now  he  accused  the  Earl  of  Ken- 
more  of  giving  credence  to  a  lie,  and  now  hurled 
defiance  at  his  enemies. 

Churchill,  with  perfect  nonchalance,  and  a 
self-satisfied  smile  on  his  face,  was  watching  the 
proceedings.  The  question,  in  reality  of  such 
vital  importance  to  him,  and  others  present,  he 
treated  as  a  trifling  e very-day  affair ;  he  looked 
encouragingly  at  Lady  Eltham,  coquetted  with 
his  gold  eye-glass,  and  took  snuff. 

Clive  was  stationed  at  the  bottom  of  the  table. 
Whatever  reluctance  he  might  feel  in  alluding  to 
events  of  past  daj's,  particularly  as  connected 
with  his  Father,  it  was  now  a  matter  of  absolute 
necessity  to  proceed  with  what  he  had  under- 
,  taken.     Although  firm,  he  was  mild,  and  his  ex- 
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pressions  were  respectful.  Bat  behind  his  chair 
stood  Isaac,  the  impersonatioii  of  eagemefls.  the 
embodied  spirit  of  exultation.  The  youth  he  had 
so  fondly  watched  over,  and  whom  his  late  mas- 
ter loved,  was  about,  as  he  thought,  to  inheiit 
the  honours  of  "  the  family/'  and  restore  its 
ancient  dignity;  and  this  conviction  filled  his 
old  heart  with  a  rapture  that  had  not  words. 

We  have  no  intention  to  record  all  that  passed 
at  this  private  meeting ;  the  numerous  quesdons 
pot,  and  the  answers  given,  statements  and  coun- 
ter-statements, angry  retorts,  and  pamonate  ac- 
cusations, would  cast  no  further  light  on  those 
points  which  are  already  familiar  to  the  reader. 
We  therefore  pass  on  to  the  two  principal  al- 
leged hcts,  as  set  forth  by  Clive ;  namely,  that 
Oiuidiill  was  the  Colonel  Singleton  who  had 
doped  with  his  mother ;  and  that  Lady  Eltham 
tftd  been  Singleton's  wife,  previously  to  her  unioa 
widi  tk  late  Yisoovmt. 

OnrcUn,  as  may  be  presumed,  gave  an  un- 
qpmJiied  oowlradicriop  to  both  statements;  and 
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Lady  Eltham  defied  her  accuser  to  prove  that  his 
assertions  were  any  other  than  malicious  false- 
hoods. 

Isaac  seemed  chiefly  thunderstruck  at  their 
cool  denial  of  what,  he  was  well  aware,  the  par- 
ties themselves  knew  to  be  positive  truths.  But 
the  old  man's  testimony,  as  well  as  Olive's,  to- 
gether with  a  paper  written  by  the  mother  of  the 
latter  on  her  death-bed,  and  witnessed  by  a  Ma- 
gistrate, soon  settled  the  first  question  beyond 
dispute. 

Churchill,  then,  was  Singleton.  Lord  Ken- 
more,  who  still  devoutly  wished  Lady  Eltham  to 
triumph,  grew  more  nervous  and  agitated ;  and 
he  gazed  on  his  son-in«law  elect  with  a  mistrust* 
fill  countenance.  In  truth,  the  worldly  man  was 
balancing  probabilities,  and  quite  at  a  loss  to  de- 
termine which  of  the  rivals  it  would  be  politic  in 
him  to  defend  and  court 

Churchill  remained  passive  and  unmoved; 
Lady  Eltham  shrouded  her  feelings  behind  the 
veil  of  indignant  pride ;  but  every  moment  the 


296  THE  EVENTFUL  EPOCH  ; 

intensity  of  Isaac's  eagerness  seemed  to  increase ; 
he  twitched  his  wig,  buttoned  and  nnbattoned  his 
large  flowered  waistcoat,  while  the  perspiration 
stood  not  only  on  his  forehead,  but  bedewed  his 
rosy  honest  cheeks. 

"  And  now,  Mr.  Clive/'  said  Churchill,  or  the 
unmasked  Singleton,  in  his  bland  quiet  tones, 
"  perhaps  you  will  have  the  kindness  to  acquaint 
Lord  Kenmore  in  what  particular  form,  or  man- 
ner, I  can  be  the  husband  of  Lady  Eitham ;  since, 
if  I  am  not  wrongly  informed,  that  honourable  in- 
dividual was  named  Scott,  before  her  marriage 
with  the  noble  Viscount.  In  short,  I  rather  ex- 
pect the  Register  of  St  George's,  Hanover- 
Square,  will  carry  more  weight  and  conviction  in 
a  Court  of  Justice,  than  the  most  positive  asser- 
tions of  a  gentleman  however  honest — that  is  in 
appearance — ^he  may  be/' 

This  taunting  language  did  not  cause  Clive  to 
lose  his  temper ;  his  words  were  uttered  in  a  low, 
but  distinct  voice,  and  his  eyes  were  fixed  ot 
Lady  Eitham. 
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*'  I  entered  on  this  business/'  he  said,  **  with 
reluctance,  and  pursue  it  with  pain ;  but  possess- 
ing the  knowledge  of  certain  facts  which  have 
recently  come  to  light,  I  should  be  violating  the 
laws  if  I  were  to  stay  proceedings,  or  remain  si- 
lent. I  have  here  a  copy  of  the  Register  in  the 
Church  of  St.  George's,  Hanover-Square,  in 
which  Lord  Eltham  espouses  Lydia  Scott^  spin- 
ster ;  and  here,  bearing  date  exactly  two  months 
after,  is  the  copy  from  another  Register,  in  the 
obscure  parish  church  of — '* 

"  It  is  an  infamous  fabrication !"  interrupted 
young  Lord  Eltham,  starting  up,  and  fiercely 
menadtig  the  speaker  ;  thus  losing  sight,  in  his 
passion,  of  the  part  it  behoved  him  to  act.  Lady 
Eltham,  who  had  known  nothing  of  the  discove- 
ry which  Clive  had  made,  bore  up  against  the 
shock  for  a  few  minutes,  with  the  firmness  cha- 
racteristic of  her  nature ;  yet  she  was  observed 
to  breathe  hard,  and  grasp,  with  trembling  hand, 
tl)e  arm  of  her  chair. 

o  5 
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**  Allow  Mr.  Clive  to  speak,  my  Lord,**  said 
the  Earl  of  Kemnore. 

And  Clive  named  the  church  in  Norfolk, 
where  he  had  found  the  Register-entry  of  the 
second  marriage  between  Lord  Eltham  and  Ly- 
dia  Singleton,  widow ;  a  marriage  that  had  been 
solemnized  with  a  view  to  render  the  connexion 
legal,  but  which,  from  the  course  events  had  taken, 
had  completely  defeated  the  purpose  intended. 

Great  was  the  astoni^^hment  of  Lord  Kenii.ore, 
and  scarcely  less  surprise  seemed  to  affect  the 
apathetic  Churchill. 

"  Madam !"  cried  the  latter ;  "  this  is  extra- 
ordinary ;  I  do  not  understand  it;  you  never  in- 
formed me  of  this !" 

Lady  Eltham  rose,  with  quivering  lip,  and 
flashing  ^yes!  she  might  be  driven  to  her  la^t 
resource,  yet  her  spirit  was  too  obstinately  bold, 
and  proudly  determined,  to  yield,  while  the 
remotest  chance  of  success  remained. 

"  My  Lord,"  she  said,  addressing  the  Earl, 
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**  I  grant  it  would  be  useless  for  me  to  xnaintaiD, 
that  Lydia  Scott  and  Lydia  Singleton  are  diflbr- 
ent  persons.  My  real  name  was  Singleton,  but 
for  reasons  I  need  not  state,  Lord  Eltham  and  my- 
self wished  that  name  to  be  kept  secret  from  the 
public:  what  then!  I  was  a  widow;  but  there 
are  other  Singletons  in  the  world ;  I  was  never 
the  wife  of  yonder  man :  I  defy  that  abhorred 
and  cunning  liar,  Mr.  Clive.  to  prove  this — I 
defy  you  all!" 

She  gazed  triumphantly  around ;  and  her  son, 
who  had  shrunk  back  in  despair,  seemed  sudden- 
ly animated  by  her  spirit.  Lord  Kenmore  looked 
doubtingly  at  Clive ;  but  the  pause  of  suspense 
was  broken  by  Churchill,  who,  in  truth,  for  some 
time  had  been  vacillating  between  two  modes 
of  action. 

"  Perhaps  I  can  explain  here — ^perhaps  I  can 
spare  all  further  trouble ;  in  fact  I,  for  one,  am 
not  desirous  that  the  case  should  go  into  a  Court 
of  Law.  This  is  a  world  of  ups  and  downs, 
gentlemen ;  we  are  all  fighting  for  a  prize ;  but 
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when  the  prize  cannot  be  won»  the  man  of  sense 
will  not  torture  his  spirit  to  no  purpose,  but  yield 
with  a  good  grace  to  his  more  successful  compe- 
titor. I  believe,  my  Lord,  that  Lady  Eltham  htt 
an  annuity  of  some  four  thousand  pounds  a-year, 
and  which,  from  a  peculiar  clause  in  the  Will, 
whether  she  be  mistress  or  wife,  must  be  enjoyed 
by  her  so  long  as  she  lives." 

''  Such  I  apprehend  to  be  the  case ;"  answoed 
the  Earl. 

**  Exactly — a  very  comfortable  provision  for 
her  and  hers :"  continued  Churchill.  "  At  all 
events,  where  my  wife  and  her  substance  are, 
there  my  haunting  shadow  shaU  be.  So — how 
stand  matters  ? — ^Lydia,  I  fear  it  is  all  over  with 
us ;  I  fear  we  could  not  hope  a  verdict  in  our 
favour,  from  an  English  Jury;  I  must  claim 
you,  I  believe,  as  my  wife  after  all ;  therefore 
let  us  settle  the  question  by  giving  up  this  strug- 
gle, for  struggles  and  law-suits,  above  all  things, 
are  my  dread  and  abhorrence." 

So  spoke  Churchill,  to  the  astonishment  of  all 
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present.  This  nianner  of  concluding  a  very 
painful  and  singular  scene,  was  anticipated  by 
none.  Churchill  was  thought  the  last  person 
who  would  turn  traitor  to  Lady  Eltham,  or  resign 
a  contest,  in  which  he  himself  was  so  deepl}' 
interested ;  but  the  part  he  acted  may  be  consi- 
dered perfectly  consistent  with  his  reckless  easy 
principles^  and  the  Hght-heartedness^  and  uncon- 
cern, with  which  he  met  both  good  and  evil 
fortune. 

The  rage  of  him  who  had  borne  the  title  of 
Lord  Eltham  was  only  equalled  by  his  dismay 
and  despair.  He  rushed  to  seize  Churchill,  but 
was  prevented  from  so  doing  by  the  stalwart 
Isaac.  He  then  darted  at  Clive  in  maniacal  yet 
child-like  fury ;  but  was  at  length  forced  down, 
and  held  in  his  seat. 

A  change  took  place  m  the  demeanour  of  Lady 
Eltham  ;  she  was  comparatively  tranquil ;  her 
dignity,  and  masculine  beauty  were  never  more 
conspicuous  than  at  that  moment.  She  advanced 
a  few  steps  in  front  of  her  chair ;  her  eyes  wan- 
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dered  from  one  to  the  otber,  and  then  rested  on 
her  son. 

"  Boy,  this  senseless  and  frantic  condoct  is 
unworthy  of  you ;  I  command  you  to  be  still. 
Reginald !  disciple  of  a  frigid  and  heartless  phi- 
losophy, you  have  betrayed  me  at  last — " 

"  Not,  Madam,  until  I  saw  your  case  was 
utterly  hopeless." 

"  If  I  thought  you  would  regard  curses,  I 
would  curse  you !  but  my  revenge  must  reach 
vou  in  a  different  wav.  Sordid  man !  who  would 
pawn  your  very  soul  for  money,  know  you  not 
that  all  you  have  wrung  from  me  and  my  son, 
the  Law  now  will  compel  you  to  refund  1" 

"  Ten  thousand  pounds.  Madam,  I  have  already 
spent ;  I  have  rolled  in  my  coach,  drunk  my 
champagne,  and  entertained  half  the  wits  and 
savavis  of  the  Metropolis ;  so  far,  I  have  been 
fortunate ;  and  since  I  am  now  unable  to  '  cross 
the  water,*  I  will  even  render  up  the  balance' to 
the  rightful  owner  with  smiles,  and  a  cheerful 
heart.    They  cannot  touch  your  annuity  ;  there* 
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fore,  80  long  as  you  live,  (and  your  health,  I  am 
happy  to  observe,  is  extremely  good,)  I  flatter 
myself  I  sliall  want  for  little.    Yes,  yes,  allow 

* 

me  to  repeat — '  where  you  and  your  substance 
are,  there  my  haunting  shadow  shall  be.'  But 
to  be  serious,  Lydia,  we  must  forget  the  past, 
and  endeavour  to  live  together  as  comfortably  as 
we  can.» 

Lady  Eltham  smiled  contemptuously. 

*^  Scorned  and  loathed  man!  you  calculate 
wrongly ;  not  a  farthing  will  you  receive,  or  any 
benefit  derive  from  me  ;  you  are  from  this  hour 
a  beggar,  a  despised,  wandering,  houseless  va- 
grant— that  is  my  revenge ! — Clive,  my  enemy, 
you  have  done  only  what  others  would  have 
done — claimed  your  rights ;  I  cannot  blame  you 
for  this ;  you  have  offered  my  son  a  third  of  the 
entire  property :  the  world  might  call  such  con- 
duct generous,  and  I  would  not  dispute  the  just- 
ness of  its  verdict :  yet  hear  me !  In  my  son's 
name,  I  scorn  your  offer !  for  myself,  were  I 
dying  of  starvation,  I  would  not  receive  a  crust 
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at  }'our  hand<<.  [  have  hated  you  for  long  years 
with  an  irreconcilable  hatred,  and  the  feeling  is 
even  deeper,  deadlier  now ;  ay,  I  should  expe- 
rience no  gratification  like  that  which  would  thrill 
my  heart  to  know  you  to  be  in  torture »  ♦  *  ♦  » 
It  is  over — the  long  struggle  with  threatened 
shame,  and  coming  ruin,  is  at  an  end.  My  child 
may  live  to  be  the  mark  of  infamy,  the  jest  of 
his  fellow  men ;  but  I  cannot  survive  to  behold 
his  difzgrace.'* 

As  the  bitter-hearted  woman  spoke  the  con* 
eluding  words,  she  was  seen  te  pluck  a  phial 
from  her  bosom,  and  raise  it  to  her  lip«(. 

"  Hold!  hold!"  cried  Clive, springing  towards 
her ;  "  forgive  me  !  hear  me  !  I  will  undo  all  I 
have  done !  you  and  Lord  Eltham  shall  retain 
your  honours,  your  wealth — and  I  will  gladly 
return  to  poverty  and  obscurity  ?" 

The  phial  dropped  to  the  ground,  and  she  tot^ 
tered  towards  the  chair  of  her  son. 

The  poison  had  been  of  the  most  subtile  kind, 
and  their  united  efforts  failed  to  counteract  its 
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effects ;  the  skill,  also,  of  medical  men,  who  were 
speedily  in  attendance,  proved  fruitless.  In  an 
hour  from  that  time,  the  proud,  the  tyrannous, 
and  malignant  woman — she  who  had  spurned  at 
friendship,  and  sneered  at  virtue,  lay  extended'on 
the  bed  of  death,  her  beloved  son  Hector  cursing 
his  ruined  fortunes,  and  the  day  she  bore  him  ; 
and  the  despised  and  ill-treated  Minda  weeping 
over  her  remains. 
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CHAPTR  XXIV. 

A  fortnight  had  elapsed  from  the  scene  which  we 
have  just  described.  Hector  Clive,  no  longer  a 
Peer  of  the  Realm,  was  walking  through  the 
rooms  of  the  mansion  in  Grosvenor-Sqoare. 
The  law,  he  well  knew,  would  give  him  no* 
thing ;  he  was  absolutely  a  beggar,  and  everj 
day  expected  to  receive  a  notice  to  surrender  up 
the  residence. 

He  sat  himself  down  in  an  apartment,  the 
scene  of  many  a  former  riot  and  debauch.  The 
alteration  in  his  condition  might  have  produced 
no  revolution  in  his  ideas  and  principles,  but  it 
had  wrought  a  striking  change  in  his  outward 
bearing.  He  was  despondent,  thoughtful,  and 
meluncholy.     Throwing  himself  upon  the  sofia^  he 
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muttered  broken  sentences  to  himself;  then  buried 
his  face  on  his  hands.  For  an  hour  he  had  re- 
mained in  this  posture  of  thoughtful  distress, 
when  some  one,  whose  entrance  had  been  unob- 
senred,  stood  before  him. 

"  Hector,  my  cousin  !» 

The  young  man  started  up. 

"  Ha !  no  longer  your  cousin — *' 

'*  Nay,  you  are  the  son  of  my  revered  uncle  ; 
as  such  do  I  esteem  you  ;  and  as  such,  I  would 
be  unto  you  as  a  brother.    Do  not  repulse  me  !" 

Archer  Clive,  (for  so  we  must  be  allowed  to 
call  our  hero,  in  spite  of  his  new  title,)  seized 
him  bv  the  hand. 

*'  Well,  that  will  do,"  said  the  other,  in  a 
sullen  accent  ''  You  are  come,  I  suppoi>e,  to 
inform  me  that  1  must  leave  the  house ;  I  am 
ready  to  depart  at  a  minute's  notice." 

**  I  have  a  favour  to  ask — a  great  favour." 

•*  Oh,  don't  call  it  a  favour — ^take  what  the 
law  gives  you.  I  have  now  neither  money  nor 
a  home." 
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**  Hector !  Hector!  pursue  me  not  with  your 
hatred,  for  I  cannot  return  it  I  do  not  come  to 
bid  you  quit  the  mansion  in  which  you  have 
lived  for  so  many  years :  it  is  yours  by  every 
law  of  justice.  I  beg  permission  to  place  on  your 
table  this  packet,  and,  if  you  do  not  retain  it 
in  jrour  possession,  I  shall  consider  you  an  enemy 
indeed." 

The  speaker  once  more  grasped  the  young 
man's  hand  and  was  gone.  Hector,  with  extreme 
impatience,  opened  the  parcel;  it  contained  a 
letter  from  Clive,  couched  in  the  most  feeling 
and  friendly  terms  ;  also  a  document  which  re- 
instated him  in  the  house  he  had  considered  no 
longer  his  own ;  and  in  order  to  keep  up  his  esta- 
blishment, certain  unentailed  lands  were  assigned 
to  him,  the  title-deeds  of  which  were  likewise 
enclosed. 

To  say  that  he  felt  gratitude,  would  be  incor- 
rect ;  his  hard  and  coarse  mind  was  unable  to 
entertain  so  fine  or  tender  a  sentiment;  but, 
unlike  his  mother,  he  was  not  one  to  refuse  an 
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advantageous  offer.  He  arose  in  overflowing 
spirits,  laughed,  whistled,  and  rubbed  his  hands 
for  very  joy.  He  was  not,  then,  cast  a  beggar 
upon  the  world — he  should  still  be  in  possession 
of  a  good  house,  a  good  establishment,  and  three 
thousand  a- year. 


Thb  late  occupier  of  the  little  chamber  in  Staple- 
Inn  ;  he  who  could  not  afford  to  dine  in  the  hall 
appropriated  to  the  lawyers ;  he  who  had  been 
compelled  to  sell  his  books,  and,  on  one  occasion, 
had  pawned  his  clothes  in  order  to  defray  the 
expense  of  his  mother's  funeral;  was  now  installed 
in  one  of  those  princely  mansions  which,  lying 
at  the  backof  Pall-Mall^  look  out  into  St.  James's 
Park.  Paul  was  his  valet ;  but  he  wished  to  . 
settle  on  Isaac  a  pension  for  his  life;  the  old 
man,  however,  begged  hard  to  be  permitted  to 
serve  him,  and  was  in  consequence  placed  at  the 
head  of  his  household. 

Pellew  was  frequently  invited  to  his  foster- 
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brother's  table ;  the  former,  in  pursuance  of  his 
promise  to  Camilla,  kept  aloof  from  those  demo- 
cratic sodeties  which  still  endeavoured  to  raise  a 
ferment  both  in  the  metropolis  and  the  provinces, 
and  render  this  Eventful  Epoch  in  England's 
annals — an  Epoch  which  we  have  sought  faintly 
to  shadow  forth  in  connection  with  Pellew's  ca- 
reer— as  direful  and  calamitous  as  the  great  Re- 
volutionary era  had  been  in  France.    The  mind 
of  our  student,  however,  in  spite  of  his  honest  old 
father's  denunciation  against  learning,  could  di- 
rect its  energies  to  nothing  but  literary  pursuits ; 
.    and  he  eventually  became  the  editor  of  a  respect- 
able weekly  paper.    The  devotion  of  Camilla 
was  still  a  distinguishing  feature  of  her  charac* 
ter ;  and  the  recollection  of  her  trials  and  suffer- 
ings, which,  like  dark  clouds,  had  rolled  away 
from  the  horizon  of  her  life,  only  rendered  more 
bright  the  sunshine  which  now  fell  around  her 
path. 

Defeated  in  all  his  schemes  of  aggrandisement, 
as  well  as  in  his  hopes  of  sharing  the  property 
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which  his  wife  was  to  enjoy  during  her  life, 
Churchill  continued  to  wander  about  the  metro- 
polis. He  was  compelled  to  adopt  the  same  un- 
certain and  precarious  mode  of  living,  as  he  prac- 
tised  when  we  first  introduced  him  in  our  pages. 
At  those  seasons  when  his  pockets  were  empty, 
he  might  be  found  at  the  Whitefriars  gambling- 
house,  or  the  low  hells  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Drury-Lane,  consorting  there  with  the  meanest 
and  most  uneducated  of  the  devotees  of  the  ha- 
zard-table. When  fortune  happened  to  smile, 
and  with  some  brother  swindler  he  succeeded  in 
clearing  the  "  stakes,*'  he  immediately  emigrated 
to  a  more  aristocratic  part  of  the  town,  and  plied 
his  calling  in  Piccadilly,  or  St.  James's  Street. 
Then,  too,  by  day  he  might  be  seen  lounging  in 
the  Park,  attired  in  the  height  of  the  fashion,  a 
bland  smile  on  his  face,  and  a  s^old-headed  cane 
in  his  hand.  And  thus,  an  object  of  contempt,  al- 
ternately in  want  and  in  riot,  in  misery  and  in 
mirth,  fluttered  quickly'  away  the  Epicurean's 
life. 
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We  are  approaching  the  oodcIosiod  of  cur  his* 
toij,  the  destinies  of  Minda  Clive  and  Lady 
Grertrude  Kenmore  only  remaining  to  be  spoken 
of.  The  beautiful  Scotch  girl,  as  may  be  antici- 
pated, on  the  disclosure  of  the  facts  which  we 
have  narrated,  immediately  discarded  him  who 
was  to  have  been  her  husband ;  Clive  had  saved 
her  from  an  union  which  would  have  overwhelm- 
ed her  with  horror;  and  he  had  done  this,  she 
believed,  and  her  fiither  believed  it  also,  for  one 
purpose — ^he  still  loved  her;  he  still  hoped  to 
make  her  his  wife ! 

"  We  shall  have  the  estates  yet,  my  girl,"  said 
the  Peer ;  "  that  is,  if  you  are  commonly  cautious 
and  politic." 

"  Truth  to  say,  I  alwajrs  preferred  Archer  to 
the  pseudo  Lord  Hector.  Yes,  yes,  before  six 
months  expire,  you  shaU  see  your  daughter  Lady 
Eltham." 

So  con&dent  did  the  coquette  feel  of  the  power 
possessed  by  her  over  the  heart  of  her  old  lover , 
that  she  considered  an  interview  only  necessary 
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to  bring  him  on  his  knees  before  her,  and  ratify 
an  engagement.  She  communicated  with  Minda, 
and  soon  prevailed  upon  her  friend  to  assist  her 
in  her  designs;  for  Minda fully  believed  that  the 
happiness  of  him  whom  Lady  Gertrude  once  re- 
jected, still  depended  on  the  possession  of  her 
hand. 

The  warm-hearted  and  generous  girl  was  now 
residing  with  a  family  in  the  suburbs  of  London ; 
and  Lord  Eltham  (our  Archer  Clive,)  frequently 
called  at  the  house^  to  see  his  fair  relative  and 
early  friend. 

''  Good  day ;"  said  Minda,  as  one  morning  he 
introduced  himself  into  the  drawing-room ;  "  I 
am  glad  the  family  are  from  home  for  a  short 
time,  since  I  have  a  little  secret — a  gratifying 
piece  of  intelligence  for  you.'' 

"  A  secret,  and  a  gratifying  piece  of  intelli- 
gence— I  am  indeed  interested !"  observed  Ar- 
cher,  seating  himself  opposite  to  the  smiling  girl, 
and  gazing  earnestly  in  her  face ; — what  saw  he 
there?  beauty]  Oh,  yes;  but  not  the  cold  dig- 

VOL.  III.  p 
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nity,  the  classic  profile,  and  the  statoe-Iike  ina- 
jesty  of  a  Lady  Gertrude  Kenmore;  mind 
beamed  in  every  lineament  of  her  face ;  a  gentle 
soul  looked  out  from  the  clear  azure  of  those 
loving  eyes;  sweetness,  kindness,  high  feeling, 
and  honour,  seemed  to  encircle  her  as  with  a 
halo  of  light 

"  Archer^^  she  said,  "  I  need  not  teH  you 
now,  that  your  welfare  has  been  the  dearest  ob- 
ject of  my  worthless  and  insignificant  life.  You 
are  happy,  I  hope;  and  yet  there  is  something 
wanting  still,  to  render  that  happiness  complete.*" 

'*  Thereis'^-tliere  is,  Minda/' 

"  The  lady  you  have  long  and  faithfully  loved, 
is  now  rdeased  from  her  vows  to  another.  Pride 
holds  you  back — ^possibly  you  fear  a  second  re- 
fusal ;  but  I  have  strong  reasons  for  suspecting 
that,  in  this  particular,  your  apprehensions  are 
unfi>unded ;  she  loves  you.  Archer ;  you  will  not 
now  woo  her  in  vain.  Delay  not,  then,  to  snatch 
the  prize  which  j^ou  so  richly  deserve — delay  not 
this  drowning  of  your  earthly  enjoyments." 
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He,  to  wliom  tkeae  words  were  addressedj 
was  silent  and  thoughtful ;  he  bent  forward  in  his 
chair,  gazing  on  the  floor,  while  his  slowly 
beating  foot  betokened  the  absence  and  abstrac- 
tion of  his  mind.  He  raised  his  head  at  length, 
and  met  the  beseeching  eyes  of  Minda. 

'*  Who  is  this  lady  that  I  have  loved,  you  say, 
so  long  and  faithfully  V' 

'*  Can  you  ask  the  question  ]-«*Gertrude  Ke&- 
niore." 

He  looked  searchingly  at  th^  girl ;  his  brow 
was  slightly  cofitracted ;  and  a  little  severity 
marked  the  delivery  of  his  quickly  spokea  words. 
'<  There  was  a  moment,  I  confess,  when  her 
meretricious  charms  infatuated  ne ;  but  my  eyes 
have  seen  into  the  glitteting  casket— rtheie  is  no 
jewel  within :  if  there  be  one  womaB  in  the  world 
whom  I  despise,  and  whose  name  awakens  in  me 
feelings  of  detestation — ^it  is  Lady  Gertrude  Ken* 
more ;  if  she  biassed  with  tenfold  beauty — if  she 
brought  a  kingdom  for  her  dower,  I  woukl  not 
wed  her !" 

p  2 
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Minda  listened  to  his  words  in  astonishment ; 
'*  Are  these  then  your  sentiments  ?  you  are 
strangely  altered.*' 

"  Not  altered — I  am  only  undeceived,  enlight^ 
ened.  My  love  for  Liady  Gertrude  was  bom  of 
the  imagination ;  it  was  an  ideal  thing — ^not  a 
reality.  But  I  can  assure  you  of  one  truth, 
Minda — ^I  have  long  experienced  love  that  has 
its  seat  in  the  heart." 

"  Indeed  ] — very  likely — ^I  have  ceased  for 
some  time  to  be  your  confidant." 

Because  I  would  not  distress  you  by  a  recital 
of  my  struggles^  and  my  sorrows.'' 

"  For  that  reason,  Archer,  I  consider  you  have 
behaved  unjustly  to  me ;  in  the  dajrs  of  your  mis- 
fortune^ I  might  have  been  of  some  service  to  you 
_now,  I  can  neither  advance  your  interests,  nor 
render  you  more  happy.'' 

'*  Well,  I  will  discover  to  you  the  name  of  her 
I  love,  heart  and  soul,  and  whom  I  intend  to 
solicit  to  share  with  me  the  gifts  of  fortune,  and 
that  home  which,  without  affection,  would  still 
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be  to  me  a  cold  and  dreary  thing.  I  am  un- 
worthy of  her,  I  confess ;  I  tremble  lest  I  be 
rejected/' 

"  And  you  never  mentioned  any  thing  of  tiiis 
before ;  but,  as  I  said,  your  old  playmate  and 
associate  is  no  longer  thought  deserving  of  your 
confidence.  Archer,  who  is  the  chosen  one,  that 
I  may  wish  you — ^joy  ?" 

The  last  words  were  spoken  byMinda  with  diffi- 
culty, and  tears  suddenly  filled  her  eyes.  Early, 
unconquerable  love  returned  for  an  instant,  like 
a  torrent  upon  her  heart ;  it  was  the  light  of  a  sun 
which,  she  thought,  had  set ;  the  burning  throb 
of  a  passion  she  had  long,  long,  although  in  vain, 
endeavoured  to  still.  She  turned  her  head  aside 
— she  felt  her  hand  gexitly  pressed,  while  broken 
words  were  whispered  into  her  ear : 

"  She  whom  I  have  loved  so  sincerely  in  my 
heart  of  hearts,  is  the  dear,  truthful^  affectionate 
friend  of  my  early  days,  and  is  now  by  my 
side ! — Minda,  I  love  you  deeply,  passionately ; 
without  you  the  seal   cannot  be  set  upon  my 
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happiness.      May  1   hope? — will    yoii    aceepi 
me  ? — will  you  be  mine  1" 

We  cannot  dip  our  pen  in  the  colours  of  tke 
rainbow,  and  therefore  do  not  attempt  to  describe 
the  soft  shades  of  var)ring  feeling,  the  glow  of 
passionate  love,  and  the  brightness  ef  ecatasy, 
steeping  in  hues  of  hope  and  bliss  the  scene 
which  followed.     She  who  had  idolized  Clive 
for  years,  pining  in  secret,  and  sorrowing  with 
a  sorrow  which  only  woman  who  loves  in  vain 
may  know,  was  happy  at  last!  And  there  she 
lay,  the  devoted  and  gentle  one,  sobbing  in  his 
arms,  murmuring  of  her  unworthiness,  and  cling- 
ing to  him  in  gratitude,  and  the  undying  affection 
of  a  changeless  heart 


THE  END 
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SECOND      EDITION. 

THE      T  R  A  D  U€  E  D. 

AN  HISTORICAL  ROMANCE. 


"  Adventilre  only  serves  to  reproduce  adventure,  and  inyeU' 
tion  spriogs  out  ol  invention. — As  an  Historical  Novel,  *  The 
Traduced'  will  rank  in  the  higher  classes,  while  its  interest 
with  the  reader  will  be  felt  by  an  unwillingness  to  lay  down 
the  volumes  until  they  close  with  the  last  page." — 

Metropolitan  Magazine, 

**  Young,  beautiful — defamed,  denounced,— the  career  of 
Joanna  affords  full  scope  for  the  pen  of  the  romancist. — The 
characters  are  skilfully  drawn ;  but  of  all  the  personations  of 
history,  or  the  creations  of  the  brain,  we  confess  a  preference 
for  Maria — in  her  the  ideal  and  real  are  blended,  presenting  a 
picture  of  feminine  weakness,  strengthened  and  beautified  by 
fidelity  and  devoted  lote,'*  ^  Literary  Gazette^ 

**  This  is  a  very  interesting  narrative  of  one  of  the'  most  cele- 
brated and  beautiful  women  of  her  tinie.  Historical  facts  are 
so  skilfully  interwoven  with  the  graceful  adornments  of  fiction, 
that  they  form  thioughout,  a  rich  and  beautiful  web.  We 
recommend  this  spirited  and  exciting  romance  to  all  readers 
of  the  class  of  literature  to  which  it  belongs."— Suncfay  Timei, 

**  This  is  an  admirable  Romance.  —  Mr.  Michell  has  chosen 
for  the  period  of  his  novel  the  days  in  which  P<^trarch  loved 
and  sung— Boccaccio  framed  his  tales  of  love— and  Dante's 
Divina  Commedta  was  read  by  the  magnates  of  the  land.  He 
introduces  characters  as  opposite  in  their  natures  as  the  wide 
range  of  human  passion  will  furnish ;  and  both  the  action  and 
the  persons  are  described  with  great  power  and  brilliancy. — 
Yfe  should  say  that  Mr.  Michell  takes  rank  as  a  romance- 
writer  next  to  the  deservedly  celebrated  O.  P.  R.  James." — 

Monthly  Magazine, 
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